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Drama, 8 Perſ one. 


Rſino, Deke of Illyria. 
Sebaſtian, 4 young Gentleman, hk to 
Viola. 


8 3 Gentlemen attending on the Dees 


Sir Toby Belch, Uncle to Olivia. : 
Sir Andrew Ague-cheek, 4 fooliſh Knight, pre 
tending to Olivia. 
Aa- Captain, Friend to Viola. | | 
Fabian, Servant to Olivia. 0 
Malvolio, 4 fantaſtical Steward to Olivia. f 


5 Clown, Servant to Olivia. 


Olivia, 4 Lady of great W and Fora, 
belov d by 4 Dake. | | 
Viola, in a with the Dube. | 
Maria, | Olivia's Woman, 


: 
1 


PFriat, Sailors, Officers, and other Attendants; 


Antonio, « Sea-Captain, Friend to Sebaſtian, | 
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'| What You will. 

|| acrTri SCENE L 
SCENE The Palace. 


Enter the Dake, Curio, and Lords. 


|  DUXE, PU | | 

bz Mulick be the Food of Love, play on. 
E236} Give me exceſs of it; that r 
The Appetite may ſicken, and ſo die. 
That Strain again, it had a dying Fall: 
O, it came o'er my Ear, like the ſweet 

Sound | 
That breaths.upon a Bank of Violets, 
Stealing, and giving Odour, Enough, no more; 
Tis not ſo ſweet now, as it was before. 
O Spirit of Love, how quick and freſh art thou! 
| That, notwithſtanding thy Capacity 
1. Receiveth as the Sea, Nought enters there, 
Of what validity and pitch ſo e er, 
But falls into Abatement, and * Price, 
| 4 


„ Tyrrrrn-Nreur: Or, 


ven in a Minute; fo full of Shapes is Fancy, 
That it alone is high fantaſtical. F 
Cur. Will you go hunt, my Lord? 
Duale. What, Curio? 
Cu. The Hart. | * 
Duke. Why fo I do, the nobleſt that I have: 
O when ine Eyes did ſee Olivia firſt, 
Methought ſhe purg d the Air of Peſtilence; | 
That Inſtant was T turn'd into a Hart, 0 
And my Deſires like fell and cruel Hounds, 
Eer ſince purſue me, How now, hat News from her? 
| Enter Valentine. | 
Val. So pleaſe my Lord, I might not be admitted, 
But from her Hand-maid do return this Anſwer: 
The Element it ſelf, till ſeven Years hence, 
Shall not behold her Face at ample View; 
But like a Cloyſtreſs ſhe will vailed walk, 
And water once a Day her Chambers round 
With Eye- offending Brine: All this to ſeaſon 
A Brother's dead Love, which ſhe would keep freſh 
And laſting in her ſad Remembrance. 
Duke. O ſhe that hath a Heart of that fine Frame, 
To pay this Debt of Love but to a Brother, 
How wilt me 107%; When the: rich golden Shaft 


Hath kill'd the Flock of all AﬀeRtions elſe 4 


That live in her? When Liver, Brain, and Heart, 
Theſe ſoveraign Thrones, are all ſupply'd, and fill d 
Her ſweet Perfections with one ſelt. ſame King: 
Away before me, to ſweet Beds of Flowers, 
Love Thoughts ly e rich, when canopy d with Bowers. 
55 nen ü e 
5 SCENE. II. The Sees. 
Enter Viola, a Captain and Sailors. | 
Vo. What Country, Friends, is this? 
Cap. This is 1/lyria, Lady. 
Vio. And what ſhould I do in lyria? 
My Brother he is in EHſium. 5 2 
Perchance he is not drown'd ; what think you, Sailors? 
"T2 3 Y IH Cap. 
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» 1 
What you will. 9 
Cap. It is perchance that you your {elf were ſav d. 
1 O ht. Adr Brother! 7 hance _ he be. 
Cap. True, Madam; and to comfort you with Chance, 
Aſſure your ſelf, after our Ship did ſplit, | 
When you, and that poor Number ſaved with you, 
Hung on your driving Boat: I ſaw your Brother, 
Moſt provident in Peril, bind himſelf, 4 
Co and Hope both teaching him the Practice, 
To a ſtrong Maſt that liv'd upon the Sea, 
Where like Orion on the Dolphin's Back, 
I faw him hold Acquaintance with the Wares, 
So long as I could ice. 
Vio, For faying fo, there's Gold: a 
Mine own Eſcape unfoldeth to my 
Whereto thy Speech ſerves for Authority, 
The like of him. Know'ſt thou this Country? 
Cap. Ay, Madam, well; for I was bred and born 
Not three Hours Trayel from this very Place. 
Vis. Who governs here? : 
Cap. A noble Duke in Nature, as in N 
Vis. What is his Name? : 
Cap. , 
Via. o! J have heard my Father name him, 
He was a Batchellor then. | 
Cap. And ſo is now, or was ſo very late; 
For but a Month ago I went from hence, 
And then twas freſh in Murmur, as you knew 
What great ones do, the leſs will prattle of, Fe 
That he did ſeek the Love of fair Olivia. | y 
Vio. What's ſhe? 1 
4 Cap. A virtuous Maid, the Daughter of a Count, 
That dy d ſome twelve Months ſince, then leaving her 


. 

In the Protection of his Son, her Brother, I 

Who ſhortly alſo dy'd; for whoſe dear Loye, 7 
| 


They ſay, ſhe had abjur'd the Sight 
And Company of Men. 
Via. O that I ferv'd that Lady, 
And might not be deliver d to the World, | 
Till 1 had made mine own Occaſion mellovy - OY | 
What my Eſtate . 1 
; FF \ —_ 


4 


10 TwxLreTa-Nicur: Or, 


Cad. That were hard to compals, 
- Becauſe ſhe will admit no kind of- Suit, 
No, not the Duke s. | 
Vio. There isa fair Behaviour in thee, Captain ; 
And tho that Nature with a beauteous Wal 
Doth oft cloſe in Pollution; yet of thee, 
I will believe, thou haſt a Mind that ſuits 
With this thy fair and outward Character. 
I prethee, and Il pay thee bounteouſly, 
Conceal me what I am, and be my Aid, 
For ſach Diſguiſe as haply. ſhall become 
The Form of my Intent. I'll ſerve this Duke, 
Thou ſhalt preſent me as an Eunuch to him, 
It may be worth thy Pains; for I can fing, 
- And ſpeak to him in many ſorts of Muſick 
That will allow me very worth his Service. 
What elſe may hap, to Time I will commit, 
Only ſhape thou thy Silence to my Wit. 1 
Cap. Be you his Eunuch, and your Mute ]'ll be, 
When my Tongue blabs, then let mine Eyes not ſee. 
- Vie, I thank thee; lead me on. Exeune. y 


S8 CEN E III. Olivia's Honſe, 5 
Euter Sir Toby, and Maria. 1 
cc 


2H oe BH. 2 te 


= —- 


Sir To. What a Plague means my Neice to take the Death 

of her Brother thus? I am ſure Care's an Enemy to Life. 
Mar. By my Troth, Sir To6y, you muſt come in earlier 
a*Nights; your Neice, my Lady, takes great Exceptions 
to your ill Hours, | | | a 
Sir To. Why let her except, befere excepftde. . 
Mar. Ay, but you muſt confine your ſelf within the i 
modeſt Limits of Order. | ; \ 
Sir To. Confine? I'll confine my ſelf nofiner than I am; k 
theſe Clothes are good enough to drink in, and fo be theſe 4 
Boots too; and they be not, let them hang themſelves in by 
their own Straps. r tin 
Mar. That quaffing and drinking will undo you; 1 heard be 

my Lady talk of it Yeſterday, and of a fooliſh Knight | 
that you brought in one Night here, to be ber Wooer bo 

| N To. * 

8 


$s 
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Sir To. Who, Sir Andrew Ague- cheełk? 

Mar, Ay, he. 

Sir To. Hes as tall a Man as any's in Uhria. 

Mar. What's that to th' Purpoſe? | 

Sir To, Why, he has three thouſand Ducats a Year: 

Mar. Ay, but he'll have but a Year i in all theſe Ducats: 
He's a very Feol, and a Prodigal. 

Sir To, Fie, that you'll ſay ſo: He plays o'th* Viol-de2 
Gambo, and ſpeaks three or four Languages Word for 
Word without Book, and hath all the good Gifts of Na- 
ture. 

' Mar. He hath indeed. almoſt natural; for beſides that 
he's a Fool, he's a great Quarreller; and but that he hath 
the Gift of a Coward to al 45 Guſt he hath in Quar- 
telling, tis thought among the Prudent he would quick- 
ly have the dog of a Graye. 

Sir To. By this Hand they are Scoundrels and Sub- 
ſtractors tha! fay ſo of him. Who are they? 

Mar. They that add moreover, he's drunk nightly in 
we" Company. 

Sir Tv. With drinking Healths to my Neice: I'll drink 

her as long as there is a Paſſage in my Throat, and 

rink in Nhria. He's a Coward and a Coyftril that will 

t drink to my Neice till his Brains turn th Toe like 
pers Top. What Wench? Caſtilian nh for * 
* Sir Andrew Ague face. 

Enter Sir Andrew. 
a * Sir And. Sir Toby Belch! How now, Oy Belch?, . 
Sir To, Sweet Sir Andrew. 
5 Sir And. Bleſs you, fair Shrew, 

Mar. And you tos, Sir. 

Sir Iv. Accoft, Sir Andrew, accoſt, p 
Sir Aud. What's that? 

Sir To. My Neice's Chamber- maid. 

Sir And. Good Miſtreſs Accoſt, I deſire better Acquains 
tance. 

Mar. My Name is Mary, Sir. 

"Sir n 8 Mary Accoſt. 

Sir To. You miſtake, Knight: Accoſt is, front her; 
board ber, wooe her, alle. * 
. fir And. 


* 


What you will. 11 


12 TwETFTTHNI HT: Or, 


Sir And. By my Troth, I would not undertake her in 
this Company. is that the Meaning of Accoft? ?: 


Mar. Fare you well, Gentlemen. ms 

Sir. To. And thou let her part ſo, Sir Andrew, would 
thou might'ſt never draw Sword again. 

Sir And. And you part ſo, Miſtreſs, I would I might 


.never draw Sword again. Fair Lady, do you think you 


have Foels in Hand? 
Mar. Sir, I have not you by th' Hand. 
Sir And, Marry but you thal have, and here's my Hand. 
Mar. Now, Sir, Thought is free: I pray you bring your 
Hand to th'Buttery Bar, and let it drink. 
Sir And. Wherefore, ſweet Heart? What's your Meta- 


? 17 
Mar. It's dry, Sir. * 


Sir Aud. Why, I think ſo: I am not ſuch an Aſs, but I 


can keep my Hand dry, But what's your Jeſt? 
Mo A dry Jeſt, 52 r . | 
Sir And. Are you full of them? | 
Mar. Ay, Sir, 4 have them at my Finger Ends: Marry, 
Bow I let go your Hand, I am barren. [Exit Maria. 
Sir To. O Knight, thou lack'ſt a Cup of Canary: When 
did 1 ſee thee fo put down? 

Sir And. Never in your Life, I think, unleſs you ſee Ca- 
nary put down; Methinks, ſometimes I have no more 
Wit than a Chriſtian, or an ordinary Man has; but T am 
a great Eater of Beef, and 1 believe that do's harm to 
my Wit. OS OR 1.0 Ae 

Sir To. No Queſtion. | | | 

Sir And. And I thought that, I'd forſwear it. I'll ride 

home, to Morrow, Sir Toby. | | * 
Sir To. Pour. quoy, my dear Knight? TEL” 
Sir And What is powr-quoy? Do, or not do? I would I 

bad beſtowed that time in the Tongues, that I have in Fen- 

eng Dancing, and Bear-baiting: O had I but follow'd 

Arts. | 72 a 5 e 

Sir To, Then hadſt thou had an excellent Head of Hair. 
Sir And. Why, would that have mended my Hair? 


* SirTo. Paſt Queſtion, for thou ſeeſt it will not cool my 
N re. < * X. ** . 


Sir And. 


D g boom a 
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iS What you will. AM 
$7 And, But it becomes me well h, does't not? 


Sir To. Excellent, it hangs like Flax on a Diſtaff; and 


I Eur * a Houſewife take thee between ber Legs, and 

{pin it o 

85 And. Faith I'll home to Merrow, Sir Toby, your Neice 
will not be ſeen, or if ſhe be, it's four to one ſhell none of 
me. The Duke himſelf here hard by, wooes her. 

Sir To. Shell none o th Duke, ſhe not match above her 
Degree, neither in Eſtate, Years, nor Wit; I have heard 
her ſwear, / Tut, there's Life in't Man. 

Sir And. I'll ſtay a Month lon 1 am a Fellow ofth* 
ſtrangeſt Mind ith* World: 1 bt in Masks and Reyels 
ſometimes altogether. 

Sir To. Art thou good at theſe Kick-ſhaws, ? 

Sir And. As any Man in Illyris, 9 — under 
the Degree of my Betters, and yet I will not compare 
with an old Man. 

Sir To. What is thy Excellence in a Galliard, * 

| Sir And. Faith, I can cut a Caper. 

Sir To. And I can cut the Mutton to't. : 

Sir And. And I think I have the Back trick, fimply as 
Rrong as any Man in 1lyria. 

Sir To. Wherefore are theſe things hid? Wherefore have 
theſe Gifts a Curtain before em? Are they like to take Duſt, 
like Miſtreſs Mall's Picture? Why doſt thou not * 
Church in a Galliard, and come home in a Coranto? My 
very Walk ſhould be a Jig! I would not fo much as make 
Water but in a Siak a- pace: What doſt thou mean? Is it 
a World to hide Virtues in? 1 did not think, by the Ex- 
cellent Confticution of thy Leg, it was form'd under the 
Star of a Galliard. 


Sir And. Ay, tis ſtrong, and it does indifferent well in a 


1 Stocken. Shall we ſet about ſome Revels? 
Str To. What ſhall we do elſe; were we not born un- 


der Taurus! 


Sir And. Taurus? That's Sides and Heart. 


Sir To, No, Sir, it is Legs and Thighs, Let me ſee thee 
Caper ; Ha, twgher : Ha, ha, excellent, [Exennt. 


: yo . ö SCENE 


1 


4 TwELFTH#-NiGHT: Or, 


| 5 80 E N E IV. The Palace. jr ot 


©) Enter Valentine, and Viola in May's Attire. _ 
Val. If the Duke continue theſe Favours towards you, 
Ceſario, you are like to be much advanc'd; he hath known 
you but three Days, and already you are no Stranger. 
| Vio. You either fear his Humour, or my. Negligence, 
E that you call in queſtion the Continuance of his Love. 1s 
| he inconſtant, Sir, in bis Favours? 8 7 
Pal. No, believe me. | = x 
+ +... Enter Duke, Curio, and Attendants, 
Vo. I thank you: Here comes the Duke. 
Duke: Who ſaw Ceſario, hoa? 
Vio. On your Attendance, my Lord, here. 
Dake. Stand you a while aloof, Ceſario, 
Thou know'ft no leſs, but all: I have unclaſp'd 
To thee the Book even of my ſecret Soul. 
Therefore, good Youth, addreſs thy Gate unto her, 
Be not deny d Acceſs, ſtand at her Doors, 
And tell them, there thy fixed Foot fhall grow 
Till thou have Audience, | 
Vie, Sure, my noble Lord, 
If ſhe be ſo abandon'd to ber Sorrow 
As it is ſpoke, ſhe never will admit me. 
Duke. Be clamorous, and leap all civil Bounds, ys yo 
Rather than make unprofited Return. 4 th 
Vie. who do ſpeak with her, my Lord, what then? 


Cw Wai > == 


j 
{ 
{ 


— 29 


Than in a Nuncio's of more grave Aſpect, 
Vio. I think not ſo, my Lord. 
Dake. Dear Lad, believe it: 


* 


Duke, O then, unfold the Paſſion of my Love, wn” 
Surprize her with Diſcourſe of my dear Faith; . * 
It ſhall become thee well to act my Woes; 1 yo 
She will attend it better in thy Youth, Fj 7 
l 


. 


For they ſhall get belie thy happy Years, © | 
That ſay thou art a Man: Diana's Lip $58 of 
Is not more ſmooth, and rubious; thy ſmall Pipe Wo. I 
Ts as the Maiden's Organ, ſhrill and ſound,” +8 f bl 0 Sir 


= - 3 _ TY f 
And all is ſemblative a Woman's Part, # if ay 
— * - ” —_—  - — —_— —— — | p ; 
\ * 
Fla 


M hat jou will. 

I know thy Conſtellation is right apt 
For this Aﬀair: Some four jp him, 
All if you will; for I my ſelf am beſt 
When leaſt in Company. Proſper well in this, 
1 And thou ſhalt live as freely as thy Lord, 
p To call his Fortunes thine, Th 
pio. I'll do my beſt | 

To woo your Lady; yet a barful-Strife, - 
1 Who- e er I woo, my ſelf would be his Wife. ¶ Exeunt. 


if SCENE V. Olivi's Houſe. 


Enter Maria, and Clown. 


S Mar. Nay, either tell me where theu haſt been, or! | 
| will not open my Lips ſo wide as a Briſtle may enter, in 
way of thy Excuſe; my Lady will hang thee for thy 
Abſence. 42 8 2 Gyn | 
| Clo. Let her hang me; he that is well hang'd in this 
World needs fear no Colours. n 
Mar. Make that good. yo | 
Clo. He ſhall ſee none to fear. 
Mar. A good Lenten Anſwer ; I can tell thee where 
that Saying was born, of I fear no Colours, 
| Clo. Where, good Miſtreſs Mary! - 
Mar. In the Wars, and that may you be bold to ſay in 
your Foolery. | | 
| Clo. Well, God give them Wiſdom that have it; and 
2: thoſe that are Fools let them uſe their Talents, 
| Mar. Vet you will be hang'd for being ſo long abſent, 
or be turn'd away; is not that as good as a hanging to 
* ou? 
. Clo. Many a good Hanging prevents a bad Marriage; 


J 
, 


o 
I 


and for turning away, let Summer bear it out. 

4 Mar. You are reſolute then? 5 | 
Clo. Not ſo neither, but I am reſoly'd on two Points. 
Mar. That if one break the other will hold; or, if 

both break, your Gaskings fall, 


Clo. Apt in good Faith, very Well, go thy way, if 


g apt: 
4 Sir Toby would leave Drinking, — wert as witty a Piece 
N of Eve's Fleſh, as any in Iihria. LO: 


* 


Mar, 


16 TWZITTHNTeRT: Or, 


Mar. Peace, you Rogue, no more o'that : Here comes 
my Lady; make your Excuſe wiſely you were beſt, „ 
Euer Olivia and Malvolio. J 7 

Clo, Wit, and't be thy will, put me into good Fooling; 
thoſe Wits that think they have thee, do very oft proye 
Fools; and I that am ſure I lack thee, may paſs fora wiſe 
Man. For what ſays Quinapalus, Better a. witty Fool than 
a fooliſh Wit, God bleis rhee, Lady. , 

Oli. Take the Fool away. 14 

Clo. Do you not hear, Fellows, take away the Lady. 

Oli. Go to, y are a wy Foel; Ill no more of you; be- 

fides you grow diſhoneſt, of 
Cb. Two Faults, Madona, that Drink and good Counſe! ! 
will amend; for give the dry Fool Drink, then is the Fool 
not dry. Bid the diſhoneſt Man mend himſelf; if he 1 
mend, he is no longer diſhoneſt, if he cannot, let the 
Botcher mend him. Any thing that's mended is but Lo 
patch'd; Virtue that tranſgreſſes is but patch d with Sin, WW . 
and Sin that amends is but patch'd with Virtue.” If that Ml ** 
this ſimple Sillogiſm will ſerve; ſo; if it will not, what eh 
Remedy? as there is no true Cuckold but Calamity, ſo / 
"Beauty's a Flower: The Lady bad take away. the Fool, 
therefore I ſay again, take her away. mr... 

Oli. Sir, I bad them take away you. . 

. Ele. Miſprifion in the higheſt Degree. Lady, Cucullus 
non facit monachum; that's as much as to ſay, I wear not 
motley in my Brain: Good Madona, give me Jeave to 
prove you a Fool, - | Vit 

Oli. Can you do it? | | $_- 

Clo, Dexterouſly, good Madina. © 

Oli. 2 our — Shy _ | | 
Cla I muſt catechize for it, Madona, m 
Mouſe of Virtue anſwer. Fr good my 
* Well, Sir, for want of other Idleneſs, Il bide your 
> Clo. Good Madama, why mourn'ſt thou? "| 
Oli. Good Fool, for my Brother's Death. » 

Clo. 1 think his Soul is in Hell, Md. 
Ol. I know his Soul is in Heav'n, Foo, 
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Mut you will. 17 
Clo. The more Fool you, Madena, to mourn for your 
Brother's Soul being in Heay'n: Take away the Fool, Gen- 


tlemen. 
Oli. What think you of this Fool, Malvolio, doth he not 
12 | 
| Mal. Tes, and ſhall do, till the 
him. Infirmity, that decays the Wiſe, deth ever make 
better the Fool. "I 
Clo. God ſend you, Sir, a ſpeedy Infirmity, for the bet- 
ter increaſing your Folly: Sir Toby will be ſworn that I am 
no Fox, but he will not paſs his Word for two Pence that 
you are no Fool, | | 
Oli. How ſay you to that, Malvolio? | 
- Mal. I marvel your Ladyſhip takes Delight in ſuch a 
barren Raſcal; I ſaw him put down the other Day with 
an ordinary Fool that has ne more Brains than a Stone. 
Look you now, he's out of his Guard already; unleſs you 
laugh and miniſter Occaſion to him, he is gagg'd. 1 
)teſt I take theſe wiſe Men that crow: ſo at theſe ſet 
ind of Fools, no better than the Fools Zanies. — 
Oli. O you are ſick of Self. love, Malvolia, and taſte 
with a diſtemper d Appetite. To be guiltleſs, 
and of free Diſpoſition, is to take thoſe things for Bird- 
bolts that you deem C22n0n-Bullets: There is no Slander 
in an allow'd Fool, though he do n 
no railing in a known diſcreet Man, though he do no- 
thing but reprove. 
Clo. r with Learning, for thou 


ſpeak ſt well of F | 
Enter Maria. 


Mar. Madam, there is at the Gate a young 
much deſires to ſpeak with you. 
Oli. From the Count Orſino is it? | 
Mar. I know not, Madam, *tis a fair young Man, and 
well attended, - | ; 
Oli. Who of my People hold him in delay? & 
Mar. Sir Toby, Madam, your Uncle. 
Ol. Fetch him off I pray you, he nothing but 
Madman: Fie on him. Go you, o; if it _ 
K 
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othing but rail; or 
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Suit from the Count, I am ſick, or not at home, What 
”_=_ will to diſmiſs it. 5 Exit Malvolio. 


ow ſee, Sir, how your fooling grows o , and People 
diſlike it. rea N 


Clo. Thou haſt f poke for us, Madona, as «4 eldeſt 
Son ſhould be a Fool: whoſe Scull Fove cram with Brains, 


for bere comes one of thy Kin has a moſt weak Pia 
1 


mater. * 
Enter Sir Toby. 1 
Oli. By mine Honour lf drunk. What is he at the 
Gate, Uncle? : 


Sir To. A Gentleman. | 
Oli. A Gentleman? What Gentleman? 1 
Sir To. Tis a Gentleman here, A my o 'heſe pickle 
| Herring: Hov now, Sot? | 

Cle. Good Sir Toby. wort 7 

Oli. Unele, Uncle, how haye you come 1 early by 
this Lethargy? 
Sir To. Letchery, I defie Letchery : There's one at the 


Gate. 

Oli. Ay , what is he? 

Sir To. Let him be the Devil and he will, E hv moe: 
Give me Faith, ſay I. Well, it's all one. [ xExit. 
Oli. What's a aka Maa like, Fool? th 

| Cle. Like a drown'd Man, a Fool, and a Madman: One 
Draught above heat makes him a Fool, the ſecond mads 
him, and a third drowns him. 

Oli. Gg thou and ſeek the Coroner, and let him ſit 
o' my Uncle; for he's in the third Degree of Drink; he's 
drown'd; go look after him. 

Quo. Ee is but mad yet, Madona, and the Fool ſhall look 
to the Madman, | (8 Clown, 


Enter Malyolio, 

Mal. Madam, yond young Fellow ſwears he will ſpeak 
with you. 1 told him you were fick, he takes on him to 
underſtand ſo much, and therefore comes to ſpeak with 
ou. I told him you were aſleep, he ſeems to have a 
ore-knowledge of that too, and therefore comes to 
ſpeak with you. What is to be ſaid to him, Loy? he's 

fortified 8888 any Denial. 
Oli. 
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What you will. 19 
oli. Tell him he ſhall not ſpeak with me. 

Mal. Ha's been told ſo; and he ſays he'll ſtand at your 
Door like a Sheriff's Poſt, and be the Supporter to a Bench, 
but he'll ſpeak with you. 

Oli What kind o' Man is he? 

Mal. Why, of Mankind. ö 

Oli. What manner of Man? 

Mal. Of very ill Manners; he'll ſpeak with you, will you 
or no, F 

Oli. Of what Perſonage and Years is he. 

Mal. Not yet old enough for a Man, nor young enough 
for a Boy; as a Squaſhfs before *tis a Peaſcod, or a Cod- 
ling when tis almoſt an Apple: Tis with him in ſtandi 
Water, between Boy and Man. He is very well-favour'd, 
and he ſpeaks very ſhrewiſhly; one would think his Mo- 
ther's Milk were ſcarce out of him. 

Oli, Let him approach: Call in n 

Mal. Gentle woman, my Lady Exit. 

| Enter Maria. ane. 

Oli. Give me my Vail: Come, throw it o'er my Face; 
We'll once more hear Or/ino's Embaſſy. | 

| Exter Viola. 

Vio. The honourable Lady of the Houſe, which is ſhe? 

Oli. Speak to me, I fhall anſwer for her; Your Will? 

Vio. Moſt radiant, exquiſite, and unmatchable Beauty —— 
I pray you tell me if this be the Lady of the Houſe, for 1 
never ſaw her. I would be loath to caſt away my Speech; 
for beſides that it is excellently well penn'd, I have taken 
great Pains to con it. Good Beauties, let me ſuſtain no 
2 I am very Comprible, even to the leaſt finifter 
oh, Whence came you, Sir? 

Vio I can ſay little more than I have ſtudied, and that 
Queſtion's out of my Part. Good gentle one, give me 
modeſt Aſſurance, if you be the Lady of the Houſe, that 
I may proceed in my Speech. | 

Oli. Are you a mn = . | 

Vie. No, my protound Heart; and yet, byt Fang 
of Malice, I ſwear, I am not that 1 ay. 2 74 
dy of the Houle? 4 


— 
So 
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Oli. If I E I am. 

- Vie- Moſt certain, if you are ſhe, you do Amgen 
ſelf; for what is yours to beſtow, is not yours to 
But this is from my Commiſſion, I will on with my 
Speech in your Praiſe, and then ſhew you thy/Hoart' 
my Meſſage. 

Oli, Come to what is important in t: : 1 forgive you the 

1 Alas, I took great Pains to ſtudy it, and tis po- 
ti 

Oli. It is the more like to be ſei d. I pray you keep 
it in, 1 heard you were ſaw . and allow d 
7 , rather to wonder at you than to hear you. 

If you be not mad, be gone; if you have Reaſon, be brief; 
tis not the time of the Moon with me, to or 
fo skipping a Dialogue. 

Mar. Wull you: hoift Sail, Sir, here lyes 

Vo. No, good Swabber, I am to hull here alittle anger. 
Some mollification for your Giant, ſweet Lady : Tell me 
your Mind, I am a Meſſenger. 

Oli. Sure you have ſome hideous Matter to deliver, 
when the Curteſie of it is ſo/featful. Speak your Office. 

Vio, It alone concerns your Ear. Lbring no Overture of 
War, no Taration of Ho 3 I hold the; Quve in my 
Hund: My Words are as full of Peace as Matter. 

Oli, Yet you began rudely. What are you? 

What would you? 

Vie. The Rudeneſs that bath appear d in me have I 
learn d from my Entertainment. What I am, and what 
I would, are as ſecret as a Maiden-head; to your Ears, 
Divinity; to any others, Prophanation. s 

Oli. Give us the Place alene. [Exit Maria. 
We will hear this Divinity. Now, Sir, what is ow Text ? 

Vio. Moſt ſweet Lady. 

Oli. A comfortable Doctrine, and much 1 be ſaid of 
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it. Where lyes the Text? 4 
Vio. In Orſino s Boſom. + 
Oli. In his Boſom? In what Chapter of his Boſom? J 


Vio. Te anſwer by the Method, in the firſt of his Heart. wi 
0 * . , ol. 


— . 


M bat you will. wn f 
oli. O, 1 have read it; it is Hereſie. Have you no more 
to ſay? 1 

2 Good Madam let me ſee your Face. 

Oli. Have you any Commiſſion from your Lord to ne- 
gociate with my Face? You are now out of your Text; 
but we will draw the Curtain, and ſhew you the Picture. 
Look you, Sir, ſuch a one I was this preſent: Is't not 
well done? | [ Unveiling. 

Vis. Excellently done, if God did all. | 

Oli. Tis in grain, Sir, 'twill endure Wind and Wea- 


ther. 1 
Vio. Tis Beauty truly blent, whoſe red and white 5 
Nature's own {ſweet and cunning Hand laid on: [| 
Lady, you are the cruell'ſt She alive, . 
If you will lead theſe Graces to the Grave, f 

And leave the World no Copy. 
| Oli. O, Sir, I will not be ſo hard-hearted: I will give "1 
* out divers Schedules of my Beauty. It ſhall be inventoried, ) 
2 and every Particle and Utenfil labell'd to my Will. As, 1 
Item, two Lips indifferent red. Item, two grey Eyes, with / 6 
T, BY Lids to them. Item, One Neck, one Chin, and ſo forth. 7 
! 


Were you ſeat hither to praiſe me? 


of Vio. 1 ſee you what you are, you are too proud; 

at if you nd dot the Devil, you are fair. ; o 
My Lord and Maſter loves you: O ſuch Love I 
Could be but recompenc'd, tho you were crown'd + 5 
The Non-parcil of Beauty. 4 


Oli. How does he love me? | 

Vie. With Adoracions, fertile Tears, ; \ 
With Groans that thunder Love, with Sighs of Fire. K 

Oli. Your Lord do's know my Mind, I cannot love him; 
Yet I ſuppoſe him Virtuous, know him Noble, | 
Of great Eſtate, of freſh and ſtainleſs Youth; 1 
In Voices well divulg d, free, learn d, and valiant, f \ 


wP B 


of And in Dimenſion, and the Shape of Nature, 
A gracious Perſon; but yet I cannot love him; 
He might have took his Anſwer long ago. 

6 Vio. If I did love you in my Maſter's Flame, 
With ſuch a Suff ring, ſuck a deadly Life, 

4. In your Denial 1 would find no Senſe: 


22 Tw ELTTH-NieRT: Or, 


I would not underſtand it. =? 
Oli. Why, what would you do? | 
Vio. Make me a Willow Cabin at your 14 
And call upon my Soul- within the Houſe; 
Write loyal Cantos of contemned Love, 
And ſing them loud even in the Dead of Night: 
Hollow your Name to the reverberate Hills, 
And make the babling Goſſip of the Air x 
Cry out, Olivia: O you ſhould net reſt „ 
Between the Elements of Air and Earth, i 
But you ſhould pity me. 3 
ol. You might de much: g it 
What is your Parentage ? i 
Vio. Above my Fortunes, yet my State i is peel 
I am a Gentleman. _ 
Oli. Get you to your Lord; 7 
] cannot love him: Let him ſend no more, 7 
Unleſs, perchance, you come to me again. 
To tell me how he takes it; fare you well: 
I thank you for your Pains; ſpend this for me. 
Vio. I am no Fee'd-poft, Lady; keep your Purſe: 
My Maſter, not my ſelf lacks Recompence. 
Love make his Heart of Flint, that you ſhall love, 
And let your Fervour like my Maſter's be, 13 
Plac d in Contempt: — fair Cruelty. | Exit. 
0 li. What is your Parentage? 3 
Above my Fortunes, yet my State is well: 
I am a Gentleman — I'll be ſworn thou il | 
Thy Tongue, thy Face, thy Limbs, Actions, _ Spirit, 
Do give thee five-fold Blazon —- not too taſt— ſoft, ſoft, 
Unleſs the Maſter were the Man. How now). | 
Even ſo quickly may ene catch the 5 | 
Methinks I feel this Youth's Perfections, 
With an inviſible and ſubtile Stealth | oh 
To creep in at mine Eyes, Well, lt it — bs 


What hoa, Malvolis. 
Enter Malvolio. 


Mal. Here, Madam, at your Service. | 1 
Oli. Run after that ſame peeviſh Meſſenger, 
— ane . 


would 


ld 


What you will. 
Would I, or not: Tell him, I'll none of it. 
Deſire him not to flatter with his Lord. | - 
Nor hold him up with Hopes; I am not for him: 
If that the Youth will come this way to Morrow, 


III give him Reaſon for't by thee, Malvolio, 


Mal. Madam, I will. 50 [Exit 
Oli. 1 do I know not what, and fear to find N 

Mine Eye too great a Flatterer for my Mind: 

Fate, ſhew thy Force, our ſelves we do not owe; 


What is decreed muſt bez and be this ſo. [Exit 
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ACT IL SCENE 1. 
SCENE The Sree. © 


Enter Antonio and Sebaſtian. | 
a. WII. ou ſtay no longer? Nor will you not 
chat I go with you 2” 4 5 
Seb. By your Patience, no: My Stars ſhine darkly over 
me; the Malignancy of my Fate, might perhaps diſtem- 
per yours; therefore I craye of you your leave, that I 
may bear my Evils alone. It were a bad recompence for 
your Love, to lay any of them on you. 
Ant. Let me yet know of you, whither you arebound. 
Seb, No ſooth, Sir, my determinate Voyage is meer ex- 
travagancy : But I perceive in you ſo excellent a Touch of 
Modeſty, that you will not extort frem me what I am 
willing to keep in; therefore it charges me in Manners 
the rather to expreſs my ſelf: You muſt know of me 
then Antonio, my Name is Sebaftian, which I call'd Rodo- 
rige; my Father was that Sebaſtian of Meſſaline, whom I 
know you have heard of. He left behind him, my ſelf, 
and a Sifter, both born in one Hour; if the Heay'ns had 
been pleas d, would we had ſo ended: But you, Sir, al- 
ter'd that, for ſome Hours before you took me from the 
Breach of the Sca, was my Siſter drown'd. as 
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Ant. Alas the Day! 1 „on 

2 A Lady, Sir, tho' it was ſaid the nk reſembled 
me, was yet of many accounted beautiful; but tho I could 
not with ſuch eſtimable Wonder over- far believe that, 
thus far 1 will boldly publiſh her, ſhe bore a Mind 
Envy could not but call fair: She is drown'd already, Sir, 
with ſalt Water, the I ſeem to r- her N 

ain with more. 

Ant. Pardon me, Sir, bad Ravoertiacivent, | 

Seb. O good Antonio, forgive me your Troubles "NE 

Ant. If you will not murther me for my Love, let me 
be your Servant. 

Seb, If you will not undo what you have done, that i is, 
kill him whom you have recover d. deſire it not. Fate ye 
well at once, my Boſom' is full of Kindneſs, and I am yet 
ſo near the Manners of my Mother, that upon the leaſt oc- 
caſion more, mine Eyes willtel! Tales of me: 1 am bound 
to the Duke Orſinos Court; farewel. Exit. 

Ant. The gentleneſs of e Gods 3 * 

I have made Enemies in Orſino's Court, . 

Elſe would I very ſhortly ſee thee there: . 

But come what may, I to adore thee ſo, | 
"That Danger ſhall dem Sport, and 1 TOM: > 


SCENE II. 


Euer Viola e Deer. 1 


bg Mal. Were not you e en now with the Counteſs ** ? 
Vie. Even now, Sir; on a moderate pace, 1 have * 
arriv d but hither, | 
Mal. She returns . Sir; you oht 
have ſaved me my Pains, to have taken it 5 r. your x ſelf. 
She adds ae that you ſhould your Lord into a 
deſperate Aflurance, ſhe will none of fine And one thi 
more, that you be never ſo hardy to come e hs At- 
fairs, unleſs it be to report your Lotd's no of 
_ Receive it ſo. p 
Vio. e che Rn e nei. | 
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Mal. Come, Sir, you peeviſhly threw it to her, and her 
Will is, it ſhould be fo return'd: If it be worth ſtooping 
for, there it lyes in your Eye; if not, be it his that finds 
it. 80 Exit. 
Vio. I left no Ring with her; what means this Ls 
Fortune forbid my Outſide have not charm'd her! 

She made good view of me, indeed ſo much, 

That ſure methought her Eyes had loſt her Tongue, 
For ſhe did ſpeak in ſtarts diſtractedly: 

She loves me ſure, the cunning of her Paſſion 
Invites me in this churliſh Meſſenger. 

None of my Lord's Ring? Why, he ſent her none, 
I am the Man —— If it be fo as tis, 

Poor Lady, ſhe were better love a Dream, 

Diſguiſe, I ſee thou art a Wickedneſs, 

Wherein the pregnant Enemy does much, 

How cafie is it, for the proper falſe 

ln Womens waxen Hearts to ſet their Forms! 

Alas, our Frailty is the Cauſe, not we, 

For ſuch as we are made, if ſuch we be. 
How will this fadge? My Maſter loves her dearly, 
Aud I, poor Monſter, fond as much on him; ; 
And ſhe, miſtaken, ſeems to dote on me: 

What will become of this? As I am a Man, 

My State is deſperate for my Maſter's Love; 

As I'am Woman, now alas the Day, 

What thriftleſs Sighs ſhall poor Olivia breathe? 

O Time; thou muſt untangle this, not I, 

It is too hard a Knot for me t'unty. [Exit. 


SCENE 111. Olivis's.Hoaſe, 


Enter Sir Toby and Sir Andrevy. 


Sir To. Approach Sir Andrew : Not to be a-bed after 
Midnight, is to be up betimes, and Diluculo ſurgers, thou 
ys, * & 5 | l 

Sir And. Nay, by my troth, I know not: But 
to be up late, al — — late. ; Row, 

Sir To, A falſe Concluſion: I hate it as an unfill'd Can 
to be up after Midnight, and to go to Bed then, is early; io 

VoL III. B | that 
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that to go to Bed after Midnight, is to go to Bed betimes; « 
Does not our Life conſiſt of the four Elements? 

Sir And. Faith fo they ſay, but I think it rather conſt 
of Eating and Drinking. ( 

Sir To. Th'art a Scholar, let us therefore eat and dr dl 
Marian I ſay, a ſtoop of Wine. | 

Enter Clown, > 

Sir And. Here comes the Fool, i faith. A 

Clo. Ho v now my Hearts? did you never ſee the Pi 
cture of we three? i. 

Sir To. Welcome Aſs, now let's have a Catch. 4 

Sir And. By my troth, the Fool has an excellent Breaſt. 
J had rather than forty Shilling 1 had ſuch a Leg, and ſo 
{weet a Breath to ſing, as the Fool has. Inſooth ou waſt 
in very gracious fooling laſt Night, when thou ſpok'ſt of 
Pigrogromitus, of the Vapians paſſing the Equinoctial of 
ne 'rwas very good i faith: I ſent thee N 

thy Lemon, hadſt it? 

Clo. 1 did impeticos thy ratillity; for Malvelio's Noſe 
is no Whip-ſtock. My Lady has a white Hand, and the 
Mirmidons are no Bottle-Ale Houſes. 

Sir Aud. Excellent: Why this is the beſt fooling, when 
all is done. Now a Song. 

Sir To. Come on, there is fix Pence for vou. Lers 
have a Song. 

Sir And, There's a Teftril of me too ; bf. one Knight 

ive a 


Clo, Would ) you have a Love-lang or , Sang ol, good » 


Lite? ? $3343 b» * | Lad 
Sir To. A Love-ſong, a Love-ſong. 101 bim 
Sir And. Ay, ay, J care not for 0 Life. | Si 

....._ , Clomn ſings. | — 

WE Miſtreſs mine, where. are you roming ? 7 ley 
O ſtay and hear, your true Love's coming, Yi * 
That can ſing both high and low. £6" .o 
Trip no further, pretty Smecting 85 
Journeys end in Lovers meeting, a 
Every wiſe Man's Son doth know. 1358 


| Sir And. Si 
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nm Sir And. Excellent good, faith. | | 
fs Sir To. Good, good. e 5 5 
| Clo. What is Love, 'tis not hereafter, N 
1 Preſent Mirth hath preſent Laughter : + 
What's to come, is ſtill unſure. 
4 In delay there lyes no Plenty, 
5 Then come kiſs me ſweet and twenty: 
pi- Youth's a Stuff will not endure. 


Sir. And. A mellifluons Voice, as I am a true Knight. 

2 Sir To. A contagious Breath, | 
lt. Sir And. Very ſweet and contagious, i faith. | 
lo BW Sir To. To hear by the Noſe, it is Dulcet in Contagion 
alt WY But ſhall we make the Welkkin dance indeed? Shall we rouze 
2 the Night-Ow!l in a Catch, that will draw three Souls out 
of one Weaver? Shall we do that? 
for ©. eee you love me, let's dot: I am a Dog at a 
Catch. | 
-x Clo. Ryr Lady, Sir, and ſome Dogs will catch well. 
40 Sir And, Moſt certain: Let our Catch be, Thon Knave. 

Clo. Hold thy peace, thou Kua ve, Knight. I ſhalt be con- 
ſtrain d in't, to call thee Knave, Knight. | 

(l, Sir And. Tis not the firſt time | have conftrain'd one to 
call me Knave. Begin, Fool; it begins, Hold thy peace. 
X Clo. I ſhall never begin, if I hold my Peace. 
Sit Sir And. Good i faith: Come, begin. (They [ig a Catch. 
. Enter Maria. { 
vod Mar. What a Catterwalling do you keep here? If my 
Lady have not call'd up her Steward, Matvolio, and bid 

| him turn you out of Doors, never truſt me. 

Sir To. My Lady's a Catayan, we are Politicians, Ma. 
volio's a Peg-a-Ramſey, and Three merry Men be we. Am 
not I Conſanguinious? Am not I of her Blood! Tilly Val- 
ley, Lady! There dwelt a Man in Babylon, Lady, Lady. © 
TT SETS RED Smgjne, 

Co. Beſhrew me, the Knight's in zdmirable 2 | 

Sir Aud. Ay, he dots well engugh if he be difpos'd, and 

I ſo do I too: He does it with a better Grace, but I do it 
more natural. n 
and. Sir To. O Twelfth Day of December. [Singing- 
| ; | B 2 Mar 
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Aar For the love o' God, peace. 
Euter Malvolio. | i 

Mal. My Maſters, are you mad? Or what are e you? 
Have you no Wir, Manners, nor Honeſty, but to gabble 
like Tinkers at*this time of Night? Do ye make an Ale- 
houſe of my Lady's Houſe, that ye {queak out your Co- 
=ziers Ca: ches without any mene or remorſe of 
Veice? ls there a reſpect of Place, Perſons, nor Time 
in you? 

Sir To We did keep time, Sir; in our Catches. Strike up. 

Mal. Sir Toby, 1 be round: with you. My Lady 
bade me tell you, that ſhe harbours you as her Uncle, 
ſhe's nothing ally d to your Diſorders, If you can ſeparate 
your ſelf and your Miſdemeanors, you are welcome to the 
Houſe: If nat, aud it would pleaſe you to take leave of 
Ber, ſhe is very willing to bid you fare wel. 

- Sir To, Fare wel, dear Heart, ſince I muſt needs be gone, 

Mar. Nay, good Sir Toby. £8 

Glo. His Eyes do ſhew his Hy gr. * N 

Mal. Ist even ſo? 4 
Sir Tv. But I will acvrn dia: © Gy OI 


«Clo. Sir Toby, there you lie. "1 


- Mal. This is much Credit to y 


Sir To... Shall I bid him 4 85 ban. 


Clo. Nhat and if you do? | | 
1 To, Shall I bid him go, ares whe £0 NE 
. O #0, no, no, youu dare amr... 
Sir To, Out o tune, Sir, ye lie: Art thou any more than 
a Steward? Doſt thou think becauſe thou art virtuous, there 
ſhall be no more Cakes and Ale? 


Co. Yes, by IP: and Ginger d. ſhall be box 10 


Mouth too. 
Sir To. Thou'rt 2 4 bt. "Ga, Sir, rub your: Chain 
with Crums. A Stqop of, Wine, Maria. | 


Mal. Miſtreſs Mary, if you priz d my Lady 8 Favour 5 


any thing more thin Contempt, you would not ꝑire 
meaßs for this uncivil * ſhe ſh ill know. we Tk this 


Hand. en deb n 1 Exit. 


Mar. Go ſhake — bun. 


” - * * 4 = . „ * s 
A _- * . 
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Sir And. Twere as good a Deed as to drink when a 
Man's a Hungry, to challenge him to the Field, and then 
to break Promiſe with him, and make a Fool of him. 

Sir To. Do't, Knight, Vil write thee a Challenge: er l' 
deliver thy Indignation to him by word of Meuth. 

Mar. Sweet Sir Toby, be patient for to Night; fince 
the Youth of the Duke's was to Day with my Lady, ſhe 
is much our of quiet. For Monſieur Malvelio, let me a- 
lone with him: It I do not gull him into a nayword, 
and make him a common Recreation, do not think I 
have wit enough to lye ſtraight in my Bed: 1 know I 
can do it. | 4446 

Sir To, Poſſeſs us, poſſeſs us, tell us ſomething of him. 

Mar. Marry, Sir, ſometimes he is a kind of a Puritan: 

Sir. And. O, if IJ thought that, I'd beat him like a Dog. 

Sir To, What, for being a Puritan? thy exquiſite Reaſon, 
dear Knight. © f 

Sir And. 1 have no exquiſite Reaſon for't, but 1 hare 
Reaſon good enough. 

Mar. The Devil a Puritan that he is, or any thing con- 
ſtantly but-a Time-pleaſer,- an affectiond Aſs, that Cons 
State without Book, and utters it by great ſwarths, The 
beſt perſuaded of himſelf: So cram'd; as he thinks, with 
Excellencies, that it is his ground of Faith, that all that 
look on him, love him; and on that Vice in him will my 
Revenge find notable Cauſe to work. 

Sir To, What wilt thou do? | 

Mar. I will drop in his way ſome obſcure Epiſtles of 
Love, wherein, by the colour of his Beard, the ſhape of his 
Leg, the manner. of his Gate, the expreſſure of kis Eye, 
Forehead, and Complexion, he ſhall find himſelf moſt 
feelingly perſonated. I can write very like my Lady 
your Neice, on a forgotten matter we can hardly make 
diſtinction of our Hands. x 

Sir To. Excellent, I ſmell a Deuce. 

Sir And. I have't in my Noſe too. 
Sir To, He ſhall think by the Letters that thou wiltdro 
that they come from my Neice, and that ſhe-is in- Love 
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Mar. My Purpoſe is indeed a Horſe of that Colour. 
Sir And. And your Horſe now would make him an Aſs, 
Mar. Als, I doubt not. | 
Sir Ant. O twill be admirable. | 
Mar. Sport royal, | warrant you: I know my Phyſick 
will work him him. I will plant you two, and let the 
| Fool make a third, where he ſhall find the Letter: Ob- 
ſerre his Conſtruction of it: for this Night to Bed, and 
dream on the Event. Farewel. Exit. 
Sir To, Good Night, Penthi flea. 
Sir And. Before me, ſhe's a good Wench. 
Sir To, She's a Beagle, true bred, and one that adores 
me; what o'that? þ | 
Sir And. I was ador'd once tov. | 
Sir To. Let's to Bed, Knight: Thou hadſt need fend for 
more Mony. | F% | | 
Sir And. If I cannot recover your Meice, I am a foul 
way out. | | | 
Sir Ib. Send for Mony, Knight; if thou haſt her not 
i'th*end, call me Cut. | . 
1925 1f I do not, never truſt me, take it how you 
Sir To, Come, come, I'll go burn ſome Sack, tis too late 
to go to Bed now: Come, Knight, come, Knight, 


SCENE Iv. The Palace, 


Enter Duke, Viola, Curio, and others. 
Duke. Give me ſome Muſick; now good morrovy, 
Friends: | 
Now good Ceſario, but that peice of Song, 
Phat old and antick Song we heard laſt Night; 
Methought it did relieve my Paſſion much, 
More than light Airs, and recollected Terms 
Of theſe molt brisk and giddy-paced Times. 
Come, but one Verſe. . 
Cu He is not here, ſo pleaſe your Lordſhip, that 
ſhould ſing it. $ "7 
© Dake. Who was it? 


Cur. 


© 
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Cur. Feſte the Jeſter, my Lerd, a Fool that the Lady 
Olivia's Father took much delight in. He is about the 
Houſe. 

Duke. Seek him out, and play the Tune the while. 
[Muſick * 
Come hither, Boy; if ever thou ſkalt Love, | 
In the ſweet Pangs of it, remember me; 

For ſuch as I am, all true Lovers are, 

Unſtaid and skittiſn in all Motions ele, 

Save in the conſtant Image of the Creature 
That is belov d. How doſt thou like this Tune? 

Vio. It gives a very Eccho to the Seat 
Where Love is thron d. 
- Duke, Thou doſt ſpeak maſterly. 
My Life upon't, young tho” thou art, thine Eye 
Hath ſtaid upon Gme Fayour that it loves: 
Hath it not, Boy? | 

Vio. A little, by your Favour. 
Due. What kind of Woman is't ? 
Vie. Of ar Complexion. | 
Duke. She is not worth thee then. What Years, i'faith? 
Via, Abont vour Years, my Lord, | 
Duke. Tov old, by Heav'n; Let ſt ll the Womaa take © 


An elder than her ſelf, fo wears ſhe to him 3 


So ſways ſhe level in her Husband's Heart. 


For, Boy, however we do praiſe our ſelves, 
Our Fancies are more giddy and unfirm, 
More longing, wavering, ſooner loſt and worn, 
Than Womens are. 


Vie. I think it well, my Lord. | 
Duke, Then let thy Love be younger than thy ſelf, 


Or thy Affection cannot hold the bent: 
For Women are as Roſes, whoſe fair Flower 
Being once diſplay d, doth fall that very hour. 


Vio. And ſo they are: Alas, that they are fo, 


To die, even when they to Perfection grow! 


Enter Curio and Clown. 
Duke, O Fellow come, the Song we had laft night. 


Mark it, Ceſario, it is old and plain; 
Phe Spinſters and the Knitters in the Sun, 
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And the free Maids-that weave their Thread with Bones, 

Do uſe to chant it: it is filly ſooth, 

And dallies with the Innocence of Love, 

Like the old Age. | 

- Clo, Are you ready, Sir? | 
Duke, I prethee ſing, : (Muſick, 


S ON G. 


Come away, come away, Death, 

And m ſad Cypreſs let me be laid; 
Fly away, fly away. Breath, 

I am flam by a fair Cruel Maid. 
My Shrowd of white, fluck all with Yew, O prepare tt. 
My part of Death no one ſo true did ſhare it. 


Net a Flower, not a Flower ſweet, 

On my black Coffin let there be ſirown: 
Not a Friend, not a Friend greet 

My poor Corps, where my Bones ſhall be thrown, 
A thouſand thouſand Sighs to ſave, lay me O where 
Sad true Lover never find my Grave, to weep ther. 


Duke. There's for thy Pains. 

Clo. No Pains, Sir, 1 take pleaſure in ſinging, Sir. 

Dake. IIl pay thy Pleaſure then. 

lo. Truly, Sir, and Pleaſure will be paid one time, or 
eiter, 

Dube Give me now leave, to leave thee. 

Clo. New the melancholly God protect thee, and the 
Taylor make thy Doublet of changeable Taffata, for 
thy Mind is a very Opal. I would have Men of ſuch 
Conſtancy put to Sea, that their Buſineſs might be ever 
thing, and their intent every where, for that's it that al- 
ways makes a good Voyage of nothing. Farewel. [ Exit. 

Duke. Let all the reſt give place. Once more, Ceſario, 
Get thee to yond fame e 406 Cruelty: | 
Tell her my Love, more noble than the World, 
Prizes not quantity of dirty Lands, 

The Parts that Fortune hath beſtow'd upon her, 
Tell ker I hold as giddily as Fortune : rk 


But 
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Vio. Sooth but you muſt. 


Say that ſome Lady, as perbaps there is, 
Hath for your Love as great a pang of Heart 
As you have for Olivia: You cannot love her; 
You tell her ſo; Muſt ſhe not then be anſwer' d? 
Duke. There is no Woman's Sides | 
Can bide the beating of ſo ſtrong a Paſſon,, 
As Love doth give my Heart: No Woman's Heart 
So big to hold ſo much; they lack retention. 
Alas, their Love may be call d Appetite : 
No motion of the Liver, but the Pallat, 
That ſuffers Surfeit, Cloyment, and Revolt; 
But mine is all as hungry as the Sea, 
And can, digeſt as much; make no compare 
Between that Love a Woman can bear me, 
And that | owe Olivia. | | 


Vio. Ay but I know —— 


: What you will. 
But 'tis that Miracle, and Queen' of Jems 
That Nature pranks her in; attracts my Soul. 


Vio. But if ſhe cannot love you, Sir. 
Duke. It cannot be fo anſwer d. 


Dube. What doſt thou know ? 
io. Too well what love Women to Men may owe: - 


In faith they are as true of Heart, as we. 
My Father had a Daughter lov'd a Man 
As it might be, perhaps, were I a Woman, 


I ſhould your Lordſhip. 


Dake, And what's her Hiſtory? AN 

Vio. A blank, my Lord: She never told her Love, 
But let Concealment, like a Worm th? Bud, 
Feed on her damask Cheek: She pin'd in thought, 
And with a green and yellow Melancholy, 
She fate like Patience on a Monument, 
Smiling at Grief, Was not this Love indeed? 
We Men may ſay more, ſwear more, but indeed 
Our ſhews are more than will; for ſtill we prove 
Much in our Vows, but little in our Love 

Duke. But dy d thy Siſter of her Love, my Boy ? 


33 


Vio. | am all the Daughters of my Father's Houſe, 
ad yet I know not 


And all the Brothers too — 


» 7 


Sir 
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Sir, ſhall 1 to this Lady? nd 3 

Duke. Ay, that's the Theam. | 
To her in haſte; give her this jewel: Say, N 
My Love can give no place, bid no denay. LE xeunt. 

S S EN E V. 
Enter Sir Toby, Sir Andrew, and Fabian. 
Sir To. Come thy ways, Signior Fabian. | | 


Fab. Nay, I'll come; if ] loſe a ſeruple of this Sport, 


let me be boil'd to Death with Melancholly. 

Sir Tv. Would'ſt thou not be glad to have the niggardly 
raſcally Sheep-biter, come by ſome notable Shame? 

Fab. I would exu't, Man; you know he brought me out 
of Favour with my Lady, about a Bear-baiting here. 

Sir To. To anger him. we'll have the Bear again, and we 
will fool him black and blue ſhall we not, Sir Andrew? 

Sir And. And we do not it's pity of our Lives. 

| Enter Marin. | 

Sir To. Here comes the little Villain: How now, my 

Nettle of India? . | 


Mar. Get ye all three into the Box- tree; Malvvlio's co. 


ming down this Walk, he has been yonder i th Sun practi- 
ſing Behaviour to his on Shadow this half hour Obſerve 
him for the love of Mockery; for I know this Letter will 
make a Contemplative Ideot of him. QClofe, in the Name 


of Jeſting, lye thou there; for here comes the Trout that 
muſt be caught with tickling. Exit. 


; Enter Malvolio. 
Mal. Tis but Fortune, all is Fortune. Maria once toll 
me ſhe did affect me, and I have heard her ſelf come thus 
near, that ſhould the fancy, it ſhould be one of my Com- 
p'exion. Beſides, ſhe uſes me with a more exalted Re- 
ſpect than any one elſe that follows her. What ſhould I 
think on't? "1 
Sir To. Here's an over-weaning Rogue. f 
Fab. Oh peace: Contemplation makes a rare Tirkey- 
Cock of him; how he jets under his adyanc'd Plumes. 
Sir And. Slife, 1 could fo beat the Rogue. 3 
Sir To, Peace, 1 ſay. | 


Mal, 
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What your will. 
Mal. To be Count Malvolio. | 

Sir To. Ah Rogue! 

Sir And. Piſtol him, Piſtol him. 

Sir To, Peace, peace. 

Mal. There is Example for't: The Lady of the Strachy 
married the Yeoman of the Wardrobe. - CY 

Sir And. Fie on him, Fezebel.. 

Fab. O peace, now he's deeply in; look how Imagina- 
tion blows him. 

Mal. Having been three Months married to her, ſitting 
in my State. , 7 

Sir To. O for a Stone- bow to hit him in the Eye. 

Mal. Calling my Officers about me, in my branch'd 
Velvet Gown; having come from a Day-bed, where 1 
have left Olivia ſlee ping. 

Sir To. Fire and Brimſtone! 

Fab. O peace, peace. 

Mal. And then to have the Humour of State; and after 

a demure Travel of Regard, telling, them 1 know my 
place. as I would they ſhould do theirs —— To ask for 
my Uncle Toby — | | 

Sir To, Bolts and Shackles! 

Fab. Oh peace, peace, peace; now, now. 

Mal. Seven of my People with an obedient Start make 
out for him: 1 frown the while, and perchance wind up 
my Watch, or play with ſome rich Jewel. Toby-approaches, 
Courtſies there to me. | 

Sir To. Shall this Fellow live? | 
Fab. Tho' our Silence be drawn from us with Cares, 
yet peace. x 

Mal. I extend my Hand to him thus; quenching my 
familiar Smile with an auſtere regard of Controul. 
if To. And does not Toby take you a blow o'th' Lips 
then? 

Mal. Saying. Uncle Toby, my Fortunes having caſt me 
on your Neice, give me this Prerogative of Speech —— 

Sir To. What, what? 

Mal. You muſt amend your Drunkenneſs. 

Sir To. Out, Scab! f | 

Fab. Nay, patience, or we break the Sinews of our _- 
N e Mal. 
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Mal. Beſides, you waſte the Treaſure of your N | 


with a fooliſh Knight 
Sir And. That's me, 1 warrant you. 
Mal. One Sir Andrew. 
Sir And, I knew twas I, for many do call me Fool. | 
Mal. What Employment have we here? Taking up a Lettey, 
Fab. Now is the Woodcock near the Gin. 
Sir To. Oh peace! Now the Spirit of Humours intimate 
reading aloud to him! 

Mal. By my Life this is my Lady's Hand: Theſe be 
her very C's, her U's, and her T's, and thus makes ſhe her 
great P's. It is, in Contempt of ne. her Hand. 'T 

Sir And. Her C's, her U's, and her T's; why that? 


' Mal. To the unknown belov/d. this, and my good Wiſhes ; 


Her very Phraſes: By your leave, Wax. Soft! and the Im- 

g her Lucrece, with which ſhe uſes to ſeal; tis my 
To whom fhould this be? | 

ab. This wins him, Liver and all. | 

Mal. ſove knows T Love, but who, Lips do not move, no 


Man muſt know. No Man muſt MAN What follows? | 


The Number's alter'd No Man muſt Eno. 
Tf this ſhould be thee, Malvolio? 

Sir To. Marry hang thee, Brock! 

Mal. I may command where I adore, but Silence, like 8 
© Luterece Knife, 
With bloodleſs ftreke my Heart doth gore, | M. O. A. I. doth 

ſway my Life. { 

Fab. A Fuſtian Riddle. 

Sir To, Excellent Wench, ſay I, 

Mal. M: O. A. I. doth ſway my Life——Nay, but firſt 
tet me ſee let me ſee | 

Fab. What a diſh of Poiſon has ſhe dreſs'd him? 

Sir Tv. And with what Wing the Stallion checks at it? 

Mal. I may command, where I adore. Why ſhe may 
command me: I ſerve her, ſhe is my Lady. Why this1s 
evident to any formal Capacity. There is noobſtruftion in 
this — and the end —— what ſhould that Alphabetical 
polition portend ? If I could make that reſemble ſome- 
thing in me? n O. A. J. — 

6... To, O, ay! make up that, he is now at a eold we 
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Fab. Sowter will cry upon't for all this, tho' it be as | 


rank as a Fox, 
Mal. M. — Malvolio —— M.— why that begins my 
Name. | | 
Fab. Did not I ſay he would work it out, the Cur is 
excellent at Faults, | | = | 
Mal. M. But then there is no conſonancy in the Sequel; 
that ſuffers under Probation: 4 ſhould follow, but O 


does. ; | 

Fab. And O ſhall end, I hope. 1 

Sir To. Ay, or Il cudgel him, and make him cry O. 
Mal. And then I. comes behind. r 

Fab, Ay, and you had any Eye behind you, you might 
ſee more detraction at your Heels, than Fortunes — 2 

Ou. . |; 
; Mal. M. O. A. I. —— This Simulation is not as the for- 
mer—— And yetto cruſh this a little, it would bow to me, 
for every one of theſe Letters is in my Name. Soft, here 
follows Proſe — If this fall into' thy hand, revolve. In my 
Stars I am above thee, but be not afraid of Greatneſi; ſome 
are born Great, ſome atchieve Greatneſs, and ſome have Great- 
neſs thruſt upon them. Thy Fates open their Hands, let thy 
Blood and Spirit embrace them; and to inure thy ſelf to what 
thou art like to be, caſt thy hunible Slough, and appear freſh. 
Be oppoſite with a Kinſman, ſurly with Servants : Let thy 
Tongue tang Arguments of State; put thy ſelf into the Trick 
of Smgularity. She thus adviſes thee, that f:ghs for thee. 
Remember who commended thy yellow Stockings, and wiſh'd 
to ſee thee ever croſs garter d. I ſay remember; go to, thou 
art made, if thou deſireſt to be ſo: If not, let me ſee thee a 
Steward ſtill the Fellow of Servant, and not worthy to touch 
Fortune's Fingers. Farewel. She that would alter Services 
with thee. The fortunate and happy Day-light and Cham- 
pian diſcovers not more: This is open. I will be proud 
I will read politick Authors, I will baffle Sir Toby, 1 will 
waſh off groſs Acquaintance, I will be point deviſe, the 


very Man. I do now fool my ſelf, to let Imagination | 


jade me; for every Reaſon excites to this, that my Lad 
— me. She did commend my yellow Stockings of late, 
ſhe did praiſe my Leg, being erois. garter d, and in this ſhe 
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manifeſts her ſelf to my Love, and with a kind of In- 
junction drives me to theſe Habits of her liking. I thank 
my Stars, I am ha appy I will be ſtrange, ſtout; in yellow 
Stockings „e garter 3 ren _ * "I" of 
putting on. e, and my Stars aiſe ere i 
Poſtſcript Thou canſt not chuſe but =_ 72 I am ; 2 thou 
entertaineſt my Love, let it appenr in t ng. thy Smiles 
become thee well. Therefore in my Pre 2 + fi ſmile, Dear 
my Sweet, I prethee. Fove, I thank thee; I will ſmile, I 
will do every, thing that thou wilt have me. Exit. 

Fab. 1 will not give my Fart of this Sport for a Fenfion 

of Thouſands to be. paid from the Sophy. 
Si Tv. I could my this Wench for this Device, 

Sir And. So could I too. 

Sir To. And ask no other Dowry with her, but ſuch a · 


nother jeſt. 5 
Enter Maria. A 


Sir And. Nor I neither. [bf 
Fab. Here comes my noble Gull. catcher. | 
Sir To. Wilt thou ſet thy Foot o'my Neck? 
Sir And. Or o'tnine either? 
Sir To, Shall 1 play my Freedom at Tray. trip, an be- 
come thy Bond- ſlave? 
Sir And. I faith, or 1 either? 
Sir To. Why thou haſt put him is ſuch a Dream, that 
when the Image of it leaves him, he muſt run mad. 
Mar. Nay, but fay true, does it work upon him i 
Sir Tv. Like Ad vita with a Midwife, 
Mar. If you will theo ſee the Fruits of the Spert, ark 


his plow Sock before my Lady: He will come to her 
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in yellow) Stockings, and tis a Colour The abhors; and 
crof=parterd, a Faſhion the detefts: And he will ſmile 
upon her, which will now be ſo unſuitable to her Diſpoſi- 
tion, being addicted ro Melancholy, as ſhe is, that it can- 
not but turn him into a notable Contempt: If vo will 
ſee it, follow me. 
. To. To the Gates, Tartar, thou molt excellent Devil 
it, 
Sir And. 1'll make one too. 8 Eau. 
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Ac m. SCENE I 
4 SCENE A Garden, 


Enter Viola, and Clown. 


Vio. GAVE thee, Friend, and thy Muſick; Doſt thou 
| live by the Tabor? | 5 
Clo. No, Sir, I live by the Church. 1 
Vio. Art thou a Churchman? | | 
Clo. No ſuch matter, Sir, I do live by the Church: For 


1 46 live at my Houſe, and my Houſe deth ſtand by the 


Church, LS an Weg 3; | 
Vie. So thou may'ſt ſay the King lyes by a Begear, if a 
Beggar dwell near him: Or the Church flands by thy Ta- 


bor, if thy Tabor ſtand by the Church. 


; Clo. You have ſaid, Sir: To ſee this Ape! A Sentence 
is but a chey'ril Glove to a good Wit; how quickly the 


wrong fide may be turned outward, 


Vio. Nay, that's certain; they that d:lly nicely with 
Words, may quickly make them wanton. 18 

Clo. 1 would therefore my Siſter had no Narte, Sir. 

Vio. Why, Man? | | 

Clo. Why, Sir, her Name's a word, and to dally with 
that word, might make my Siſter wanton : But indeed, 
Words are very Raſcals, fince Bonds diſgrac'd them. 
Vio. Thy Reafon, Man? 

Clo. Troth, Sir, I can yield you none without Words, 
and Words are grown fo falſe, I am loath to prove Rea- 
ſon with them. 

Vio. I warrant thou art a merry Fellow, and care? for 
nothing. F 

Clo. Not ſo, Sir, I do care for ſomething; but, in my 
Conſcience, Sir, 1 do not care for you: If that be to care 
for nothing, Sir, I would it would make you invilible. 

Vio. Art not thou the Lady Olivia's Fool? 

Clo. No indeed, Sir, the Lady Olivia has no Folly, ſhe 
will keep no Fool, Sir, *till ſhe be married; and Fools are 
as like Husbands, as Pilchers are to Herrings, the Husband's 

the 
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the bigger: I am indeed not her Fool, but her Corrupter 
of Words. %: 
pio. I ſaw' thee late at the Duke ore 48 
- Cle, Foolery, Sir, does walk about the Orb like the 
Sun, it ſhines every Where. I would be ſorry, Sir, but the 
Fool ſhould be as oft with your Maſter, as with my Mi- 
ſtreſs: I think 1 ſaw your Wiſdom there. 
Vio. Nay, and theu paſs. upon me, I'll no weg with 
thee. Hold, there's Expences for thee. 
Clo, Now Fove, in his next Commodity of * ſend 
thee a Beard. 


Vio. By my troth, I'll tel thee, I am almoſt ſick fo done, 


though I would, nor have it grow. on my Chin, Is thy 
bh within ? 2 
Clo. Would not a pair of theſe have bred, Sir? 
Vio. Yes, being kept together, and put to uſe. 
Cle. I would play Lord Pandarys of fla Sir to 
bring a Creſſida to this Troylus. I 
Vio. I underſtand you, Sir, cis well begg d. "Fa 
Clo. The matter 1 hope is not great. Sir; beggi 
a Beggar: Creſſida was a Begg:r. My Lady is with 8. 
1 will conſter to them whence you come; who you are, 
and what you would is out of my Welkin, 1 might ſay 
Element, but the word is over-worn. [ Exit, 
Vio. This Fellow is wiſe enough to play the 99 
And to do that well craves a kind of Wit: ö 
He muſt obſerve their Mood on whom he Jets, . 
The Quality of the Perſons, and the Time; 
And like the Haggard, check at every Feather 
That comes before his Eye. This is a practice 
As full of Labour as a Wiſe-man's Art: 1 
For Folly that he wiſely ſhews, is fit; | 
But wiſe Mens Folly falPn, quite taints their Wit. 
Enter Sir Toby and Sir Aw. ' 
Sir Jo. Save you, Gentleman. | WTF 
© Vis. And you, Sir. | Wi. - 
Sir And. Dieu vous guard Monſieur. a 
Vio. Et vous auſſi, voſtre ſerviteur. 


Sir Aud. ] hope, Sir, you are; and I am yours... 
6 To, 


W 
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Sir To. Will you encounter the Houſe, my Neice is de- 
firous you ſhould enter, if your Trade be to her. 

Vio. I am bound to your Neice, Sir; I mean, ſhe is the 
Lift of my Voyage. | | Thy 

Sir To. Taſte your Legs, Sir, put them to motion. 

Vio, My Legs do better underſtand me, Sir, than I un- 
derſtand what you mean by bidding me taſte my Legs. 

Sir To. I mean to go, Sir, to enter. 

Vie. I will anſwer you with Gate and Entrance, but we 
are prevented, g 

6 Euter Olivia and Maria. | L 
Moſt excellent accompliſh'd Lady, the Heay'ns rain O- 
dours on you. 

4 And. That Youth's a rare Courtier! rain Odours. 
well, 1 

Vio. My Matter hath no Voice, Lady, but to your own 
moſt pregnant and vouchſafed Ear. 

Sir And. Odours, pregnant and vouchſafed: Ill get em 
all three ready. 

Oli. Let the Garden Door be ſhut, and leave me to my 
bearing. [Exeunt Sir Toby, Sir Andrew, and Maria. 
Give me your Hand, Sir. Won, 

Vie. My Duty, Madam, and moſt humble Service, 

Oli. What is your Name? - 

Vio. Ceſario is your Servant's Name, fair Princeſs. - 
Oli. My Servant, Sir? Twas never merry World, 
Since lowly feigning was call'd Complemeat : 

Vare Servant to the Duke Orſino, Youth. 
Vie. And he is yours, and his muſt needs be yours: 
Your Seryant's Servant is your Servant, Madam. 
Oli. For him 1 think not on him: For his Thoughts, 
Would they were Blanks, rather than fill d with m. 
Vio. Madam, I come to whet your gentle Thoughts 
On his behalf. 
Oli. O, by your leave, I pray you; 
I bade you never ſpeak again of bim. 
But would you undertake another Suit, 
I had rather hear you to ſollicit that, 
Than Muſick from the Spheres. 
Vie, Dear Lady. 
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Oli Give mie leave, I beſeech you: I did ſend © 
After the laſt Enchantment you did hear, 
A Ring in Chaſe of you. So did I abuſe 
My ſelf, my Servant, and I fear me, you; _ 
Under your hard Conſtruction muſt I fit, 
Ts force that on you in a ſhameful cunning, 
Which you knew none of yours. What might you think? 
Have you not ſet mine Honour at the Stake, 
And baited it with all th unmuzzled _ 
That tyrannous Heart can think? To one of your receiving 
Enough is ſhewn; a Cypreſs, not a Boſom, | 
Hides my poor Heart. $0 let us hear you ſreak. 
Vio. 1 Pity you. 155 
Ol. That's a degree to Love. Ny 
Vio. No not a price: For tis a vulgar proof 
That very oft we pity Enemies. 7 
Oli. Why then methinks tis time to ſmile again; 
O World, how apt the poor are to be proud? 
If one ſhould be a prey, how much better | 
To fall before the Lion, than the Wolf; [Clock ftriker, 
The Clock upbraids me with the wafte of Time. 
Be not afraid, good Youth, I will not have yo; 
And yet when Wit and Yeuth is come to hatveſt, - 
Your Wife is like to reap a proper Man: 
There lyes your way, due Weſt. 
Vio. Then Weſtward hoe: | * 
Grace and good Difpofition attend your Ladyſfip. 
You'll _— Madam, to my Lord by me? 
Ol. Stay; I prethee tell me what thou thinkft of me? 
Vio. That you do think you are not what you are. 
Oli. If I think fo, I think the fame of you. 
vio. Then think you right: I am not what am. 
Oli. I would you were, as I would have you be. 
Fio. Would it be better, Madam, than I am, 
I wiſh it might, for now I am your Fool. 
Oli. © what a deal of Scorn looks beautiful, 
In the Contempt and Anger of his Lip! 4 
A murderous Guilt ſhews not it ſelf more ſoon, 
Than Love that would ſeem hid: Loye's Night'is Noon. 
x ©. Ceſaru, 
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Ceſario, by the Roſes of the Spring, | 
By Maid-hood, Honeur, Truth, and every thing, 
I love thee fo, that maugte all thy Pride, 
Nor Wit, nor Reaſon, can my Paſſion hide. 
Do not extort thy Reaſons from this Clauſe, 
For that I woo, thou therefore haſt no Cauſe: _ 
But rather reaſon thus with reaſon fetter; 
Love ſought, is good; but given unſought, is better. 
Vio. By Innocence I ſwear, and by my Youth, 
I haye one Heart, one Boſom, and one Truth, 
And that no Woman has, nor never none 
Shall Miſtreſs be of it, fave I alone. © 
And fo adieu, good Madam, never more 
Will I my Maſter's Tears to you deplore, 

ol Yet come again; for thou perhaps may move. . - 
That Heart, which now abhors to like his Love, Exeunt. 
SCENE H. Olivia? Hou. 

Enter Sir Toby, Sir Andrew, and Fabiani 
Sir And. No faith, III not ſtay a jot longer. 
Sir Tv. Thy Reaſon, dear Venom, give thy Reaſon. 
Fab. You muſt needs yield your Reaſon, Sir Andrew. 
Sir And. Marry, 1 aw your Neice do more Favours to 
the Duke's Serving- man, than ever ſhe beſtov/ d on me. 
I aw't ith' Orchard. | | 
Sir To. Did ſhe ſee thee the white, old Boy, tell me 
that ? | | 
Sir Aud. As plain as I ſee you how. EY 
Fab. This was 4 great Argument of Love in her to- 
ward you. | | ; | 25,” 
Sir And. *Slight! will you make an Aſs o'me? 
Fab. 1 prove it legitimate, Sir, upon the Oaths of Ju?g-. 
ment and Reaſon. _ 2 5 
Si To. And they have been grand jury- men, ſince be- 
fore Noah was a Sailor. / 
Fab. She did ſhew Fayour to the Youth in your Sight, 
only to exalptrate you, to awake your dermouſe Valour, to 
piit Fire in your Heart, und Brimſtone in your Liver You 
ſhould thed hive acooſted her, and with ſome excellent Jeſs, 


7 
. 
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fire · new from the Mint, you ſhould have bang'd the Youth. 


into Dumbneſe. This was losk'd for at your Hand, and 
this was baulkt. The double gilt of this Opportunity you 
let Time wath off, and you are now fail'd into the North 
of my Lady's Opinion, where you will hang like an Iſickle 
on a Dutchman's Beard, unleſs you do redeem it by ſome 
Attempt, either of Valour or Policy. it 

Sir And. And't be any way, it muſt be with Valour, 
for Policy I hate : I had as lief be a Browniſt, as a Poli- 
eictan. 1 =. 
Sir To. Why then build me thy Fortunes upon the Baſis 
of Valour, Challenge me the Duke's Youth to fight with 
him, hurt him in eleyen Places, my Neice ſhall rake Note 
of it, and aſſure thy ſelf, there is no Love-broker in the 
World can more prevail in Man's Commendation with 
Women, than Report of Valour. 1 | 
Fab. There is no way but this, Sir Andrew. * 
2 And. Will either of you bear me a Challenge to 

im ? | 

Sir To. Go, write it in a martial Hand, be curſt and 
brief: It is no matter how witty, ſv it be eloquent, and 
full of Invention; taunt him with the Licenſe of Ink; if 
thou thou'ſt him ſome thrice, it ſhall not be amiſs and 
as many Lies as will lye in thy Sheet of Paper, although 
the Sheet were big enough for the Bed of Ware in Eng- 
land, ſet em down, and go about it. Let there be Gall 
enough in thy Ink, tho' thou write it with a Gooſe-Pen, 
no matter: About it. Ml 

Sir And. Where ſhall 1 find ou? 
Sir Tv. We'll call thee at the Cubjculo: Go. 1 
Fab. This is a dear Manakin to you, Sir Toby. , 


Sir To. I have been dear to him, Lad, ſome two thou- | 


ſand ſtrong or ſo. 6 | 

Fab. We ſhall have a rare Letter from him; but you'll 
not deliver't. | | 4 

Sir To. Never truſt me then; and by all means ſtir on the 
Youth to an Anſwer. I think Oxen and Wain-ropes can- 


net hale them together. For Andrew, if he were open d, 


and you find ſo much Blood in his Liver as will clog the 


Foot of a Flea, I'll eat the reſt of th' Anatomy. Fab. 


[7 
Oo 
* 


6 1 — — PT; . 


ſelves into 
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Fab. And his Oppoſite the Youth bears in bis "ies 
great Preſage of Cruelty, 
Enter Maria. i 
Sir To. Look where the youngeſt Wren of mine comes. 
Mar. If you deſire the Spleen, and will laugh 
follow me; yond gull Malvolio is 
turned Heathen, a ver Renegado; for there is no Chriſti- 
an that means to be ſav d by believing rightly, can ever 
believe ſuch im pelle Paſſages of 9 He's * 


yellow Stockings. 


Sir To, And Croſs-garter'd? A 
Mar. Moſt villanouſly; like a Pedant that keeps a School 
ih Church: 1 have dogg'd him like his Murtherer. He 
does obey every Point of the Letter that I dropt to be- 
tray him; he does ſmile his Face into more Lines than is 
1n the new Map, with the Augmentation of the Indies 
74 haye not ſeen ſuch a thing as tis; Ican hardly forbeat 
urling things at him. I know my Lady will ſtrike him; 
if ſhe do, he'll ſmile, and take t for 5 great Favour, 
Sir To, Come, bring us, brink K. us where he is. ¶ Exeunt. 


... SCENE HI. "The Street. 


Enter Sebaſtian and Anthonio. . 


Seb. 1 would not by my Will haye troubled you. 
But fince you make your Pleaſure of your F 1 7 
I will no further chide”you.  . _— 

Ant. I could not ſtay behind "ork N my Deſire, J 
More than filed Steel, did ur me forth, 

And not all Lobe to ſee you, chor fo much 

As might have drawn one to a longer Vonage. | 

But Jealoufie, hat might befall your Trayel, | 

5 skilleſs in theſe Parts; which to a Sanger, 
Unguided and unfriended, often prove _ 

Rough and unhoſpitable. My willing Love, | 

The rather by theſe "ag jof Fear 

Set forth in 15 Purſuit. 

Seb. My kind Anthonio,” © © © 
I can no — Anſwer make, but Thanks: * 
But were my Worth, as is my Conſcience firm * 
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You ſhould find better Dealing: What's to do? 
. 


Shall we go ſee the Relicks of this Town ? 1 
Ant. To Morrow, Sir, beſt firſt go ſee your Lodging. 
Seb. I am not weary, and 'tis long to Night, ; 

1 pray you let us ſatisfic our Eyes 

With the Memorials, and the Things of Fame 

That do renown. this City. 

An. Would yon'ld pardon me: jo 

1 do not without Danger walk theſe Streets. 

Once in a Sea- fight *gainſt the Duke his Gallies, 5 

I did ſome Service, of ſuch Note indeed, 

That were I ta'en here, it would ſcarce be anſwer d. f 
Seb. Belike you ſlew great number of his People 
Ant. n is not of ſuch a bloody Nature, 

Albeit the Quality of the Time and Quarrel, - 

Might well ave 77 5 us bloody Argument: 

It ; have f nce been anſwer'd in repay 

What we took fro: W 5 7 for I 6 . 


*. 
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Moſt of gur City dj di ly my ſelf wy out 2 5. 
For which if Ibe Wed 5 Is Tie my 1 os | it 
I ſhall pay dear. 1 . 


Seb. Do nat then wolle too T. i 

Ant. It doth not fit me: Ho! | here s 35 Purſe. 
In the South Suburbs at the Hlerhant 6 
Is beſt to ladge: I will heſpez k our Diet 


Whiles vou. vile E 7 85 d feed our Knowledge, g 


With viewi of th *Towrn, there thal u m 

Seb. Why I our P gte * 9 141 a 
Ant. Hap ur E t upo ome Toy 

You have 5 to purc rchaſe; 110 your Store wy 

1 think, is not for idle Markets, Sir. | 


Seb. I'll be your Furſe ghd and. bene hen. a OE 


For an Hour. | 
Ant. To th Elephant. | habit bn 
@ I do RM . 


SCENE Iv. omi, Hoi,” 


Enter Olivia and. Miri. 
oli. 1 have ſent after him; he ſays he'il come. 


How ſhall I ſalt hien ? What beſtow of him? 
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For Youth is bought more oft, than begg'd, or borrow'd, 
I ſpeak too loud; where's Malvolia, he is {ad and civil, 
Aud ſuits well for a Servant with my Fortunes. 

Where is Malvolio? 

Mar. He's coming, Madam: 

But in very ſtrange manner. He is ſure poſſeſt, Madam; 

Oli. Why, what's the matter, does he rave? 

Mar. No, Madam, he does nothing but ſmile; — La- 
dyſnip were beſt to have ſome guard about you, if 
for ſure the Man is tainted ins Wits, 

Oli. Go call him hither, 

Enter Malvolio. 
I am as mad as he, 
If fad and merr Madneſs equal be. 
ay now,  Malveli "Up a e 2 
Sweet Swi fanta 
Oli. Smil'ſt Lacy, I ſent for thee upon a {ad Gs Ocean 
Mal. Sad Lady, I could be fad; 
This does make. ſome Obftru&ion i in the Blood; 
This croſe· gartering, but what of that 
If it pleaſe the Eye of one, it is with . 
Sonnet is: Pleaſe one, and Pleaſe all. 
Oli, Why? how do'ſt thou Man? 
What is 740 matter with thee ? 

Mal. Not black in my Mind, tho yellow in my Legs: 
It did come to his Hands, and Commands ſhall be execu - 
ted. I think we do know that ſweet Roman Hand, 

Oli. Wilt thouigo to Bed, Malvohs?,, 

Mal. To Bed? ay, Sweet Heart; and III come to thee, 

Oli. God comfort thee; why doft thou ſmile fo, and 
kiſs thy Hand ſo oft? 12 

Mar. How do you Malvolia? 

Mal. At your Requeſt? bs 
Yes, Nightingales anſwer, Das. 

Mar. Why appear you with this ridiculous Bokdneſ be 
fore my Lady? | 

Mal. Be not afraid of Greatneſs; — well writ. 

Oli. What meaneſt thou by that, Matvolio? 

Mal. Some are born n 

oli. Ha? un: 
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Mal, Some atchieve Greatneſũ 
Oli. What fay'ft thou? 
Mal. And de have Greatneſs thruſt upon them —— 
Oli. Heav'n reftore thee. 
Mal. Remember who commended thy og Stock- 


— 


* Thy yellow Stockings 
Mal. And wHh'd to ſee croſs gere. 
. Off, Croſs-garter'd? 


Mal. Go to, thou art made, if thou defir'ſt dobe — 


Oli. Am I made? 
Mal. If not, let me ſee thee a EI Kill 
Oli, Why this is very Midſummer Madneſs, 
Enter Servant. 
Ser. Madam, the young Gentleman of the Duke Orſs. 


n' is return'd, 1 could hardly entreat him dock; he at- 


tends your Ladyſhip's Pleaſure, '- 
Oli. Vil come to him. a 
Good Maris, 10 — 2 be looks to. 2. Where my 
Uncle Toby? let ſome of my People have a ſpecial care of 
him, I would not have kim miſcarry for the Half of my 
wry. Exit. 
Mal. Oh, ho, do * come near me now? No worſe 
Man than Sir Toby to look to me! This concurs directly 


with the Letter, e ſends him on purpoſe that I may ap- 
to him; for ſne incites me to that in the Let- 


ter. Cuſt thy humble slough, ſays ſhe; be oppoſite with 


a Kinſman, ſurly with Seryants, let thy Tongue tang with 

ents of State, put thy ſelf into the Tric k of Singu- 
larity, and conſequently ſets down the manner how; asa 
fad Face, a reverend Carriage, a flow Tongue, in the Habit 
of ſome Sir of Note, and o forth. 1 have lim'd ber, but 
it is Fove's doing, and Fove make me thankful; and when 
"the went away now, let this Fellow be look d to: Fellow! 
Not Malvolio, nor after my Degree, but Fellow. Why 
every thin 5 adheres — that no Dram of aScruple; no 
— of a Scruple no Obſtacle; no incredulous or unſafe 
Circumſtance-—What can be ſaid? Nothing that can be, 
can come between me, and the full Proſpect of my Hopes. 
well Fove, not 1, is the Doer of this, and be is to be 


chanked. Enter 


— 


S. 
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| Enter Sir Toby, Fabian and Maria. 

Sir To. Which way is he, in the Name of Sanctity? If all 
the Devils in Hell be drawn in little, and Legion himſelf 
poſſeſt him, yet I'll ſpeak to him. 

Fab. Here he is, here he is; how is't with you, Sir? 
How is't with you, Man? 

_ Go off, 1 diſcard you; let me enjoy my Privacy: 
Go ON, j 

Mar. Lo, how hollow the Fiend ſpeaks within him ; did 
not I tell you? Sir Toby, my Lady prays you to haye a 

Care of him. | 4 
Mal. Ah ha, does ſhe ſo? | Ma 
Sir To. Go to, go to; peace, peace; we muſt deal gently N 

with him; let him alone. How do you, Malvelio? How 

ist with you? What Man, defie the Devil; conſider he's 

an Enemy to Mankind. & 1 

Mal. Do you know what you fay ? | | 
Mar. La you! and you ſpeak ill of the Devil, how he +» | 1 

takes it at Heart. Pray God he be not bewitch'd. 
Fab, Carry his Water to th' wiſe Woman, 
Mar. Marry and it ſhall be done to Morrow Morning | 
: I live. My Lady would not loſe him for more than Vil 81 
ay. 
at . How now, Miſtreſs? | | 
Mar. O Lord. ' 
Sir To, Prethee hold thy Peace, that is not the way: Do 
you not ſee you move him? let me alone with him. . 
Fab. No way but Gentleneſs, gently, gently; the Fiend 5 
is rough, and will not be roughly us d. 
Sir Iv. Why how now my Bawcock? How Coſt thou, Chuck? 
Mal. Sir. | 
Sir To. Ay Biddy, come with me. What Man, 'tis not 
for Gravity to play at Cherry-pit with Satan. Hang him 
foul Collier. 

Mar, Get him to fay his Prayers, good Sir Toby, get 
him to pray 

Mal. My Prayers, Minx! 

Mar No I warrant you, he will not hear of Godli- 


nels. i 
Mal. Go hang your ſelves all: you are idle ſhallow 
Vor. III. ö C & Things, 


— 
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Things, I am not of your Element, you ſhall know more 
hereatter, | 
Sir To, Is't poſſible ? | 
Fab. If this were wr upon a Stage now, I could con- 
demn it as an improbable Fiction. 
Sir Jo. His very Genius hath taken the Infection of the 
Device, Man. 2 1 
Mar. Nay, purſue him now, leſt the Device take Air, 
and, taint. | | | 
Fab. Why we ſhall make him mad indeed. 
Mar. The Houſe will be the quieter. | 
Sir To. Come, we'll have him in a dark Room and bound, 
My Neece is already in the Belief that he's mad; we may 
carry it thus for our Pleaſure and his Penance, 'till our very 
Paſtime tirea out of Breath, prompt us to have Mercy on 
him; at which time we will bring the Device to the Bar, 
and crown thee for a Finder of Madmen; but ſee, but 


ſee. 1 k 
Enter Sir Andrew, 

Fab. More Matter for a May Morning. | 

Sir And. Here's the Challenge, read it: I warrant there's 
Vinegar and Pepper in't. 

Fab. Is't fo ſawcy? | 

Sir And. Ay, is't? I warrant him: Do but read. 

Sir To. Give me. Sir Toby reads. 
Youth, whatſoever thou art, thon art but a ſcurvy Fellow. 

Fab. Good and valiant. 

Sir To, Wonder not, nor admire not in thy Mind. why I ds 

call thee fo, for I will ſhew thee no Reaſon; for t. 

Fab. A good Note. that keeps you from the Blow of 
n tothe Lady Diivia, and be ſh 

Sir Tv. Thou conſt to the ivia, and in mySight ſhe 
#/es thee kindly; but thou lieſt in thy Throat, . — the 
matter I challenge thee for. 23 

Fab. Very brief, and exceeding good Senſe - leſs. 

Sir To. I will way. lay thee going home, where if it be thy 
Chance to kill me 


Fab. Good. 9 295 

Sir Tv. Thou kill ſt me like a Rogue and a Villain. 

Fab. S: ill you keep och windy Side of the La: Good. 
| Sir 


[ Exit, 


What yon will: © 5x 
Sir To. Fare thee well, and God have mercy upon one of our 

Souls: he may have mercy upon mine, but my Hope is better, 

and ſo look to thy ſelf. Thy Friend as thou WA him; and thy 
or Enemy, Andrew Ague-cheek. | 


Sir To. If this Letter move him not, his Legs cannot: 
Vil give't him. | | 

Mar. You may have very fit Occaſion for't: He is now in 
ſome Commerce with my Lady, and will by and by depart. 

Sir To. Go, Sir Andrew, ſcout me for him at the Corner 
of the Orchard like a Bum-Baily; ſo ſoon as ever thou ſeeſt 
him, draw; and as thou draw ſt, ſwear horribly; for it comes 
to paſs oft, that a terrible Oath, with a ſwaggering Accent 
ſharply twang'd off. gives Manhood more Approbation than 
ever Proof it ſelf would have earn'd him. Away. 

Sir Aud. Nay, let me alone for ſwearing. Exit. 

Sir To, Now will not I deliver his Letter; for the Be- 
haviour of the young Gentleman gives him out to be of 
good Capacity and Breeding ; his Imployment between his 
Lord and my Neice, confirms no leſs; therefore this Let« 
ter being ſo excellently ignorant, will breed no Terror in 
the Youth; he will find that it comes from a Clod-pole. 
But, Sir, I will deliver his Challenge by Word of Mouth; 
ſet upon Agwe-cheeka notable Report of Valour, and drive 
the Gentleman, as I know his Youti; will aptly receive it, 
into a moſt hideous Opinion of his Rage, Skill, Fury, and 
Impetuoſity. This will fo fright them both, that they 
will kill one another by the Look, like Cockatrices. 

ner Enter Olivia and Viola. 

Fab. Here he comes with your Neice; give them way, 
till he take leave, and preſently after him. | 

Sir To. I will meditate the while upon ſome horrid 


Meſſage for a Challenge. Exeunt. 


Oli. J have faid too much unto a Heart of Stone, 

And laid mine Honour too unchary on't. 
There's ſomething in me that reproves my Fault; 
But ſuch a head-ſtrong potent Fault it is, 
That it but mocks Reproof. 

Vio. With the ſame haviour that your Paſſion bears, 
Goes on my Maſter's Grief. 

Oli. Here, wear this Jewel for me, tis my Picture; 

5 : C 2 | Refuſe 
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Refuſe it not, it hath no Tongue to vex you?n:inX 
And I beſeech you came again to Morrow. 4 
What ſhall you ask of me that I'll deny, 

That Honour, fav'd, may upon asking give? 
Vo. Nothing but this, your true Love for my Maſter, 
Oli. How with mine Honour may I give him that, 
Which 1 have given to you. © | | 
Vio. I will acquit you. 5 5 
Oli. Well, come again to Morrow: Fare thee well. 
A Fiend like thee might bear my Soul to Hell. [ Exit. 
; | Enter Sir Toby and Fabian. "p73 
Sir To. Gentleman, God ſave thee. 
Vio. And you, Sir. | * 
Sir To. That Defence thou haſt, betake thee tot; of what 

Nature the Wrongs are thou haſt done him, I know not; but 
thy Intercepter full of Deſpight; bloody as the Hunter, at- 
rends thee at the Orchard End; diſmount thy Tuck, be 
yare in thy Preparation, fer thy Aſſailant is quick, skilful, 
aud deadly. | | 

Vio. You miſtake, Sir, Iam {ure no Man hath any Quar- 


rel to me; my Remembrance is very free and clear from 


any Image of Offence done to any Man. 

Sir To. You'll find it otherwiſe, I aſſure you; therefore, 
if you hold your Life at any Price, betake you to your Guard, 
for your Oppoſite hath in him, what Youth, Strength, 
Skill, and Wrath can furniſh a Man withal. 

Vie. I pray you, Sir, what is he? | 


Sir To. He is Knight dubb'd with ughatch'd Rapier, and 


on Carpet Conſideration, but he is a Devil in private Brawl; 


Souls and Bodies bath he divorc'd three; and his Incenſe- 


ment at this Moment is ſo implacable, that Satisfaction 
can be none but by Pangs of Death and Sepulcher: Hob, 
nod, is his Word; give't or take't. 


Vio. I will return again into the Houſe, and defire ſome 


Conduct of the Lady. 1 am no fighter. I have heard of 
ſome kind of Men, that put Quarrels purpoſely on others 
to taſte their Valour: Belike this is a Man of that Quirk. 
Sir To. Sir, no: His Indignation drives it ſelf out of a 
very competent Injury, therefore get you on, and give him 
his Defxe, Back you ſ:all not to the Houſe, unleſs youunder- 


\ .*- 
er 


his Form, as you are like to find him in the Proof 6f his 55 
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take that with me, which with as much ſafety you might 


anſwer him; therefore on. or ſtrip your Sword ſtark na- 
ked; for meddle you muſt, that's certain, or forſwear to 
wear Iron about you. : 1 
Vio. This is as uncivil as ſtrange. I beſeech you do me 
this courteous Office, as to know of the Knight what my 
Offence to him is: It is ſomething of my Negligence, no- 
thing of my Purpoſe. | . 
Si To. I will do fo. Signior Fabian, ſtay you by this gi 
Gentleman till my Return. Exit Sir Toby. -| | 
Vio. Pray you, Sir, do you know of this matter? 3 
Fab. I know the Knight is incens'd againſt you, evento 
a mortal Arbitre ment, but nothing of the Circumſtance more. 
Vio I beſeech you what manner of Man is he? 9 
Fab. Nothing of that wonderful Promiſe to read him by 


nfm He ———. Sir, the moſt 2 bloody, and fa- 
tal Oppoſite that you could poſſibly have found in an 
of 125 Will Lis walk — him? I will — — 
Peace with him, if I can. 
Vio. 1 ſhall be much bound to you for't: I am one that 
had rather go with Sir Prieſt than Sir Knight: I care not | 
who knows ſo much of my Mettle. Exeunt. 
i} Enter Sir Toby and Sir Andrew. | 
Sir To, Why Man, he's a very Devil; I have not ſeen ; 
ſuch a Virago: I had a Paſs with him, Rapier, Scabbard + 
and all; and he gives me the Stuck in with ſuch a mortal 


Motion, that it is inevitable; and on the Anſwer, he pays 


— as ſurely as your Feet hit the Ground they ſtep on. 
ey ſay, he has been Fencer to the Sophy. 

Sir And, Pox on't, I'll not meddle with him. - 

Sir To, Ay, but he will not now be pacified. 


- 


Fabian can ſcarce hold him. 


Sir And. Plague on't, and I thought he had been vali- | 


ant, and ſo cunning in Fence, I'd have-ſeen him damn d ere 


I'd have challeng'd him. Let him let the matter flip, and 
Fil give him my Horſe, grey Capilet. 


Sir To, I'll make the Motion; ſtand here, make a good 


Shew on't, this ſhall end without the Perdition of Souls ; { 

marry I'll ride your Horſe as well as I ride you... 15 

4 C3 Enter 5 | 
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BY * Enter Fabian and Viola. 
1 have his Horſe to take up the Quarrel, I have perſuaded 
bim the Youth's a Devil. [To Fabian. 
Fab. He is horribly conceited of him; and pants and 
looks pale, as if a Bear were at his Heels. 

Sir To. There's no Remedy, Sir, he will fight with yu 
for's Oath ſake: Marry he hath better bethought him of his 
Quarrel, and he finds that now ſcarceto be worth talking of; 
therefore draw for the Supportance of his Vow, he pro- 

- teſts he will not hurt you. ates 

Vio. Pray God defend me; a little thing would make 
me tell them how much I lack of a Man. 

Fab. Give Ground if you ſee him furious. 

Sir To. Come Sir Andrew, there's no Remedy; the Gen- 
tleman will for bis Honour's ſake have one bout with you; 
he cannot by the Duello avoid it; but he has-promis'd me, 
as he is a Gentleman and a Soldier, he will not hurt you. 
Come on, to't. [They draw. 

Sir And. Pray God he keep his Oath. f 

Enter Antonio. 
Vio. I do aſſure you tis againſt my Will. 

Ant. Put up your Sword; if this young Gentleman 

Have done offence, I take the Fault on me; 
it you offend him, I for him deſie you. [ Drawing. 
Sir Jo. You, Sir? Why, what are you? * 

Ant. One, Sir, that for his Love dares yet do more 
Than you have heard him brag to you he will. f 

Sir Jo. Nay, if you be an Undertaker, I am for you. Draws. 
Enter Officers, | 
Fab. O good Sir Toby, hold; here come the Officers. 
Sir To, Ill be with you anon. 
Vio. Pray, Sir, put your Sword up if you pleaſe. ' 
[To Sir Andrew. 

Sir And. Marry will I, Sir; and fer that I promis'd you 
I'll be as good as my Word. He will bear you eaſily, and 
reias well. 

1 Off. This is the Man, do thy Office. - | 

2 f. 4ntoais, I arreſt thee at the Suit of Duke Or/an0: 

Ant. Vou do miſtake me, Sir. 
1 Off. No, Sir, no Jot; I know your Favour . 


Wo fe ot 


=. 


! 


\ 


Tho' now you have no Sea-cap on your Head. 
Take him away, he knows I know him well. 

Aut. 1 muſt obey. This comes with ſeeking you; 
But there's no Remedy. I ſhall anſwer it. 
What will you do? Now my Neceſſity 1 
Makes me to ask you for my Purſe. It grieves me 
Much more; for what I cannot do for you, 
Than what befalls my ſelf: You ſtand amaz'd, 
But be of Comfort. 

2 Off. Come, Sir, away. 

Ant. J muſt intreat of you ſome of that Mony. 
Vio. What Mony, Sir? 
For the fair Kindneſs you have ſhew'd me here, 
And part being prompted by your preſent Trouble, 
Out of my lean and low Ability 
I lend you ſomething ; my having is not much, 
Il make Diviſion of my Preſent with you: 
Hold there's half my Coffer. 

Ant. Will you deny me now? 
Ist poſſible, that my Deſerts to you 
Can lack Perſuaſion ? Do not tempt my Miſery, 
Leſt that ic make me fo unſound a Man, 
As to upbraid you with thoſe Kindneſſes 
That I have done for you. 
Vio. I know of none; 

Nor know 1 you by Voice, or any Feature, 
I hate Ingratitude more ina Man, 
Than Lying. Vainneſs, Babling Drunkenneſs, 
Or any Taint of Vice, whoſe ſtrong Corruption 
Inhabits our frail Blood. 


by 
4 
1 


Ant. Oh Heay'ns themſelves! 


2 Off. Come, Sir, I pray you go. 


What you will. 


Ant. Let me ſpeakalittle. This Youth that you ſee here, 


I ſnatcht one Half out of the Jaws of Death, 


Reliev d him with ſuch Sanctity of Love, 
And to his Image, which methought did promiſe 
Moſt venerable Worth, did I Devotion, 


1 Off. What's that to us? the Time goes by; away. 


Ant. But oh, how vild an Idol proves this God ! 


Thou haſt, Sebaſtian, done good Feature ſhame, 


C4 


In 
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In Nature there's no Blemiſh but the Mind: 
None can be-call'd Deform'd but the Unkind. 
Virtue is Beauty, but the beauteous Evil 
Are empty Trunks, o'erflouriſh'd by the Devil. 
1 Off. The Man grows mad, away with him: 
C me, come, Sir. 1 | | 
Ant. Lead me on, | * A [Ri. 
Vio. Methinks his Words do from ſuch Paſſion fly, 
That he believes himſelf; ſo do not 1: 
P. ove true Imagination, oh prove true, 
That I, dear Brother, be now ta'en for you. 
Sir To, Come hither, Knight, come hither, Fabian; we 
whiſper o'er a Couplet or two of moſt ſage Saws. 
Vio. He nam'd Sebaſtian; I my Brother know 
Yet living in my Glaſs, even ſuch, and ſo 
In Favour was my Brother, and he went 
Still in this Faſhion, Colour, Ornament, 
For him I imitate: Ob if it prove, 


Tempeſts are kind, and ſalt Waves freſh in Love. ¶ Ei-. 


Sir To. A very diſhoneſt paltry Boy, and more a Cc ward 
than a Hare; his Diſnhoneſty appears in leaving his Friend 
here in Neceſſity, and denying him; and for his Coward- 
ſhip ask Fabian. 33 
Fab. A Coward, a moſt devout Coward, religious in 
it. | 

Sir And. Slid I'll after him again, and beat him, 

Sir To. Do, cuff him ſoundly, but never draw thy Sword, 


Sir And. And I do not. | K 
Fab. Come, let's ſee the Event. | 
Sir To, ] dare lay any Mony 'twill be nothing yet. 

av [Exevnt 
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ACT IV. SCENE I. 


SCENE whe Street. © 
Enter Sebaſtian and Clown. 


Cle. ILL you make me believe that Lam not ſent for 


| a?” | | 
Seb. . go to, thou art a fooliſh Fellow, 


Let me be clear of thee. | 
Clo, Well held out i faith: No, I do not know you, nor 


I am not ſent to you by my Lady, to bid you come ſpeak -_ 3 


with her; nor your Name is not Maſter Ceſario, nor this 
is not my Noſe neither; nothing that is ſo, is ſo. 
Seb. 1 prethee vent thy. Folly ſomewhere elſe, thou 


- know'ſt not me. 


Clo, Vent my Folly ! He has heard that Word of ſome 

eat Man, and now applies it to a Fool. Vent my Folly ! 

am afraid this great Lubber the World will prove a Cock- 
ney : Ipretheenow ungird thy Strangeneſs and tell me what 
I ſhall vent to my Lady; ſhall I yent to her that thou art 
coming ? 1 i 

Seb. L prethee fooliſh Greek depart from me, there's 
Mony for thee, If you tarry longer I ſhall give worſe 
Payment. l 

Clo. By my Troth thou haſt an open Hand; theſe w ſ- 
Men that give Fools gr a good Report 

e. 


aſter fourteen Years Purch 


Enter Sir Andrew, Sir Toby, and Fabian. 
Sir And. Now, Sir, have I met you again? There's 
for you. 401 | [Striking Sebaſtian. 
Seb. Why there's for thee, and there, and there: Are all 


the People mad? [Beating Sir Andrew. 


Sir. To. Hold, Sir, or III throw your Digger o'erthe 


Houſe. 


Clo. This will I tell my Lady firait: I would not be 


in ſome of your Coats for two Pence. Exit Clown. 


Sir To, Come on, Sir, hold. L Holding Sebaſtian, 
Cs Sir And, 
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Sir And. Nay, let him alone, I'll go another wa 2 to work 


with him; I' have an Action of Battery An road l if 
there be any Law in Nlyria; tho' 1 ſtru 
Yet it's no matter for that. 

Seb. Let g0 thy Hand, 

Sir To. Come, Sir, I will not let you go. Come my 
young Soldier, put up your Iron; you are well fleſh'd: 
Come on. 

Seb. 1 will be free from thee. What woula't thounow? 
If thou dar'ſt tempt me further, draw thy Sword. 

Sir Ta. "What, . what? Nay then I muſt have an Ounce or 
two of this malapert Blood from you. [They draw and fight. 

Enter Olivia. 
_ ©; Hold, Toby, on thy Life I charge thee hold. 

Sir To. Madam. 

Oli. Will it be ever thus? Ungracious Wretch, 
Fit for the Mountains and the barbarous Caves, 

Where Manners ne er were preach d: Out of bay Sight. 
Be not offended, dear Ceſario. 

Rudesby be gene. I prethee, gentle Friend, 14 
Exeunt Sir Toby and Sir Andrew, 

Let thy fair Wiſdom, not thy Paſſion fooay 

In this uncivil and unjuſt Extent 

Againſt thy Peace. Go with me to my Houta) 

And hear thou there, how many fruitleſs Pranks 

This Ruffian hath botch'd up, that thou thereby 

May ſt ſmile at this: Thou ſhalt not chuſe but go: 

Do not deny; beſhrew his Soul for me, © op 

He ſtarted one poor Heart of mine in the. 

Seb. What Reliſh is in this? How runs the Stream # 
Or I am mad, or cle this is a Dream. | 
Let Fancy ſtill my Senſe in Lethe ſteep, 7 
1 it be thus to dream, ſtill let me ſleep. 


oli. Nay come I prethee, would thowdfbe frdby me: 


Seb; Madam, I will. 
Oli, O fly bo, and fo be. IExeun:. 


SCENE 


[> | 
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SCENE II. Olivia's Hoſe. 


Euter Maria and Clown. 


Mar. Nay, I prethee put on this Gown and this Beard, 
make him believe thou art Sir Topas the Curate ; do it quickly. 
I'll call Sir Toby the whilſt, 

Clo, Well, I'll put it on. and I will diſſemble myſelf in't; 
and I would I were the firſt that ever diſſembled in ſuch a 
Gown, I am not tall enough to become the Function well, 
nor lean enough tobe thought a good Student; but to be 
ſaid an honeſt Man, and a good Houſekeeper, goes as fairly 
as to ſay, a careful Man and a great Scholar. The Compe- 
titors enter. ; » 2 
| Enter Sir Toby. 

Sir To. Fove bleſs thee, Mr. Parſon. 

: Clo. Bonos dies, Sir Toby; for as the old Hermit of Prague, 
that never ſaw Pen and Ink, very wittily ſaid to a Neice of 
King Gorbedack, that that is, is; ſo I being Mr. Parſon, am 
Mr. Parſon; for what is that, but that? and is, but is? 

Sir To. To him, Sir Topas. Ca 

Cle. What hoa, I ſay, Peace in this Priſon. - 

Sir To. The Knave counterfeits well; a good Knave. 


| [ Malvolio within. 

Mal. Who calls there? iy E 
Clo. Sir Topasthe Curate, who comes to viſit Malvolio the 
Lunatick. 2 


Mal. Sir Topas, Sir Topas, good Sir Topas go to my Lady. 


Clo. Out hyperbolical Fiend, how vexeſt thou this Man? 
Talkeft thou nothing but of Ladies ? 

Sir To. Well ſaid, Maſter Parſon, 

Mal. Sir Topas, never was Man thus wrong's good Sir 
Topas do not think I am mad; they have lai 
hideous Darkneſs. | ; A 

Clo. Fie, thou diſhoneſt Sathan ; I call thee by the moſt 
modeſt Terms, for I am oneof thoſe gentle ones that will 
uſe the Devil himſelf with Curteſie: Say ſt thou that Houſe 
is dark? 

Mal. As Hell, Sir Topas. 114 
Clo. 


me here in 
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Clo. Why it hath bay Windows tranſparent as Barica- 
does, and the clear Stones towards the South. North are as 
luſtrous as Ebony; and yet complaineft thou of Obſtruction? 
_ I am not mad, Sir Tapas, I ſay to you this Houſe 
is dark, "| i 
Clo. Mad-man, thou erreſt; I ſay there is no Darkneſs 
but Ignorance, in which thou art more puzzled than the 
Egyptians in their Fogg. | +. as 
Mal. I fay this Houſe is as dark as Ignorance, though 
Ignorance were as dark as Hell; and I ſay there was never 
Man thus abus'd; I am no more mad than you are, make 
the trial of it in any conſtant ** . 
+ Clo. What is the Opinion of Pythagoras, concerning 
Wild- fowl? _ | | | © 
Mal. That the Soul of our Grandam might happily in- 
habit a Bird, | 4 | 
Clo. What think'ſt thou of his Opinion? 
4 Mal. I think nobly of the Soul, and no way approve his 
mion. ; 
= Fare thee well: Remain thou ſtill in Darkneſs; thou 
ſhalt hold th Opinion of Pythagoras, ere I will allow of thy 
Wits, and fear to kill a Weodcock, leſt thou diſpoſſeſs the 
Houſe of thy Grandam. Fare thee well. 
Mal. Sir Topas, Sir Topas. 
Sir To. My moft exquiſite” Sir Topas. 
Clo. Nay, I am for all Waters. | i | 
Mar. Thou might'ſt have done this without thy Beard 
and Gown, he ſees thee not. | 
Sir To. To him inthine own Voice, and bring me Word 
how thou find 'ſt him: I would we were all rid of this Knave- 
ry. If he may beconveniently deliver'd, I would he were, 
for I am now ſo far in offence with my Neice, that I can- 
not purſue with any Safety this Sport to the upſhot. Come 
by and by to my Chamber, Eri. 
. Cho. Hey Robin, jolly Robin, tell me how my Lady does. 


Mal. Fool. | | I LSE 
Clo. My Lady is unt ind, perdie. q 1 5 

Mal. Fool. | i. 
Ole. Alas, why is ſhe ſo? 


— 
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75 Mal. Fool, 1 ſay. * r 

Clo. She loves another — Who calls, ha? 

Mal. Good Fool, as ever thou wilt deſerve well at my 
Hand, help me to a Candle, and Pen, Ink, and Paper; as E 
am a Gentleman, I will live to'be thankful to thee for't, 

Clo. Mr. Malvolio! 

Mal. Ay, good Fool. | 
Qua. Alas, Sir, how fell you beſides your five Wits ? 

Mal. Fool, there was never Man fo notoriouſly abus d; 
Iam as well in my Wits, Fool, as thou art. 

Clo. But as well! then thou art mad indeed, if you be 
n9 better in your Wits than a Fool, 

Mal. They have here propertied me; keep me in dark- 
neſs, ſend Miniſters to me, Aſſes, and do all they can to 
face me out of my Wits. | 

Clo. Adviſe you what you jay: The Miniſter is here, 
Malvolio, Malvolio, thy Wits the Heav'ns reſtore: Endea- 
dour thy ſelf to ſleep, and leave thy vain bibble babble, 

Mal. Sir Topas. 

Clo. Maintain no Words with him, good Fellow. 

Who I, Sir, not I, Sir. God buy you, good Sir Tapas. 
Marry Amen. I will, Sir, I will, Sir. 

Mal. Fool, Ecol, Faol, I fay. 

Clo. Alas, Sir, be patient, What ſay you, Sir? I am ſhent 
for ſpeaking to you. - | 

Mal. Good: Fool, help me to ſome Light, and ſome 
Paper; I tell thee L am as well in my Wits, as any Man 
in Illyria. 

Els, Well-a-day that you were, Sir. 

Mal. By this Hand I am: Good Fool, ſome Ink, Paper 
and Light; and convey what I will ſet down to my La- 
dy: It ſhall adyantage thee more, than ever the bearing 
of Letter did. 

Clo, I will help you to't. But tell me true, are you not 
mad indeed. or do you but counterfeit ? Ip 375 

Mal. Believe me, I am not: I tell thee true. | 

Clo. Nay, I'll ne'er believe a Mad-man till I fee his Brains. 
I will fetch you Light, and Paper, and Ink. 

Mal. Fool, III requite it in the higheſt degree; 
I prethee be gone. | 18 


— 


62 TWTITTNNT SRT: 07 


Clo. I am gone, Sir, and anon, Sir, : [Singing 
a TA be with you again 8 1 
In à trice, like to the old Vice, 1 
| Dur Need to ſuſtain. 
Who with Dagger of Lath, in his * and bisWhatk, 
Cries ah ha! to the Devil: 


Like a mad Lad, pair thy Nails, Dad, | 
Adieu, good Man Drives. Exit. 


SCENE III. a 
Eurer Sebaſtian. i Roy 


Seb. This is the Air, that is the glorious Sun, V 
This Pearl ſhe gave me, I do feel't and ſee 't. 
And though tis wonder that enwraps me thus, 

Yet tis not madneſs. Where's Authonio then? Fab 
I could not find him at the Elephant 
Yet there he was, and there I found this Credit 
That he did range the Town to ſeek me out. 
His Counſel now might do me golden 2 
For tho" my Soul diſputes well with my Sen 
That this may be ſocks Error, but no Madne 
Yet doth this Accident and Flood of — a 
So far exceed all Inſtance, all Diſcourſe, 
That I am ready to diſtruſt mine Eyes, þ 
And wrangle with my Reaſon that perſuades e 
To any other Truſt, but that I am mad, . 
Or elle the Lady's mad; yet if 'twere "_ 
She could not ſway her Houſe, command her Followers: 
Take, and give back Affairs, and their diſpatch, 
With ſuch a ſmooth, diſcreet, and table Bearing 
As I perceive ſhe does: There's ſomething in't 
That is deceivable. But here the Lady comes. 
Enter Olivia and Prieſt. . 

oli. Blame not this haſte of mine: If you mean well | 
Now go with me, and with this holy Man 
Into 45 Chantry by; there before him, We. 
And underneath that conſecrated Roof, 

Plight me the full afſurance of your Faith, 
That my moſt jealous and too doubtful Soul. 
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May live at Peace. He: ſhall conceal it, 
Whiles you are willing it ſhall come to note, 
What time we will our Celebration keep 
According to my Birth. What do you ſay? 
Seb. III follow this good Man, and go with you, 
And having ſworn Truth, eyer will be true. - 


Oli. Then lead the way, good Father, and Heay'ns ſo ſhine, 


That they may fairly note this Act of mine, ¶ Exennt. 
| Fa 


ad. 
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ACT v. SCENE I 
| Enter Clown and Fabian. 


Fab, No thou loy'ſt me, let me ſee this Letter. 
Clo. Good Mr. Fabian, grant me another Re- 
queſt, | | 

Fab. Any thing. | 

Clo. Do not deſire to ſee this Letter. 

Fab. This is to give a Dog, and in recompence deſire 
m in. 

* we Duke, Viola, Curio, and Lords. 

Duke. Belong you to the Lady Olivia, Friends? 

Clo. Ay, Sir, we are ſome of her Trappings. 

Duke. I know thee well; how doſt thou, my good 
Fellow ? 

Clo. Truly, Sir, the better for my Foes, and the worſe 
for my Friends | | 

Dake. Juſt the contrary; the better for thy Friends. 

Clo. No, Sir, the worſe. 

Duke. How can that be? 

Clo. 'Marry, Sir, they praiſe me, and make an Aſs of 
me; new my Foes tell me plainly, I am an Aſs: So that 
by my Foes, Sir, I profit in 'the 3 of my ſelf, 
and by my Friends I am abuſed: So that Concluſions to 
be as Kiſſes, if your four Negatives make your two Af- 


[ firmatives, why then the worſe for my Friends, and the 


better for my Foes. 
Duke, Why this is excellent. A 


CET 


64 TwETITTAR-Nickr: Or, 


Clo. By my troth, Sir, no; tho“ it pleaſe you to be one 
of my Friends... 

Duke. Thou ſhall not be the worſe for me, there's 
Gold. | 
Cle. But that it would be double- dealing, Sir FE would 
you could make it another. 

Duke. O you give me ill Counſel. E 
Alo. Put your Grace in your Pocket, Sir, for this once, 
and let your Fleſh and Blood obey it. 

Dyke. Well, I will be ſo much a Sinner to be a double. 


dealer: There's another. 
Clo. Primo, Secundo, Tertio, is a good Play, and the old 
ſaying is, the third pays for all: The triplex, Sir, is a good 
tripping Meaſure, on e Bells of St. Bennet, Sir, may put 
* in ag, one, two, three. 

Date. You can fool no more Mony out of me at this 
' chives If you will let your Lady know I am' here to 
ſpeak with her, and bring her along with you, it may a. 
wake my Bounty further. 

Clo. Marry, Sir. lullaby to your Bounty till I come 2. 
pain. Igo, Sir; but I would not have you to think, that 
my deſire of having is the Sin of Covetouſneſs; but, as 


you ſay, Sir, let your Bounty take a Nap, I will awake it 


anon. [ Exit Clown, 
Enter Antonio and Officers. 
No. Here comes the Man, Sir, that did reſcue me. 
Dake. That Face of his 1 do remember well; 
Yet when I faw it laſt, it was belmear'd 1. 
As black as Vulcan, in the ſmoak of War: 
A bawbling Veſlel. was he Captain of, | 
For ſhallow Draught and Bulk unprizable, 
With which ſuch ſcathful Grapple did he make, 
With the moſt noble Bottom of our Fleet, 
That very Envy, and the Tongue of Loſs | 
Cry'd Fame and Honour en him. What's the matter ? 
1 Offi. Orſino, this is that Antonio 
That took the Phenix and her Fraught from aps; 
And this is he that did the Tyger board. 
When your young Nephew Titus loſt his Leg: 
oe | in the Streets, deſperate of Shame and State, 


In 
— 


* 


4 , 
14 


1 


| bane 
id, 


What you will. 65 
In private Brabble did we apprehend him. 
Vio. He did me kindneſs, Sir; drew on my fide, 
But in concluſion put ſtrange Speech upon me, 
I know not what twas, but Diſtraction. 

Duke. Notable Pirate, thou ſalt Water Thief, 
What fooliſh Boldneſs brought thee ts their Mercies, 
Whom thou in Terms ſo bloody, and ſo dear 
Haſt made thine Enemies ? 

Ant. Orſino: Noble Sir, 

Be pleas'd, that I ſhake off theſe Names you give me: 
Antonios never yet was Thief, or Pirate; 
Though I confeſs, on Baſe and Ground enough; 
Orſmo's Enemy. A Witcheraft drew me hither: 
That moſt ungrateful Boy, there by your Side, 
From the rude Sea's enrag'd' and foamy Mouth 
Did I redeem; a Wrack paſt Hope he was: 
His Life I gave him, and did thereto add 
My Love without Retention, or Reſtraint; 
All this in Dedication. For his Sake, 
Did I expoſe my ſelf (pure for his Love) 
Into the Danger of this adverſe Town, 
Drew to defend him, when he was beſet; 
Where being apprehended, his falſe Cunning 
(Not meaning to partake with me in Danger) 
Taught him to face me out of his Acquaintance, 
And grew a twenty Years removed thing, * 
While one would wink; deny'd me mine own Purſe, 
Which I had recommended to his uſe, 
Not half an Hour before. 
Vio. How can this be? 


Dube. When came he to this Town? 
Ant. To Day, my Lord; and for three Months before, . 

No Interim, not a minute's Vacancy, 

Both Day and Night did we keep Company. | | 

Enter Olivia and Attendants. l 

Duke. Here comes the Counteſs; now Heay'n walks on 

But for thee, Fellow ; Fellow, thy Words are Madneſs : 

Three Months this Youth hath tended upon me; 

But more of that anon. Take him aſide. * | 
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oli. What would my Lord, but that he may not have, 
Wherein Olivia may ſeem ſerviceable? — 
Ceſario, you do not keep Promiſe with me. 
Vio. Madam. | - i 
- Duke. Gracious Olivia. - 4 
Oli. What do you ſay, Ceſario? Good my Lord 
Vie. My Lord would ſpeak, my Duty huſhes me. 
Oli. If it be ought to the old Tune, my Lore, 
It is as fat and fulſome to mine Ear 1 
As howling after Mufick. (4 
Duke. Still ſo cruel ? 
Oli. Still fo conſtant, Lord. =: 
Duke. What to Perverſeneſs? you uncivil Lady, 
To whole ingrate, and unauſpicious Altars, 
My Soul the faithfull't Offerings have breath'd out 
That ere Devotion tender'd. What ſhall I do? 
Oli. Even what it pleaſe my Lord, that ſnall become O w 


m. 1 Fath 

Duke. Why ſhould I not, had I the Heart to do it, Her. 

Like to the Egyptian Thief, at point of Death To 

Kill what I love? a ſavage Jealouſie, ih Re\ 

That ſometimes favours nobly; but hear me this: Hat 

Since you to Non-Regardance caſt my Faith, P 

And that partly I know the Inſtrument 1 Cor 

That ſcrews me from my true Place in your Favour: - Atte 

Live you the Marble-breaſted Tyrant gil * | Stre 

But this your Minion, whom 1 know yon love, | Anc 

And whom, by Heay'n, I ſwear, I tender dearly, Seal 

5 Him will I tear out of that cruel Eye, e 
\ Where be fits crowned in his Maſter's Spight. | 1h. 


Come Boy with me, my Thoughts are ripe ia Miſchi ef: I 


Vl facrifice. the Lamb that I do love, Wh 
To ſpight a Raven's Heart within a Dove. 38] Or 
Vio. And I moſt jocond, apt, and willingly, © Ti 

To do you Reſt a thouſand Deaths would die. Far 
oli. Where goes Ceſario? N Wh 
Vie. After him I love, 1 F 
More than I love theſe Eyes, more than my Life, ( 
More by all mores, than &er 1 ſhall love Wite. Ho 


If I do feign, you Witneſſes above ' ny 
Paniſh my Life, for tainting of my Loye! Ou. 


zwe, 


ef; 


Oli, 
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oli. Ay me, deteſted ! how am I beguil'd? 

Vie. Who does beguile you? who does do you wrong? 

oli. Haſt thou forgot thy ſelf? Is it ſo long? 
Call forth the holy Father. 

Due. Come, aẽway. | | | | 

Oli. Whither, my Lord? Ceſario, Husband, ſtay. 

Duke. Husband? | | | 

Oli. Ay, Husband; can he that deny? 

Duke. Her Husband, Sirrah? 

Vio. No, my Lord, not I. 

Oli. Alas, it is the Baſeneſs of thy Fear, 

That makes thee ſtrangle thy Propriety : 

Fear not Ceſario, take thy Fortunes up, 

Be that thou know'fſt thou art, and then thou art 

As great as that thou 'fear'ſt. | 
7 + Enter Prieſt. 

O welcome, Father. 

Father, J charge thee by thy Reverence 

Here to unfold, tho' lately we intended 

To keep in Darkneſs, what occaſion now 

Reveals before tis ripe; what thou doſt know 

Hath newly ꝓaſt between this Vouth and me. 

Prieſt A Contract of eternal Bond of Love, 
Confirm'd: by mutual joinder of your Hands, 
Atteſted by the holy cloſe of Lips, 

Strengthned by enterchange ment of your Rings, 
And all the Ceremony of this Compact 
Seal d in my Function, by my Teſtimony: 

Since when, my Watch hath told me, toward my Grave 
I have travell'd but two Hours | 
Duke. O thou diſſembling Cub; what wilt thou be 

When Time bath ſow'd a grizzel on thy Cafe? 
Or will not elſe thy Craft ſo quickly grow, 
That thine own Trip fhall be thine Overthrow ? 
Farewel, and take her, but dire& thy Feet, 
Where thou and 1, henceforth, may neyer meet. 

Vio. My Lord, I do proteſt------ 

Oli. O do not ſwear; 

How little Faith, tho' thou haſt too much Fear! 


Enter 
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Enter Sir Andrew with his Head broke. I r 

Sir And. For the Love of God a Surgeon, and ſend one. ve 
preſently to Sir Toby. ** nus e 10 
Oli. Wbat's the matter? 4 Fa 


Sir And. H'as broke my Head a- croſs, and given Sir Toby W. 
a bloody Coxcomb too: For the Love of God your help. 
I had rather than forty Pound I were at home. 
Oli. Who has done this, Sir Andrew ? i 
Sir And. The Count's Gentleman, one Ceſario; we took Ho 
him for a Coward, but he's the very Devil incarnate. Sin 
Duke, My Gentleman Ceſario? | *. 5 
Sir And. Od's lifelings, here he is: You broke m Head 0 
for nothing, and that that I did, I was ſet on to do't by 


Sir Tobya An 
Vio. Why do you ſpeak to me? I never hurt you: Th 
You drew your Sword upon me without Cauſe, FF ( 
But I beſpake you fair, and hurt you not. 1 a 
Enter Sir Toby and Clown. No 

Sir And. If a bloody Coxcomb be a hurt, you have hurt Of 


me: I think you ſet nothing by a bloody Coxcomb. Here WI 
comes Sir Toby halting, you ſhall hear more; but if he had, Of 
not been in drink, he would have tickled you other- gates 
than he did. \ i 
Duke. How now, Gentleman? how ist with you? Sac 
Sir Tv. That's all one, ha's hurt me, and there's an end | 80 
on't; Sot, didſt ſee Dick Surgeon, Sot ? 4 
Clo. O he's drunk, Sir, above an hour agone; his Eyes | yo 
were ſet at eight i th! Morning. 21 
Sir Tv. Then he's a Rogue after a paſſy meaſures Pavin 15 But 
I hate a drunken Rogue. | 


Oli. Away with him: Who hath made this havock « We 


with them ? | I & 
Sir mh I'll help you, Sir Toby, becauſe we'll be dreſt I An, 
ether, | | | js I 
5 Th Will you helpan Aſs-head, and a Coxcomb, and a 5 
Knave, a thin fac'd Knaye, a Gull? [ Exe. Clio. To. & And, 7 
Oli. Get him to Bed, and let his Hurt be look d to. ya 
Enter Sebaſtian. | Hor 5 

Seb. I am ſorry, Madam, I have hurt your Uncle: Ihe 
But had it been the Brother of my Blood, 1 


[ 
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What ou will, « 


I muſt have done no leſs with Wit and Safety. 
You throw a ſtrage Regard upon me, and by that 
I do perceive it hath offended you; 

Fardon me, ſweet one, even for the Vows 
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We made each other, but ſo late ago. 


Duke. One Face, one Voice, one Habit, and two Perſons, 
A natural Perſpective, that is, and is not. 
Seb. Antonio, O'my dear dntonio! 
How have the Hours rack'd and tortur'd me, 
Since I have loſt thee? 
Ant. Sebaſtian are you? 
Seb. Fear'd thou that, Antonio? | 
Ant. How have you made Diviſion of your ſelf? 
An Apple cleft in two, is not more twin 
Than theſe two Creatures. Which is Sebaſtian ? 
Oli. Moft Wonderful! «Ls 
Seb. Do I ſtand there? I never had a Brother: 
Nor can there be a Deity in my Nature 
Of here and every where, I had a Siſter, | 
Whom the blind Waves and Surges have deyour'd: \ 
Of Charity, what kin are you to me? [To Violas 
What Countryman? what Name? what Parentage ? 
Vio. Of Meſſaline; Sebaſtian was my Father, 
Such x Sebaſtian was my Brother too: | 
So went he ſuited to his watery Tomb. 
If Spirits can aſſume both Form and Suit, 
You come to fright us. 
Seb. A Spirit I am indeed, 
But am in that Dimenſion groſly clad, 
Which from the Womb I did participate. 
Were you a Woman, as the reſt go even, 
I ſhould my Tears let fall upon your Cheek, 
And ſay, thrice welcome drowned Viola. 
Vio. My Father had a Mole upon his Brow. 
Seb. And ſo had mine. | | 
Vio. And dy'd that day when Viola from her Birth 
Had numbred thirteen Years. 
Seb. O that Record is lively in my Soul, 
He finiſhed indeed his mortal Act 
That day that made my Siſter thirteen Years. 1 
R Vio. 


1 
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Vio. If nothi etts to take us happy both, 
But this my Ma uſurp'd Attire; | 
Do not Embrace me, till each Circumſtance 
Of Place, Time, Fortune, do cohere and jump 
That I am Viola; which to confirm, 
Il bring you to a Captain in this Town e 
© Where lye my Maiden Weeds; by whole gentle help 
I was preſerv d to ſerve this Noble Duke. | 
All the Occurrence of my Fortune ſince 
Hath been between this Lady, and this Lord. 
Seb. So comes it, Lady, you! have been miſtook : [To Oli, 
But Nature to her Bias drew in that. 
You would have been contracted to a Maid, 
Nor are you therein, by my Life, deceiv d, 
You are betroth'd both to a Maid and Man. 
Due. Be not amaz'd, right Noble is his Blood: 
If this be ſo, as yet the 'Glaſs-ſcertis true, | 
I ſhall haye ſhare inithis moſt happy Wreck. 


Boy, thou haſt (aid't& me a thouſand Times, [ToViola, | 


Thou never ſhould'ſt love Woman like to me. 
Vio. And all thoſe ſayings will I over-ſwear, 
And all thoſe ſwearings keep as true in Soul, 
As doth that orbed Continent the Fire 
That ſevers Day from Night. 
Duke. Give me thy Hand, | 
And let me ſee thee-1n- "Y Woman's Weeds. 3.1 
Vio. The Captain that did bring me firſt on Shore,: 
Hath my Maids Garments: He upon ſome n 
Is now in Durance, at Malvolio's Suit, 
A Gentleman and Follower of my Lady's. 
Oli. He ſhall enlarge him: Fetch Malvolio hither. 
And yet alas, now I remember me, 
They ſay, poor Gentleman, he's much diſtract. 
Enter the Clomn mith a Letter and Fabian. 
A moſt exacting Frenzy of mine on 
From my Remembrance clearly baniſh'd _ 
How does he, Sirrah ? 
5 Truly, Madam, he holds Bulzebub at 0 "I 
end as well as a Man in his Caſe may do: Fas here writ a 
Tome to you, I ſhould have given'r ycu to day Morning. 
r 
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* But as a mad Man's Epiſtles are no Goſpels, ſo it skills not 


much when they are deliver'd. 

Oli. Open't and read it. | 

Clo. Look then to be well edify'd, when the Fool deli- 
vers the Mad man By the Lord, Madam. Reads. 

Oli. How now, art thou mad? 

Clo. No, Madam, 1 do but read Madmeſs: And your 
Ladyſhip will have it as it ought to be, you mutt allow 


Vox. 


Oli. Prithee read it i'thy right Wits. N 
Clo. So I do, Madona; but to read his right Wits, is 


to read thus: Therefore perpend, my Princeſs, and give 


Ear. | 
Oli, Read it you, Sirrah, [To Fabian. 
Fab. [Reads.] By the Lord, Madam, you wrong me, and 
the World ſhall know it: Though you have put me into Dark- 
neſs, and given your drunken Uncle Rule over me, yet have I 
benefit of my Senſes as well as your Ladyſhip. I have your 
.own Letter, that induced me to the ſemblance I put on; with 
the which I doubt not, but to do my ſelf much Right, or you 
much Shame: Think of me as you pleaſe: I leave my Duty a 
little unthought of, and ſpeak out of my Injury. 
The madly us'd Malvolie. 
Oli. Did he write this? 
Cleo. Ay, Madam. 
Duke. This favours not much of Diſtraction. 
Oli, See him deliver'd, Fabian, bring him hither. 
My Lord, fo pleaſe you, theſe things further thought on, 
To think me as well a Siſter, as a Wife, 


One Day ſhall crown th' Alliance on't, iſo pleaſe you ; 


Here at my Houſe, and at my proper Colt. 

Duke. Madam, I am moſt apt t'embrace your Offer, 
Your Maſter quits you; and for your Service done him, 
So much againſt the Metal of your Sex, [To Viola. 
So far beneath your ſoft and tender Breeding, | 
And fince you cal'd me Maſter, for ſo long: 

Here is my Hand, you ſhall from this time be 
Your Maſter's Miſtreſs. 
Oli. A Siſter, you are ſhe, 


Enter 
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70 F: TT>48 Enter Malvolio. 
Duke. Is this the mad Man? 


Oli, Ay, my Lord, this ſame: How now Malvolio? 


Mal. Madam; you have done me wrong, 
Notorious Wrong. | ; | 

Oli. Have I, Malvolio? No. n 
Mal. Lady, you have; pray you peruſe that Letter. 
You muſt not now deny it is your Hand. 
Write from it if you can, in Hand or Phraſe, 
Or ſay tis not your Seal, nor your Invention; 
You can ſay none of this. Well, grant it then, 
And tell me in the modeſty of Honour, 
Why you have given me ſuch clear lights of Favour, 
Bad me come ſmiling, and be to you, 
To put on yellow Stockings, and to frown 
Upon Sir Toby, and the lighter People? 
And acting this in an-obedient Hope, 
Why have you ſuffer'd me to be impriſon d, 
Kept in a dark Houſe, viſited by the Prieſt, 
And made the moſt notorious Geck or Gull 
That &er Invention plaid on? Tell me why? 

Oli. Alas, Malvolio, this is not my Writing, 
Tho, I confeſs, much like the Character: 
But, out of queſtion, *ris Maria's Hand, 
And now I do bethink me, it was ſhe 


Firſt told me thou waſt mad; then cam'ſt in ſmiling; 


And in ſuch Forms, which here were preſuppos d 
Upon thee in the Letter: Prithee be content, 
This Practice hath moſt ſhrewdly paſt upon thee ; 
But when we know the Grounds and Authors of it, 
Thou ſhalt be both the Plantif and the Judge 

Of thine own Cauſe. _ 
Fab. Good Madam, hear me ſpeak, 
And let no Quarrel, nor no Brawl to come, 
Taint the Condition of this preſent Hour, 
Which J have wendred at. In hope it ſhall not, 
Moſt freely I confeſs my ſelf and Toby | 
Set this Device againſt Malvolio here, 
Upon ſome ſtubborn and uncourteous Parts 
We had conceiy d againſt him. Maria writ 
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The Letter, at Sir Toby's great importance, 

In recompence whereof he hath Married her. 

How 9» ag ſportful Malice it was follow'd, . 

May rather pluck on Laughter than Revenge, 

it that the Injuries be juſtly weigh'd, * 

That have on both ſides paſt, | 

Oli. Alas, poor Fool! how have they baffled thee? 


Clo. Why ſomeare born Great, ſome atchieve Greatneſs, 


and ſome have Greatneſs thrown upon them. 1 was one, 
Sir, in this Interlude, one Sir Topas, Sir, but that's all one: 
By the Lord, Fool, | am not mad; but do you remember. 
Madam, why laugh you at ſuch abarren Raſcal ? And you 
{ſmile not he's gagg d: And thus the Whirl-gigg of Time 
brings in his Revenges. | 
Mal. I'll be reveng'd on the whole pack of you. [ Exit. 
Oli, He hath been moſt notoriouſly abus'd. 
Duke. Purſue him, and entreat him to a Peace: 
He hath not told us of the Captain yet; 
When that is known, and golden Time conyents, 


Of our dear Souls. Mean time, ſweet Siſter, - 
We will not part from hence. Cæſario come, 
(For ſo you ſhall be, while you are a Man;) 
But when in other Habits you are ſeen, 
 Or/mo's Miſtreſs, and his Fancy's Queen. [Exernt. 


Cl . Clown ſings. | — 
When that I was and a little tiny Boy, 
' With hey, ho, the Wind and the Rain: 
A fooliſh thing was but a Toy, _ 7 
For the Rain it raineth every day. 


- 


"But when I came to Man's Eſtate, 
With hey, ho, &c. 


*Gainſt Knaves and Thieves Men ſhut their Gate, 
For the Rain, &c. | 


But when I came at laſt to Wive, 
With hey, ho, &c. 
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By ſwaggering could I never thrive, 
For the Ram, &c. 


But when I came unto my Beds, 
With hey. ho, &c. 
With Toſs-Pots ſtill bad drunken —_— 
For the Rain, &c. 


A great while ago the World begun, 
With hey, ho, &c. 
But that's all one, our Play is done, 


And we'll ſiri 77 
we'll ſtrive to pleaſe you every Day [Exit 


00 


/ 
— 
4s 
1 
* 
= 
. , 
— . 
— 7 
22 
* o 


N Wh = 1 zu mud ee e * 


5 2 1 NN 9 * f 


W 


T ein UC ay es 


_ „ 


— 


_ 


< 


1 


* 


2 of W * 4 
7 * - ” , 
o 
, . | 
* * wy l 
„ e 0 1 | 
#4 4s 4 
a * * * ae * 9 | 
n "rn 
* 
—— — — — —ͤä—wA— — 
— — 1 - 4 
— * 
— — 5 = £92 — — 3 £ 0; : 
* +! 
2 
- ” 
NL NC 
4 
1 
14 
Fa - 
W% * 
; : * 
M 
J od [ 4 
1 
17 ; 
= 
- 4 
4 1 £ " 
4 3 
5 64 . 
* © i 2 a 
4 1 - 
13" £ 1 
* " 
iv ＋ 5 
* 
"A * 1 
— * 
78997 0 
Zh — : | 
8 
4 - 
"RS 
2% 
2 "8&7 
- =- 
- = £33324 41 e 2217. 4+ 4 1 7 
2 222222 HUTT p bs 
— — — — 289 227222227 — A : 
III CERT 822 4 - Y3k 
: $4444 + ++ «+ = 
9 * 2 1 5 y K 
— 4 1 
Rt ts © WW | * ü - 
2225 n+ ® {+ : - 
, r 2 = : 
- P 12 4 , 
: 1 ” 
7 — 4 
WAY 
: : . A 
” * . l H \ 4 
14 * \ ) 
2 , 53 J WY 
o 0 „ 
9 = 
\d* p \ 7 — 
8 
DV , C 
. - 
4 : \ 
8 * N 7 : 
* J N 5 l : 
$ ' R N 4 
2 \ >.3 
l - = * 1 
— þ X 
9 : = \ 4 
* 3 J 
\ * 
0 
4 = _— / ' l 
= \ - 
: '/ ** 
2 78 / | 4 = 1 
4 * F 
— - 
. 
2 * int - 3 C 
1 — * _= = 
- | — = | 
ö . | f 
. 2 
© 
- A 
7 192 8 , 
. — — p 
— 
” — — < 
k = — ; — 
= - - ce& 5 7 I * 
= — — — 7 
— — N 
- — — — 
* — ——— —— — — 
— .. ==> „ 
= 
Lo 
. 
LP ＋ 1 
4 
* 
"= 
—Y 4 9 — - 2 = * = - 
of — - - 


— 


A —— - 1 — 
: A Ge f - | _— — m_ 
SLY 2 570 ——— - \ ——— SON * 8 Oy 2 
A | _— OIL r 
. 2 Ca —_ 2 1 = 


n 


Py 


 Dramatis Perſone 


We. King " Sicilia. 

| Polixenes, King of Bohemia, 
_  Mamillus, Young Prince of Sicilia. 
Florizel, Prince of Bohemia,” 


Camillo, | 

Antigon us, . ths 
Cleomines, Sicilian Lords. 
Dion, a 


Archidamus. 4 Bohemian Lord. 


Old Shepherd, "reputed Father of Perdit - 


Clown, his Son. 
Autolicus, A Rogue, 


Hermione, Queen to Leontes. 

Perdita, Daughter to Leontes and Hermione, 
Paulina, Wife to Antigonus: x: 
Emilia, 4 Lady attending on Hermione, 
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ACT L SCENE I. 


SCENE A Palace: 

ARCHIDAMUS., » 
== you ſhallchance, Camillo, to viſit Boke- 
mia, on the like occaſion whereon my 
Services are now on foot, you ſhall-ſce, 
as I have ſaid, great difference bet wixt 
our Bohemia, and your Sicilia. 

Cam. think, this coming Summer, 
the King of Sicilia means to pay Bohemia 
the Viſitation which he juſtly owes him. 

Arch. Wherein our Entertainment ſhall ſhame us: We 
will be juſtified in our Loves; for indeed — | 

Cam. Beſeech you FE | 

Arch. Verily I ſpeak it inthe freedom of my knowledge; „ 
we cannot with ſuch Magnificence— in fo rare — [ | 
know not whatto ſay We will give you ſleepy Drinks, 
that your Senſes (unintelligent of our inſufficience) .may, 
tho they cannot praiſe us, as little accuſe us. i 
Cam.- You pay a great deal too dear, for what's given 
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e Believe me, I elk 4s my Underftanding in- 


ſtructs me, and as mine Honeſty puts it to utterance. 


Cam. Sicilia cannot ſhew himſelf over - kind to Bohemia 
they were train'd together in their Childhoods; and there 
rooted betwixt them then ſuch an Affection, which cannot 
chuſe but branch now. Since their more matute Digni- 
ties, and Royal Neceſſities, made ſeparation of their So- 
ciety; their Encounters, though not perſonal, have been 
royally attornied with enterchange of Giſts, Letters, lov- 
ing Embaſſies, that they have ſeem'd to be together, tho 
abſent; ſhook hands, as over a vaſt Sea, and embracd as 
it were from the ends of oppoſed Winds. The Heav'ns 
continue their Loves. | 

Arch. I think there is not in the World, either Malice 
or Matter to alter it, You have an unſpeakable! comfort 
of your young Prince Mamillus: it is a Gentleman of the 
greateſt promiſe that ever came into my Note. 

Cam. I very well agree with you in the hopes of him: 
It is a gallant Child, one that, indeed, Phyſicks the Subject, 
makes old Hearts freſh: They that went on Crutches 
ere he was born, defire yet their Life to fee him a Man. 

Arch. Would they elſe be content to die? 


Cam. Yes, if there were no other excuſe "why they 
Ahould deſire to live. 


Arch. If the King had no Son, they would defire to 


ive on Crutches till be had one. 19 LTE. 


SCENE IL 


Enter Leontes, Hermione, Mamillus, Polixenes, aid Camillo. 


Fol. Nine changes of the watry Star hath been 
The Shepherd's Note, ſince we have left our Throne 
Without a Burthen, Time as long again TW 
Would be fill'd up, my Brother, with our Thanks, 
And yet we ſhould, for perpetuity, N 
Go hence in Debt: And therefore, like a C 


* 
1 
7 
- 


Yet ſtanding in rich place, I multipl l 

With one we thank you, many thouſands more, 

That go before it. Ih 12519 2 go7 5 TM 
Leo, Stay your Thanks a while, 
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And pay them when you part. 

Pol. Sir, that's to Morrow : 

I am queſtion'd by my Fears of what may chance, 
Or breed upon our abſence, that may blow 
No ſneaping Winds at home, to make us ſay. 
This is put forth too truly: Beſides, I have ſtay d 
To tire your Royalty. | | 

Teo. We are tougher, Brother, 
Than you can put us'to't. 

Pol. No longer ſtay, , a8 

Leo. One ſey'n Night longer. 

Pol. Very ſooth, to Morrow. 

Leo. Well part the time between's then: and in that 
-Pll no gain- ſaying. 

Pol. Prefs me not, beſeech you, ſo; | 
There is no Tongue that moves, none, none i th World: 
So ſoon as yours, could win me: ſo it ſhould now 
Were there Neceſſity in your Requeſt, altho' 

*Twere needful I deny'd it. My Affairs 
Do even drag me homeward; which to hinder, 
Were, in your Love, a Whip to me; my ſtay, 
To you a Charge and Trouble: To fave both, 
: Farewel, our Brother. | 
Leo. Tongue-ty'd, our Queen? ſpeak you. | 
Her. J had thought, Sir, to have held my peace, until 
You had drawn Oaths from him, not to ſtay : You, Sir, 
Charge him too coldly. Tell him, you are ſure 
All in Bohemia's well: This Satisfaction 
The by-gone Day proclaim'd; ſay this to him, 
He's beat from his beſt Ward. 
Leo, Well ſaid, Hermione, 
Her. To tell, he longs to ſee his Son, were ſtrong; 
But let him ſay fo then, and let him go; / 
But let him ſwear fo, and he ſhall not ſtay, 
We'll thwack him hence with Diſtaffs. 
Yet of your Royal Preſence, I'll adventure [To Polixenes. 
The borrow of a Week. When at Bohemia 
You take my Lord, Til give him my Commiſſion, 
To let him there a Month, behind the Geſt 
Perfix'd for's parting: Yet, good heed, Leontes, 


D 4 ; I 


— — — 


* 
— — — 
n - =, >— > ——— 2 — 
= 


W 


8 The WIx TER“ Dani | 


I love thee not a jar o' th' Clock behind 
What Lady ſhe her Lord. n * . 
Pol. No, Madam. 404A (> [153 4 
Her, Nay, but you ahh: ben 1 
Pol. I may not verily. 1 bi. Fi4 W 
Her, Verily ?: 8 
You put me off with limber Vowss but I,. 
Tho you would ſeek t unſphere the Stars with babe 
Should yet ſay, Sir, no going: Verily - L 
You ſhall not go; a Lady's verily is wy 
As potent as a Lord's. Will you go yet? | a | 
Force me to keep you as a Prifoner, \ 
Not like a Gueſt? So you ſhall pay your Fees * 
When you depart, and fave your Thanks. How: 5 you? 
My Priſoner? or my Gueſt ? by your dread * 
One of them you ſhall be. 
Fol. Your Gueſt then, Madam: 
To be your Priſoner, ſhould import offendings 
Which is for me leſs eaſie to FORMA, | 
Than you to puniſh, 
Her. Not your Goaler then, | 
But your kind Hoſteſs; come, III queſtion you. T1 
Of my Lord's Tricks and yours, when Fon were Ku 
You were pretty Lordings then? 
Pol. We were, fair Queen, 
Two Lads, that thought there was no more bel, 
But ſuch a Day to Morrow, as to Day: 
And to be Boy eternal. ot IM 
Her. Was not my Lord 1 
The verier Wag o th twWo?ꝰ 
Pol. We were as twinn d Lambs, that did fk ch Sun 
And bleat the one at th other: What we e Wy 
Was Innocence for Innocence; we knew not y 
The Doctrine of ill-doing, no nor dream'd 
That any did: Had we purſu d that Life, 
And our weak Spirits ne er been higher reard N 
With ſtronger Blood, we ſhould have anſwer'd Heaven: 
Boldly, Not Guilty; the W . 2 00> 
Hereditary ours. 248d! of 
| Her, By this we gather e eie 
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—You haye tript ſince. 

© Pol; O my moſt ſacred Lady, 

Temptations have fince then been born to's; for 
In thoſe unffedg d Days, was my Wife a Girl; 
Your precious ſelf had then not croſs d wa Eyes 
Of my young Play-fellow. 

Her. Grace to boot: 

Of this make no Concluſion, leſt you ay 

Your Queen and I are Devils. Vet go on, 

Th' Offences we have made you do, we'll anſwer, 
If you firſt ſinn d with us, and that with us 
You did continue Fault; and that you {lipt not 
With any but with us. 

Leo. Is he won yet? 

Her. He'll ſtay, my Lord. | 7 

Leo. At my Requeſt he would not: 

Hermione; my deareſt, thou never ſpok*ſt 
To better Purpoſe. 

Her. Never? 

Leo. Never, but once, 

Her. What? havel twice ſaid well? When was't before! 
1 prethee tell me; Cram's with Praiſe, and make's 
As fat as tame things: One good Deed, dying tongueleſs, 
Slaughters a thouſand, waiting upon that. 
Our Praiſes are our Wages. You may ride's 
With one ſoft Kiſs a thouſand. Furlongs, ere 
With Spur we heat an Acre. But to th*Goal: 

My laſt good Deed was to intreat his ſtay; 

What was my firſt? It has an elder Siſter, | | 

Or I miſtake you: O, would her Name were Grace, 
But once before I ſpake to th! purpoſe? when? 

Nay, let me have't; I long. 

Leo, Why, that was when F 
Threecrabbed” Months had ſowr'd themſelves to Death, 
Ere I could make thee open thy white Hand, 

And clepe thy ſelf, my Love; then didft  chou utter, 
I am yours for ever. 

Her. "Tis Grace indeed. | 
Why lo you now; } have dere to A prrpole tre; 
The one for cyer earn d a Royal Husband; 

Ds Thi o- 
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Th' other, for ſome while a Friend. | 


Leo. To hot, too hot 18 © [Ade 


To mingle Friendſhip far, is mingling Bloods... 

I have Tremor Cordis on me my Heart dances, 
But not for Joy not 30 — T Entertziment 
May a free Face put on; derives a Libertx 
From Heartineſs, from Bounty, fertile -« WH 

And well becomes the Agent; t may, I grant; 

But to be padling Palms, and pi Fingers, 

As now they are, and making practis Smiles 


As in a r then to Sigh, as were | 


The Mort o ; oh, that is Entertainment 
My Boſom likes not, nor my W 
Art thou my Boy? NP 
Mam. Ay, my good Lord. 
Les. I fecks! 
Why that's my Baweock; what? Eda aan, Noſe? 
They ſay it is a Copy out 'of mine. Come, Captain, 
We muft be neat; not Neat, but cleanly, Captain, 
And yet the Steer, the Heifer, and the Calf, 
Are all call d Neat. 75 Virginallin 


[Ob&ſervmg >. 5.2 an pins: 


Upon his Palm—— How now, you wanton Calf! 


Art thou my Calf? | 
Mam. Yes, if you will, my Lord. [have 
Leo. Thou want a rough Fa Paſh, and the Shoot that 
To be full, like me, Yet they K 
Almoſt as like as Eggs; Women fay ſo, 
That will ſay any thing; but were they falſe, 
As O'er-dyd Blacks, as Winds, as Waters; falſe 
As Dice are to be wiſh'd, by one that fixes. 
No Bourne 'twixt his and mine; yet were it true, 
To oy this Boy were like me. Come, Sir Page, 
8 n me with your welking Eye, ſweet Villain. 


Moft dearefl. my Collop—— Can thy Dam? may t _. | 


Imagination] thou doſt ſtab to th _ | 

Thou doſt make poſſible things not be ſo held, 
Communicat't of Dreams——haw can this be? 
With what's unreal, thou cuactive art, 4 

And follow'ſ nothing. Then tis very credent, 
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Thou may'ſt co-join with ſomething, and thou doſt, 
And that beyond commiſſion, and I find it, 
And that to the Infection of my Brains, 
And hardning of my Brows. | 
Pol. What means Sicilia? 
Her. He ſomething ſeems unſetled. 
Pol. How? my Lord? 


Te. Whatcheer? how is it with you, my beſt Brother? 


Her. You look as if you held a Brow of much diſtraction. 
Are you mov'd, my Lord? 
+ Teo, No, in earneſt, 
How ſometimes Nature will betray its Folly ! 
Its Tendernefs! and make it ſelf a Paſtime 
To harder Boſoms! Looking on the Lines 
Of my Boy's Face, methoughts I did recoil 
Twenty three Years. and ſaw my ſelf unbreech'd, 
In my green Velvet Coat; my r muzzled, 
Leſt it ſhould bite its Mafter, and fo prove, 
As Ornaments oft do, too dangerous; 
How like, methought, 1 then was to this Kernel, 
This Squaſh, this Gentleman. Mine honeft Friend, 
Will you take Eggs for Mony? 

Mam. No, my Lord, I'll fight. 

Leo. You will! why happy Man be's dole. My Brother, 


Are you ſo fond of your young Prince, as we 


Do ſeem to be of ours? 
Pol. If at home, Sir, | 
He's all my Exercife, my Mirth, my Matter; 


Now my ſworn Friend, and then mine Enemy; f 


My Parafite, my Soldier, States. man, all; 
He make's a Fuly's day ſhort as December, 
And with his varying Childneſs, cures ia me 
Thoughts, that d thick my Blood. 

Leo. So ſtands this Squire | 
Offic'd with me: We two will walk, my Lord, 
And leave you to your graver fteps. Hermione, 
How thou lov'ft us, ſhew in our Brother's welcome 
Let what is dear in Sicily be cheap; 
Next to thy ſelf, and my young Royer, he's 
Apparent to my Heart, cy 
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Her. If you would ſeek us, | 4 
We are yours i' th Garden: ſnall's attend you dere? 

Leo. To your own bents diſpoſe you; you'll be found, 
Be you beneath the Sky: I am angling now, 
Tho? you perceive me not how I give Line, 
Go to, go to. [ Aſede, obſerving Her. 
How ſhe holds up the Nib! the Bill to him 
And arms her with the boldneſs of a Wife - [Exerrt Po- 

lix. Her. and Attendants. Manent Leo. Mam. and Cam. 

To her allowing Husband. Gone already! 
Inch thick, Knee deep; o'er Head and Ears a ſork d one. 
Go play, Boy, lay—— Thy Mother plays, and * 
Play too; but fo iſgrac'd 4 ban, whoſe Iſſue 
Will hiſs me to my Grave: Contempt and Can er | 
Will be my Knel. Goplay, Boy, play There es 
Or I am much deceiv d, Cuckolds ere now; 4. 
And many a Man there is, even at this preſent, - 
Now while I ſpeak this, holds his Wife by th' 
That little thinks ſhe has been {luic'd in's abſenc 


And his Pond adde by his next Neighbour, bj kt 


Sir Smile, his Neighbeur: Nay. there's comfort Mr 
Whiles other Men have Gates, and thoſe Gates open d, 
As mine, againſt their Will. Should all Deſpair; _. 
That have revolted Wives, the tenth of Mankind + +» ' 
Would hang themſelves; - Phyſick for't there's nal: 


It is a bawdy Planet, that will ſtrike - a N 


Where tis predominant; and 'tis powerful: think: it. 
From Eaſt, Weſt, North and South, be it cee 
No Barricado fora Belly. Know't, 413.7 th vo 


It will let in and out the Enemy, 18 
Vith Bag and Baggage: Many a thouſand ofs * 
Have the De not. How now, rods bb - 


Mam. I am like you, they ſay. 

Leo. Why that's iome comfort. * 
What? Camillo there? * ; 

Cam. Ay, my good Lord. 

Leo. Go play, Mamillus—— thou're a an > honeſt TY 


Camillo; this oy Sir will yer ſtay —— +. Þ 
Cam. You h — ado to make his Anchor 
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When you caſt out, it ſtill came home. | 
Leo. Didſt note it? wi * 
Cam. He would not ſtay at how Pericions — 
His Buſineſs more material. 15 
Leo. Didſt perceive it?;ʒ̃⸗ſ 7% ad& yore: ? 
They're here with me already; whifiving, rounding; | 
Sieilia is a ſo- forth; tis far gone, 10 1 
When I ſhall guſt it laſt. How met. . 
That he did ſtay? 2611 | r 
Cam. At — good Queen's Entreaty: * 
Leo. At the Queen's bet; Good ſhould, be pertinent; 
But ſo it is, it is net. Was this takeeeen 
By any underſtanding Pate but thine? 
For thy Conceit is ſoaking, will dravy in 
More than the common Blocks; not noted, is't, 
But of the finer Natures? By ſome Severals 
Of Head-piece extraordinary? Lower Meſſes 
Perchance are to this Buſineſs purblind? Say. 
Cam. Buſineſs, my Lord? I think mol  underflnd 1 71 
Bohemia ſtays here: langer. 1 1. by 4 
Leo. Ha? 
Cam. Stays here longer. 
Leo. Ay, but why? — 
Cam. To ſatisfie your Highnels, and the Tatrenties 
Of our moſt gracious Miſtreſs. 
Leo. Satisfie ? . | 
Th' Entreaties of your Miſreſ: ? See 
Let that ſuffice, I have truſted thee, Camillo 
With all the neareſt things to my Heart, as well 
My Chamber-Councels, wherein, Prieſt like, thou | 
Haſt cleans'd my Boſom: 1, from thee departed. _ 
Thy Penitent reform'd; but we have been 
Deceiv'd in thy Integrity; I | 
In that which ſeems fo. 
Cam. Be it forbid,, my Lore. | 
Leo. To bide upon't; thou art not honeſt ;: or, 
If thou inclin'ſt that way; thou art a Coward, | 
Which hoxes Honeſty behind, reſtraining 
From Courſe requir d; or elſe thou muſt be dente 


A Seryant grafted in my ſerious Trult, . 
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And therein n ligent; or elſe a Fool, 
That ſeeſt a Gs plaid — the ah RS” 
And tak A it Gor 3 Jeſt.” HOY. 
Cam. My gracious Lord, nl 

I may be negligent, fooliſh and fearful; 


In _—_—— of theſe, no Man is free, 13 
But that his hes = Ira his Folly, Fear, 4 
Amongſt the te Doing of the World, . 
Sometime puts forth in your Affairs, my Lord. A. 
If ever I were wilfal negligent, $9 
It was my Folly; if induſtriouſly  — _ * 
I play'd the Fool, it was m - 1: 
Not weighing well the End; if ever — We. i 
To do a thing, where I the fue doubted,  _* 
Whereof the Execution did ery out * * 
Againſt the Non- performance, twas a rear 125 
Which oft infe@s the Wiſeſt: Theſe, my Lord, 15 
Are ſuch allow'd Infirmities, that Honefty 1 oP 
Is never free of. But beſeech your Grace Gb 
Be plainer with me, let me know my „ * 
By its own Viſage; if I then N i,” | 5 
Tis none of mine. | | 2 
3 not wm bt 05 
(But that's you have, or E eghls 5 
Is thicker — a Cobol! d's Horn) 1 44 
| (For to a Viſion fo apparent, Rumour {2124452 1 
Cannot be mute) or t ht (for Copitation + W 
Reſides not in that Man, that do's not think) 11 
My Wife is ſlippery? If thou wilt, confeſs, #13 
Or elſe be impudently Negative, * 
To have nor Eyes, nor Ears, nor Thought, * "i ball 
My Wife's a Hobby-Horſe, deſerves n my * 
As rank as any Flax-wench, that put =. 


Before her Troth-plight : Say't and 5 ye. 
Cam. I would not be a Stander- 


My Sovereign Miſtreſs. clouded fo, 2 
preſent Vengeance taken; 'hrew m Heart, 
You r never ſpoke what did become you leſs 
F N 1 
+ aaa a tg feet ng | 
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Leo. Is Whiſpering nothing? n 
Is leaning Cheek to Cheek? 1s meeting Noſes? 
Kiſſing with inſide Lip? Stapping the Career 
Of Laughter, with a Sigh? A Note infallible 
Of breaking Honeſty: horſing Foot on Foot? 
Skulking in Corners? wiſhing Clocks more ſwift ? 
Hours Minutes? The Noon Midnight? and all Eyes 
Blind with the Pin and Web, but theirs; theirs only, 
That would unſeen be wicked? Is this nothing? er 
Why then the World, and all that's in't, is nothing; 
The covering Sky is nothing, Bahamis nothing 
My Wife is nothing, nor nothing have theſe Nothings, 
If this be nothing. . 
Cam. Geod my Lord, be cur d | ye” 
Of this diſeas d Opinion, and betimes, . 
For tis moſt dangerous, 
Leo. Say it be, tis true. 
Cam. No, no, my Lord. 
Leo. It is; you lie, you lie: 
I ſay thou lieſt, Camillo, and I hate thee, | 
Pronounce thee a grols Lowt, a mindleſs Slave, 
Or elſe a hovering Temperizer, that 
Canſt with thine Eyes at once fee Good and Evil, 
123 to them both: Were my Wie's Liver 
Infected, as her Life, ſhe would not live 
The running of one Glaſs 
Cam. Who do's infect her? 11 
Leo. Why he that wears her like her Medal, hanging 
About his Neck, Bohemia; who, if I | 
Had Servants true about me, that bear Eyes 
Jo ſee alike mine Honour, as their Profits, 
Their own particular Thrifts, they would do that, 
Which ſhould undo more doing: I, and thou 
His Cup- bearer, whom I from meaner Form 
Have bench d, and rear d to worſhip, who may'ſt ſee - 
Plainly, as Heav'n ſees Earth, and Earth ſees Heay'n, + 
How I am gall d, thou migbt'ſt be-ſpice a Cup, 
To give mine Enemy a lefing Vier, 
Which Draught to me were Cordial, 
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Cam. Sir, my Lord, 2] I 


1 could do this, and that icli no raſh . 


But with a lingring Dram, that ſhould not won, 1 


Maliciouſly, like a Poiſon: But I cannot 
Believe this Crack to be in my dread Miſtreſs, 
So ſoveraignly being honourable. + 

J have —_ — — 

Leo. Make that t n, an 80 rot: 
Do'ſt think I am firm ſo unſetled, | 
To ap int my ſelf in this Vexation ? 
Sully the Purity and 'Whiteneſs of my Sheets, 


Which to preſerve, is Sleep; which — ſpotted, K 


Is Goads, Thorns, Nettles, Tails of Waſps: 
Give Scandal to the Blood o'th* Prince, my Son, 
Who I do think is mine, and love as mine, 
Without ripe moving to't ? Won I 66 ant 
Could Man ſo blench? 
Cam. I muſt believe you, Sir; ben 


I do, and will fetch off Bohemia fort: 
Provided, that when he's remov d, your Highnefs | 


Will toke again your Queen, as yours at firſt, ' 
Even for your Son's fake, and thereby for ſealing 
The Injury of Tongues, in Courts and it IE 
Known and-ally'd to yours. 

Leo. Thou doſt adviſe me, | 
Even ſo as I mine own Courſe have ſet FROG 
I'll give no Blemiſh to her Hotour, none. 

Cam. My Lord, 
Go then; ar with. a Dosen as hen 


As Friendſhip wears at Feaſts, keep with Bohemia, 4 


And with your Queen: I am his Cup-bearer, 
If from ns he have wholeſome Beveridge, 0 
Account me not your r | 

Leo. This is all 3 
Do't, and thou haſt the one "Half of my Heart; 


Dor not; thou ſplit'ſt thine own. 97 . "y 


Cam. Vil got, my Lord. 
Leo. 3 will ſeem friendly, as thou hat adhied 
Cam. © miſerable Eady: But for me! 
Whaz Cale fand I in? 1 muſt be the Poiſoner 
AJ 8 
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eod Polixenes, and my Ground to det, 
2 the Obedience to a Ma er, one, 
Who in Rebellion with himſelf, will haye 
All that are his, ſo too. To this Deed 
Promotion follows. If I could find Example. 
Of thouſands that had ſtruck anointed Kings, 
And flouriſh'd after, I'dinot do't: But fince , _ - 
Nor Braſs, nor Stone, nor Parchment bears not n 
Let Villany it ſelf forſwear'r. I muſt 
Forſake the Court; To do't, or ne, is certain 
To me a Break-neck. Happy Star, reign now. 
Here comes Bohemia. 
Enter Polixenes. 
Pol. This is ſtrange! Methinks 
My Favour here begins to Net ſpeak? 


| Good: Day, Camillo. 


Cam. lai, moſt Roy al Sir. 
Pol. What is the —— th Court? 
Cam. None rare, my Lord. 


+ 


F 


Pol. The King hath on him ſuch a 44 opp 


As he had loſt ſome Province, and a Region 
Lov'd, as he loves himſelf : Even now 1 met him 
With cuſtomary Compliment, When he 
Wafting his Eyes to th' contrary, and falling 

A Lip of much Contempt, ſpeeds from me, and 
So leaves me to conſider what is breeding, 
That changes thus his Manners. | 

Cam. 1 dare not know, my Lord. 


Pol. How, dare not? do not? Do you know, and darenot $- 


Be intelligent to me, tis thereabouts:; |, _- 

For to your ſelf, what you do know, , you muſt, 
And cannot ſay, you dare not. Good Camillo, 
Your chang'd Complexions are to me a Mirror, 


Which ſhews me mine d too; for 1 muſt is ; 


A Party in this Alteration, finding 
My ſelf thus alter d with it, 

Cam. There is a Sickneſs > Se 
Which puts ſome of us in » but 


cannot name Ea . 
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Pol. How caught of me? 
Make me not ſighted like the Bafilick. 
1 have look'd on Thouſands, who have fped hae 
By my Regard, but kill'd none ſo: Camilla, 
As you are certainly a Gentleman, thereto 
Clerk. like expedienc d, which no leſs Adorns 
Our Gentry, than our Parents noble Names, © i 
In whoſe Sueceſs we are gentle: I beſeech * 
If you know ought vvhich dos behove my 'Knowledgi 
Thereof to be i id, 3 not 
In ignorant Concealment. | 
pag _ not — 1 17 
P Siekneſs cau me, and yet | 
1 muft be anſwer'd. — thou hear, Ganll, 
] conjure thee by all the Parts of Man, 
Which Honour de's acknowledge, whereof the leut 
Is not this Suit of mine, that thou declare 
What Incideney thou doſt gueſs of Harm 5 
Is creeping towards me; how far off, how neur, 
Which way to red, if to be; 
If not, how beft to bear it. 
Cam. Sir, I will tell you, | 
Since I am charg'd in Honour, and by him 
That I think honourable; therefore mark my Counſel, 
Which muſt be ev'n as ſwiftly follow'd as | 
Src to utter it; or both your ſelf and me, 
ry loſt, and ſo Night. 
Fol. On, good E 
. Cars. I am appointed 'to murder you. 
Pol. By whom, Camille? 
Cam. By the King. | 
Pol. For what? - : 
Cam. He thinks, ey with al Confidence he Herr 
= he had ſeen'r, . 
o vice you tot, that have toucht Queen 
Forbiddenly. 25 
Pol. Oh then, my beft Blogd tüm 
* To an infected Gelly, and my Name ; 
Be yoak'd with his that did betray the beft; 


Turg then my freſheſt Reputation"to! * 
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A Savour, that may ſtrike the dulleſt Noſtril 
Where 1 arrive; and my Approach be ſhun'd, 
Nay hated too, worſe than the great'ſt Infection 
That e er was heard, or read. 
Cam. Swear his Thought over 
By each particular Star in Heav'n, and 
By all their Influences; you may as well 
Forbid the Sea for to obey the Moon, 
As or by Oath remove, or Counſel ſhake 
The Fabrick of his Folly, whoſe Foundation 
Is pil'd upon his Faith, and will continue 
The ing of his Body. 
Pol. How ſhould this grow? 
Cam. I know not; but I am ſure tis ſafer to 
Avoid what's grown, than queſtion how tis born, 
If therefore you dare truſt: my Honeſty, 
That lyes incloſed in this Trunk, which you 
Shall bear along impawn'd, away to Night; 
Your Followers I will whiſper to the Buſineſs, 
And will by twoes, and threes, at ſeveral Poſterns, 
Clear them o'th' City. For my ſelf, Ell put 
My Fortunes to your Service, which are here 
By this Diſcoyery loſt. Be not uncertain, 
For by the Honour of my Parents, 1 
Have utter d Truth; which if you ſeek to prove, 
I dare not ſtand by; nor fhall you be ſafer 
Than one condemned by the King's own Muth: 
Thereon his Execution ſworn. 
Pol. I do believe thee: 
I faw his Heart in's Face. Give me thy Hand; 
— . 1 and thy Places ſhall J * 
Still neigbbour mine. My Ships are ready, 
My People did expect By hence departure 
TWw˖ oO Days ago. This Jealouſie 
Is for a precious Creature; as ſhe's rare, 
Muſt it be great; and, as his Perſon's mighty, 
Muſt it be violent; and, as he do's conceive, 
He is diſhonour'd by a Man, which ever 
Proſeſs d to him, why his Revenges muſt 
In that be made more bitter. Fear. o'er-ſhades * cod 
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Good Expedition be my Friend, and comfort 

The gracious Queen, part of his Theam; but nothing 

Of his ill. tane Suſpicion, Come, Camillo, 

I will reſpect thee as a Father, if 4222327 

Thou bear'ſt my Life off hence, Let us avoid. 
Cam. It is in mine Authority to command | 

The Keys of all the Poſterns: Pleaſe your Highneſs 


' 


To take the _ Hour, e Si, wy. FE 


4 a to 
— 


A CT II. SCENE I. 
Enter Hermione, Mamillus, and Ladies. 
Her. AK E the Boy to you; een 
T Tis paſt 9 
1 Lady. Come, my gracious Lord, 
Shall I be your Play-fellow? 
Mam. No, III none of you. | 
1 Lady. Wh ſweet Lordꝰ 
Mam. You'll ki me hard, and ſpeak to me, us if 
I weze a Baby ftill; I love you better.. 
2 Lady. And why fo, my Lond? | 
Mam. Not for becauſe ; 
Four Bros are blacker; yet black Brows, they for, b 
Become ſome Wamen beſt, ſo that there be not 
Too much Hair there, bei in a Semicircle, 
Or a Half-Moon made with a Pen. 
2 Lady. Who taught you this? vid wei 
Mam. I learn d it out of Womens Faces: Pro now, 
What Colour be your Eye-brows? - , | 
1 Lady. Blue, my Lord, 
Mam. Nay, that's a Mock: I have ſcen a Lady' s Noſe 
That has been blue, but not her Eye- brows. 
1 Lady. Hark ye, 
The Queen, your Mother, monde apace: We ſhall 
Preſent our Services to a fine new Prince © [ 
One of theſe Days, and then vou! wanton n | 
Maa — aim n 0 271 
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2 Lady. She is ſpread. of late 


Inte a goodly Bulk, good Time encounter her. 


Her. What Wiſdom ſtirs amongſt you? Come, Sir, now 


| I am for you again. Pray you it by us, 
And tell's a Tale, 


Mam. Merry, or fad, ſhall't be? 
Her. As merry as you will. 
Mam. A fad Tale's beſt for Winter. 


c baue one of Sprights and Goblins, 


Her. Let's have that, good Sir. 
„me on, fit down. Come on, and do your beſt, 


I fright me with your Sprights:' You Fepowerful at its 


Mam. There was a Man 

Her. Nay, come fit down; then on. 

Mam. Dwelt by a Church-yard: I will tell it 2 
ond Crickets ſnall not hear it. 

Her. Come on then, and give't me in mine Ear 

Enter Leontes, Antigonus, an Lords. 

Leo. Was he met there? his Train? Camillo with bim? 

Lord. Behind the Tuft of Pines l met them; never 
aw Men ſcowr fo on their . I ey'd them 
ven to their Ships. 

Leo. How bleſt am I 


In my juſt Cenſure? In my t true © Oplolont my 


Alack, for leſſer Knowledge, how accurs'd, 

In being ſo bleſt? There may be in the Cup 

A Spider ſteep'd, and one may drink; depart, + 
And yet partake no Venom; for his Knowledge 
Is not infected; but if one preſent 

Th abborr d Ingredient to bis Eye, make known 


How he hath drunk, he cracks his Gorge, his Sides 


With violent Hefts. I have drunk, and ſeen the Spider, 
Camillo was his Help in this, his Pander: 

There is a Plot againſt my Life, my Crown; © © 
All's true that is miſtruſted; that falſe Villain, 
Whom I employ'd, was pre-employ'd by bends 

He hath diſcoyer'd my Defign, and I 

Remain a pinch'd Thing; yea, 2 very Trick 

For them to phy at wi : How came the omg 
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Lord. By his great Authority, _ _ rs | 
Which fad no leſs ms. 2 1 * C 
On your Command. | | 

Leo. I know't * well. 

Give me the Boy, I am glad you did not nurſe him, 
Though he do's 5 ſome of me, Jet * 
Have too much Blood in him. | * e 

Her. What is this? Sport? | 

Teo. Bear the Boy hence, he ſhall not come about hers 
Away with him, . let her ſport herjſelf 

With that ſhe's big with, for tis 44 

Has made thee ſwell thus. 


4 


Her. But I Id ſay he had not; CT 


And I'll be ſworn 7 believe my Saying, 
How e er you lean to th Nayward. 
Leo. You, my Lords, 
Look on, her, mark her well; be but about 
To ſay ſhe is 2 goodly. Lady, and 
The Juſtice: of your 58 will thereto add. 
"Tis- ity ſhe's not honeſt: Honourable: 
Praiſe but for this her without-door Form, 


Which on my Faith deſerves mg Speech, and ſtraight 3 


The Shrug, the Hum, or Ha, theſe Petty - brands 
That — doth uſe; Oh I am out, 5 
That Mercy do's, for Calumny will fear | | 
Virtue it ſelf, theſe; Shrugs, theſe Hum's, and Ha's, 
When you have faid ſhe's s goodly, come between 
Ere you can ſay ſhe's. honeſt: But bet known, 
From him that 19 moſt Cauſe to grieve it ſhould be, 
She's an Adultreſs. 
Her. Should a Villain ſay ſo, 
The moſt repleniſh'd Villa 3 in the World, | 
He were as much more Villain: You, my- Lk 
Do but miſtake... | 
Leo. Vou haye miſtook, my Lady, 
Polixenes for Leontes. O thou. thi | 
Which I'll not eall a Creature of 5 Place, 
Leſt Barbariſm, making me the renden. 


Should a like Language uſe to all Degrees, 
And mannerly Difunguſhment he Gat, | —— 9 * 
4. Betwixt 
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Betwixt the Prince and Beggar. I have ſaid 

She's an Adultreſs, I have ſaid with whom: 

More; She's a Traitor, and Camillo is | 

A Federaty with her, and one that knows * 

What ſhe ſhould. ſhame to know her ſelf, 1 

But with her moſt vild Principal; that ſhe's 

A Bed-Swerver, RY mt as ju be 

That Vulgar give bold'ſt Titles; ay, and privy 

To this t ie Yes Eſcape. | | 
Her, No, by my Lite, 8 

Privy to none of this: How will this grieve you, 

When you ſhall come to clearer Knowledge, that 

You thus have publiſh'd me? Gentle, my Lord, 

You ſcarce can right me throughly then, to ſay 

You did m'ſtake. | | 
Leo. No, if I miftake | 

In thoſe Foundations which I build upon, 

The Center is not big enough to bear 

A School-boy's Top. Away with her, te Priſon: 

He who ſhall ſpeak for her, is afar off guilty, 


- 


Hey: There is ſome ill Planet reigns; 
I muſt be patient, 'till the Heav'ns loo 
With an Aſpect more favourable. Good my Lords, 
I am not prone to weeping, as our Sex DIY, 
Commonly are, the want of which vain Dew 
Perchance ſhalt dry your Pities; but I have 
That honourable Grief lodg'd here, which burns. 
Worſe than Tears drown: Beſeech you all, my Lords, 
With Toughts ſo qualified as your Charities 
Shall beſt inſtruct you, meaſure me; and fo 
The King's Will be perform'd. | 
Leo. Shall I be heard? 
Her, Who ist that goes with me? Beſeech your Highn 
My Women may be with me, for you ſee 
My Plight requires it. Do not weep, good Fools, 
There 1s no cauſe; when you ſhall know your Miſtreſs - 
Has deſcry'd Prifon, then abound in Tears, | 4 
As I come out; this Action I now go on, 
Is for my better Grace, Adieu, my Lord, 
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*I never wiſh'd to ſee you ſorry; now. 


1 truſt I ſhall. My Women come, you have ak 


Leo. Go, do our bidding; hence. 

Lord. Beſeech your Highneſs call the Queen 

Ant. Be certain what you do, Sir, leſt your Ju 
Prove Violence, in the which three great ones ue, 
Your ſelf, your Queen, your Son. | | 

Lord. For ber, my Lord, 
I dare my Life lay down, and will do t. Sir, 
Pleaſe you t accept it, that the Queen is ſpotleſs, 


Ih' Eyes of Hedv'n,'and to 2 1 . U r 
In this which you aceuſe her. rs” ao 2008 

Ant. If it prove + 18} 
She's otherwiſe, I'll Keep my Stables where Wer” | 


I lodge my Wife, IIIl go in — with her: 


Then when 1 feel, and ſee her, no further truft her; 


For every Inch of Woman in the Wordt. 
Ay. every * of eee Flefh i 1s is falſe, "7 48 
Leo. Hold: our Peaces. Fd e t it) odw! of 
Lord. my Lord. | 16 


Ant. It is for you we ſpeak, not for our "FUE 
You are abuſed hy ſome Putter-on, 
That will be damn d for't; would I knew the villain}. | 
I would Land-damn him: Be ſhe Honour-flaw'd,, , 
I have three Daughters; the Eldeſt is Eleven; * 


The ſecond, and the third, nine; and Sons five; & 


If this prove true, they'll pay fort. By mine an 
Il geld em all: Fourteen they ſhall not ſee | 


To bring falſe Generations: They are Co-beirs, 


And had rather glib my felf, than BY 4 

Should not produce fair Iſſue. 79 1 
Leo. Ceaſe, no more: | Y 

{You findilabin Bafoek arith 2 Souls as: cold. | 

As is a dead Man's Noſe; but I do ſee t, ard feel t. 


As you feel doing thus; and ſee withal | 1 
The Inſtruments that feel. 

Ant. If it be ſo, en s. 
We need no Graye to bury Honeſty, LE +. 


. not a Grain of it, the 2 00 ſwceten 1 4 
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Of the whole dungy Earth. 

Leo. What? lack I credit? 

Lord. I had rather you did lack than I, my Lord, 
Upon this Ground; and more it would content me 
To have your Honour true, than your Suſpicion; 

Be blam' 4 fort how you might. FEY 

Leo. Why what need we 
Commune with you for this? But rgther follow 
Our forceful Inſtigation? Our Prerogative 
Calls not your Counſels, but our natural Goodneſs 
Imparts t chis; which, if you, or ſtupified, 

Or ſeeming ſo, in $kill, cannot, or will not 
| Reliſh a Truth, like us: Inform your ſelves, 
We need no more of your Advice: The Matter, 
The Loſs, the Gain, the ord' ring o on't, 
Is all properly ours. 
Ant. And I wiſh, my Liege, 
You had only in your ſilent Judgment try d it, 
Without more Overture. 
Teo. How could that be? 
Eicher thou art moſt ignorant by A by 
Or thou wert born a Fool, 5 Flight 
Added to their Familiarity, 
(Which was as groſs as ever touch'd Conj jecture, 
That lack d Sight only, nonght for for Approdton, 
But only ſeeing all racks Circumſtances 
Made a to th Deed) doth puſh on this Proccediny; 
Yet for à greater Confirmation, / "yy 
(For in an Act of this Importance, were 
Moft pitious to be wild) J have diſpatch d in Poſt, 
To ſacred Delphos, to Apollo's Temple, 
Cleomines and Deon, whom yu know 
Of ſtuff d Sufficiency : Now, from the Oracle 
They will bring all, whoſe Spiritual Counſel had, 
Shall ſtop, or ſpur me. Have I done well? 

Lord. Well done; my Lord. 12 

Leo. Tho' 1 am fatisfy'd, and need no more 
Than what I know; yet ſhall: the Oracle 
een uch as he, 
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Whoſe ignorant Credulity will not 

Come up to th* Truth. So we have choughe i it good 
From our free Perſon; ſhe ſhould be confin'd, if 
Leſt that the Treachery of the two, fled — 160 
Be left her to perform. Come, follow us 
We are to ſpeak in publick; for this Bure + <1 i 

Will raiſe us all. ' 


Ant. To laughter, as I take it. en 
If the ey Tn were known. I Ereunt. 
i 
| © Paulina and 4 PESO | 50 ; p | 
Paul. The Keeper of the Priſon, call to him; 1 F | | 
| [ Exit Gene. 


Let him have the Knowledge whom Lam. Good . 
No Court in Europe is too good for thee; | 
What doſt thou then in Priſon? Now, 890d Sir, 4 
You know me, do you net? Mil * 
Ke. enter Gentleman with the die. 
Goa. For a worthy Lady 8 
And one, hom much I honour, | Sh, © jj 
Pan. Pray you then, #* 57 
Conduct me to the Queen. N. 42 92 1h 
Goa. 1 may not, Madam I's. 
To the contrary L have expreſs Commadmene: 60 
Paw. Here's a. do to lock up Honeſty and Honqur from 
Th Acceſs of gentle Viſitors! Ist dal you +4 
To ſee her Women? Any of them? emit 
5 Goa. Nr Madam, 1 5 
0 rt t Our eee | % 
Shall bring Emilia forth, N K 54, i 
Pau. | pray you now call her . 
Withdraw, q ohr ſelß res. 
Goa. And, Madam 1 1110; 91 
\ I muſt be preſent at your Conference. 
Pau. Well do ir los. Prethee. wy r 
ner Emilia. u I at £4 # \ 
Here's ſach do do male no Stain 4 Stain, 
As aſſes colouring. De: r * o man, 
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How fares our gracious Lady? 

Emil. As well as one ſo great, and ſo forlorn 
May hold together; on her Frights and Griefs, 
Which never render Lady hath born greatec, 
She is, ſomething before her Time, deliver d. 

Pau. A Boy? | Lay 

Emil. A Daughter and a goodly Babe, 

Luſty, and like to live: The Queen receives 
Much Comtort in't. Says, My poor Priſoner, - 
I am innocent as you. | oY 

Pau. I dare be {wora: n 


Theſe dangerous unſate Lunes i' ch King beſhrew them, | 


He mutt be told on't, and ſhall; the Office 
Becomes a Woman beſt, II takC't upon me, 

If I prove Honey-mouth'd. let my Tongue bliſter; 
And never to my red-look'd Anger be 

The Trumpet any more. Pray yuu Emilia, 
Commend my beſt Obedience to rhe Queen, 

If ſhe dares truſt me with her little Babe, 

Fil ſhew't the King, and undertake to be "mw 
Her Advocate to th' loud'ſt. We do not know 
How he may ſoften at the Sight o'th* Child: 

The Silence often of pure Innocence 

Perſuades, when Speaking fails, 

Emil, Moſt worthy Madam, .) 
Your Honour and your Goodneſs.is ſo evident, 
That your free Undertaking cannot miſs / .. - 

A thriving Iſſue: There is no Lady living 

So meet for this great Errand; pleaſe your Ladyſhip 
To viſit the next Room, I'll preſently 

Acquaint the Queen of your molt noble Offer, 


Who but to Day hammered of this Deſign, 


But durſt not tempt a Miniſter of Honour, 
Leſt ſhe ſhould be deny'd, 
Pax. Tell her, Emilia, 


wu uſe that Tongue 1 have; if Wit flow fronv'e, 


As Boldneſs from my Boſom, let't not be doubted 
I ſhall do good. ; : 


Emil. Now be you bleſt for it: | 
II to the Queen; Pleaſe you come ſomething nearer. 
OTE: G, 
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. Goa. Madam, if't pleaſe the Queen to ſend the Babe, 
I know not what J ſhall — it, % 
Having no Warrant. 
Pas. You need not fear it, Sir; 
The Child was Priſoner to the Womb, and is 
By Law and Proceſs of great Nature, thence 
Free'd, and enfranchis'd, not a Party to 
The Anger of the King, nor guilty of, 
If any be, the Treſpaſs of the Queen. 
Goa. I do believe it. | ; 
Pau. Do not you fear; upon mine Honour, 1 
Will ſtand betwixt you and Danger. TE xeum. 


SCENE III. 


Enter Leonatus, Antigonus, Lords and other Attendants. 


Tes. Nor Night, nor Day, no reſt; it is but Weakneſs 
To bear the Matter thus; meer Weakneſs, if * 
The Cauſe were not in Being; part o'th* Cauſe, 
She, th* Adultreſs; for the Harlot-King i 
Is quite beyond mine Arm; out of the Blank 
Aud Level of my Brain; Plot- proof; but ſne 
I can hook to me: Say that ſhe were gone, 
Given to the Fire, a Moiety of my Reſt 
Might come to me again. Who's there? 
| Enter an Attendant. ©; 
Atten. My Lord. 1 | 
Leo. How do's the Boy ? 1 
Aten. He took good Reſt to Night; tis hop'd 
His Sickneſs is diſcharg d. 0 
Leo. To ſee his Nobleneſs! | 1 8 
Conceiving the Diſhonour of his Mother, N | 
He ſtraight declin'd, droop'd, took it deeply, 
Faſten d, and fix d the Shame on't in bimſelf; 
Threw off his Spirit, his Appetite, his Sleep, 
And down. right languiſh'd. Leave me ſolely; go, 
See how he fares. Fie, fie, no Thought of him, 
The very Thought of my Revenges that way, 
Recoyl upon me; in himſelf too Mighty: 
Until a Time may ſerve, for preſent Vengeance | 
yg, ; + vt Take 
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Take it on her. Camillo, and Polixenes beta 
Laugh at me, make their Paſtime at my Sorrow; 
They ſhould not laugh, if I could reach them, nor 
Shall ſhe, within my Power. | 
Enter Paulina with a Child. 
Tord. You muſt not enter. 

Pau. Nay rather, good my Lords, be ſecond to me: 
Fear you his tyrannous Paſhon, more, alas, 
Than the Queen's Life? A gracious innocent Soul, 
More free than he is jealous. | . 

Ant. That's enough. 

Atten. Madam, he hath not ſlept to Night; commanded 
None ſhould come near him. 7 

Pau. Not ſo hot, good Sir, 
I come to bring him Sleep. *Tis ſuch as you 
That creep like Shadows by him, and do figh 


At each his needleſs heavings; ſuch as you 


Nouriſh the Cauſe of his awaking. I 
Do come with words, as medicinal, as true; 
Honeſt as either, to purge him of that Humour, 
That preſſes him from Sleep. Pa 

Leo. What noiſe there, ho? 

Pau. No noiſe, my Lord, but needful Conference, 
About ſome Goſſips for your Highneſs. 

Leo. How? \ 
Away with that audacious Lady. Antigonus, 
I charg'd thee that ſhe ſhould not come about me, 
I knew ſhe would. 1 

Aut. I told her ſo, my Lord, 
On your Diſpleaſure's Peril and on mine, 6 
She ſhould not viſit you. 

Leo. What? canſt not rule her? 

Pan, From all Diſhoneſty he can; in this, + 
oy he eng courſe that you have done, 

mmit me, for committing truſt it, 
He ſhall not rule me. F 70 i 

Ant. La-you now, you hear, 
When ſhe will take the Rein, I let her run, 
But ſhe'll not ſtumble, 

Pan. Good my Liege, I come 

E 3 And 


- 
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And I Bro you hear me, who profeſs 1 * 


My ſelf your loyal Servant, your Phyſician, 4 | 
Your moſt obedient Counſellor : Yet that dares - 


Leſs appear fo, in comforting your Evils, * 
Than fuch as moſt em yours; I fay, 1 come 4 
1 your 2 Queen. 5 

geen ? | 


— rf Good 5 my Lord, een, 
I ſay good Queen; l pood V 


And 4 by Combat, make her good, were 1 
A Man, the worſt about you. : 
Leo. Force her hence. 
Pau. Let him that makes but Trifles of his Eyes 
- Firſt hand me: On mine own accord Pl! off, 
But firſt, I do my Errand. The good Queen, 
For ſhe is good, hath brought you forth a Daughter, | 
Here tis; commends it to your Bleſſing. | 
[Laying down the . 
Teo. Out! 


A mankind Witch! Hence with her, out DF 
A moſt intelligencing Bawd. g 
Pau. Not fo, 
1am as ignorant in that as you, | 
In ſo entitling me; and no leſs honeſt b 
Than you are mad; which is enough, I warrant, 
As this World goes, to paſs for honeſt. 
Leo. Traitors! | 
Will you not puſh her out? Give her the Baſtard. ts Ant; 
Thou Dotard, thou art Woman-tyr'd; unrooſted 
By the Dame Partlet here. Take up the POD 
Take't up, I ſay, give't to the Croan. 
Pau. For ever 
Unvenerable be thy Hands, if thou 
Take'ſt up the Princeſs, by that forced Baſcneſy 
Which he has put upon't. 
Leo. He dreads his Wife. 
Pax. So I would you did: then uk out . ' 
You'd call your Children y yours. | 
Leo. A Neft of Traitors! | 
Ant. I am none, by this good Light, 


\ 


14 


% 
Pau. 
- 


e LA 
The WIN TER'“T Tart. 193 
Pix. Nor I; nor an | 
But one that's here; and that's himſelf, For he, 
The ſacred Honour of himſelf, his Queen's. 
His hopeful Son's, his Babe's betrays to Slander, | 
Whoſe Sting is ſharper*than the Sword's; and will not 
(For as the Caſe now ſtands, it is a Curſe K 
He cannot be compelld to't) once remove | 
The Root of his Opinion, which is rotten, 
As ever Oak or Stone was ſound. 
Nene 3 . 
f boundleſs Tongue, who late hath beat her Husband, 
nd now baits me. This Brat is none of mine, | 
It is the Iſſue of Polixenes, N 
Hence with it, and together with the Dam, 
Commit them to the Fire. 
Pan. It is yours; , 
And, might we lay th' old Proverb to your Charge, 
So like you, tis the worſe. Behold, my Lords, 
Altho? the Print be little, the whole Matter 
And Copy of the' Father; Eye, Noſe, Lip, 
The trick of's Frown, his Forehead, nay the Valley, 
The pretty Dimples of his Chin, and Cheek, his Smiles, 
The very Mold, and frame of Hand, Nail, Finger. 
And thou good Goddeſs Nature, which haſt made it 
So like to him that got it, if thou haſt 
The ordering of the Mind too, monęſt all Colours 
No Yellow in't, left ſhe ſuſpect, as he does, 
Her Children not her Husband's, 
Leo. A groſs Hag! "2 
And Loxel, thou art worthy to be hang d, 
Thou wilt not ſtay her Tongue. > ot: 
Ant. Hang all the Husbands | 
That cannot do that Feat, you'll leave your ſelf 
Hardly one Subject. 
Leo. Once more take her hence. 

Pau. A moſt unworthy-and unnatural Lord 
Can do no more. ” 
Leo. 1'il ha' thee burnt. | 

Pau. | care not; 
It is an Heretick that makes the Fire, 


E 4 No? 
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Not ſhe which burns in't. I'll not call you Tyrant; 
But this moſt. cruel Uſage of your Queen 

(Not able to produce more Accuſation 

Than your own weak-hing'd Fancy) ſometimes rows: 
Of Tyranny, and will ignoble make you, 55 
* 3 md the * | 


Out — the S with 3 were I a Tyr . 
Where were het Life? She durſt not call me ſo, 
If ſhe did know me one. Away with her. | 
Pax. I pray you do not puſh me, Il be gone. 
Look to your Babe, my Lord, tis yours; Zove it 
A better guiding Spirit. What need theſe Hands? 
You that are thus ſo tender o'er his Follies, if 
Will never do him good, not one of bu. | 
So, ſo: Farewel, we are gone. [Exit, 
Leo. Thou, Traitor, haſt ſet on thy Wife to 1 
My Child? away with'c. . Even thou, that haſt. 
A Heart ſo tender Oer it, take it hence, 
And fee it inſtantly conſum d with Fire. 
Even thou, and none but thou? Take it up fraights Wa 
Within this hour bring me Word *tis done, err 
And by good Teſtimony, or I'll ſeize thy Liſe, 
With what thou elſe call ' thine: If thou refuſe, f 
And wilt encounter with my Wrath, ſay ſo; 
The Baſtard-brains with theſe my proper Hands 
Shall I daſh out: Go take it to the Fire, 3 
For thou ſett ſt on thy Wife. 1 ; 
n. I did not, Sir: 2 - 
The Lords, m 1 noble Fellows, if the pleaſe, | 4 
Can clear me in t. 
Lord. We can, my Royal 
Hie is not guilt of her 3 . 1 
2 Be by — bneſs better = 
Lords. Beſeech your ve us 
We have always trul du 1290 225 beſeech you. | 
Wo hare A902 us: And on our Knees — 4 
(As Recompence of our dear Services 
Paft, and to come) that you do change this na 
Which being ſo horrible, {o bloody, mult { 12 


— 


2 
3 
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Lead on to ſome foul Iſſue. We all kneel — 
Leo. I am a Father for each Wind that blows: 
Shall I live on, to ſee this Baſtard kneel, 
And call me Father? better burn it now, 
Than curſe it then. But be it; let it live: 
It ſhall not neither. You Sir, come you hither; [To Ant. 
You that have been fo tenderly officious 
With Lady Margery, your Midwife there, 
To fave this Baſtard's Life; for tis a Baftard, 
So ſure as this Beard's grey: What will you adventure, 
To ſave this Brat's Lite? | 
Ant. Any thing, my Lord, 
That my Ability may undergo, | 
And Nobleneſs impoſe: At leaſt thus much 
Ill pawn the little Blood which I have left, 
To fave the Innocent; any thing poſlible, 
Leo. It ſhall be poſſible; ſwear by this Sword 
Thou wilt perform my bidding. 
Ant. 1 will, my Lord. | 
Teo. Mark and perform it; ſeeſt thou? for the fail 
Of any point in't, ſhall not only be 
Death to thy felf, but to thy lewd-tongu'd Wife, 
Whom for this time we pardon. We enjoin thee, 
As thou art Liege-man to us, that thou carr 
This female Baſtard hence, and that thou bear it 
To ſame remote and defart Place, quite out ? 
Of our Dominions; and that there thou leave it, 
Without much Mercy, to its own Protection, 
And favour of the Climate; as by ſtrange Fortune 
It came to us, I do in Juſtice charge thee, 
On thy Soul's Peril, and thy Body's Torture, 
That thou commend it ſtrangely to ſome place, 
Where Chance may nurſe or end it. Take it up. 
Aut. I ſwear to do this; tho? a preſent Death 
Had been more merciful. Come on, poor Babe, 
Some powerful Spirit inſtruct the Kites and Ravens 
To be thy Nurſes. Wolves and Bears, they ſay, 
(Caſting their Savageneſs aſide) have done 
Like Offices of Pity, Sir, be proſperous | 
In more than this Deed does require; and Bleſſing, _ 
| E 5 Againſt 


"Pp 
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Againſt this Cruelty, fight en th fide, * 
Poor thing condemn'd to Loſs. e [Exit with the Child; 
Leo. No; Vil not rear 6 


Another line. 
| Enter a Meſſenger. 
"Meſ Pleaſe 3 your Highneſs. Poſts | 
From thoſe you ſent to th*Oracle, are come 
An Hour ſince. Cleomines and Dion, 

Being well arriv'd from Delphos, are both landed, 
Haſting to th* Court. | eat 
Lord. So pleaſe you, Sir, their Speed | i 
Hath been beyon Account. F * 4 | 

Leo. Twenty three Days qt 
They have been abſent :, tis good ſpeed; foretels 
The great Apollo ſuddenly will have 
The Truth of this appear. Prepare you Lords, 

Summon a Seffion, that we may Arraign _ A 
Our moſt diſloyal Lady; for as the hath | 7 | 


4 pup ch aceus d, ſo ſhalf ſhe have 
and open Trial. While ſhe lives 


107 Heart will be a Burthen to me, Leere me, 
And think upon my n [ 


— 7 Mi 
ACT H SCENE I 


9 
di 


| Enter Cleomines and Dion. F 

Cle. HE Climate's delicate, the Air moſt ſweet,  - 

| Fertile the Iſle, the Temple n en 4 
The common Praiſe it bears. 75 


Dion. 1 ſhall report, acl 3 4 
For moſt it caught me, the Celeſtial Habits, 


Methinks I ſo ſhould-term them, and the Reyerenc® / 
Of the grave Wearers. O, the Sacrifice; 
How ceremonious, ſolemn, and e e 
It was i th' Offering! 
Allo. But of all, the Burſt | 
And the Ear-deafnin Voice o th Oracle, F 
Ein to Fove's Thunder, ſo ſurpris d my : Senſe; | 5 
That I — * WE. 

| 10s * 
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Dio. If th Event o' th? Journey 
Prove as ſucceſe ful to the Queen 
As it hath been to us, rare, pleaſant, ſpeedy; 
The time is worth the uſe-on't. 

Cleo. Great Apo 
Turn all to th' beſt! 
So forcing Faults upon Hermione, 

I little like. dy 

Dio. The violent Carriage of it | 

Will clear, or end the Buſineſs, when the Oracle, 


Thus by Apollo's great Divine ſeal'd up, 
Shall the Contents diſcover: Something rare 


O be't fo) 


Theſe Proclamations, | 
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Even then will ruſh to Knowledge, Go; freſh Horſes, 


And gracious be the Iſſue, 
8SGEN E. II. 


¶Exeunt. 


Enter Leontes, Lords, Officers, Hermione as 0 her Trial, 


with Paulina and Ladies. 


| Leo. This Seſſions, to our great Grief, we pronounce 


Even puſhes gainſt our Heart. The Party try'd, 
The Daughter of a King, our Wife, and one 
Of us too much beloy'd; let us be clear'd | 
Of being tyrannous, ſin ce we fo openly 
Proceed in Juſtice, which ſhall have due Courſ: 
Even to the Guilt, or the Pur 
Produce the Priſoner. 

Off. It is his Highneſs Pleaſure, that the Queen 
Appear in Perſon here in Court. Silence! 

Leo. Read the Indictment. | 


* 


1 


Offi. Hermione. Queen to the worthy Leontes, Ring of 


Sicilia, thou art here accuſed and arraigned 


High Treaſon, 


in committing Adultry with Polixenes King of Bohemia; and 


conſpiring with Camillo to take away 


the Life of our Sove- 


raign Lord the King, thy Royal Husband; the Pretence where- 
of being by Circumſtances partly laid open. thou Hermione, con- 
trary to the Faith and Allegiance of atrue Subject, didſt coun- 


ſel aud aid them, for 


Night . 


their better ſafety, to fly away by 


Her. 
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Her. Since what I am to ſay, muſt be but that 
Which contradicts my Accuſation, and 
The Teſtimony on my Part, no other 


But what comes from my ſelf, it ſhall ſcarce boot me 


To fay, Not guilty : Mine Integrity 
— Falſhood, ſhall, as I expreſs it, 
Be ſo reciev'd. But thus, if Powers Divine 
Behold our Human Actions, as they do, | 
I doubt not then, but Innocence ſhall make 
Falſe Accuſations bluſh, and Tyranny A 
Tremble at Patience. You, my Lord, beſt know, 
Who leaſt will ſeem to do fo, my paſt Life 
Hath been as continent, as chaſt, as true, 
As 1 am now unhappy; which is more 
Than Hiſtory can pattern, tho' devis'd, Ak 
And play d to take Spectators, For behold me, 
A Fellow - — Bed, which owe 
A Moiety of the Throne: A great King's Daughter, 
The Mother to a hopeful Prince, — 
To prate and talk for Life, and Honour, fore 
Who pleaſe to come and hear. For Life, I prize it 
As I weigh Grief (which I would ſpare:) For Honour, 
"Tis a derivative from me to mine, 3 
And only that I ſtand for. I appeal 
To your own Conſcience, Sir, before Polixenes 
Came to your Court, how I was in your Grace, 
How merited to be ſo; ſince he came, 
With what Encounter ſo uncurrent I 
Have ftrain'd t appear thus; if one jot beyond 
The bounds of Honour, or in act, or will, 
That way enclining, hardned be the Hearts 
Of all that hear me, and my near'ſt of Kia 
Cry ſie upon my Grave. ar lh 
Leo. I ne'er heard yet | 
8 thoſe . ere 
Impudeace to gain- ſay what they did, 
Than to pe form it fill m a 
Her. That is true enough, 
Tho! tis a ſaying, Sir, not due to me. 
. You will not own it, =» 


2 
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Rds Pa os wood © a= a4. 


m IF al a 


a 


=. EPEM 


The Winter's Ta, 0g 


Her. More than Miſtreſs of; | 
What comes to me in name of Fault, I muſt net 
At all acknowledge. For Polixenes, | 
With whom I am accus'd, I doronfeſs 
I lov'd him, as in Honour he requir d; 
With ſuch a kind of Love, as might become 
A Lady like me; with a Love, even ſuch, 
So and no other, as your ſelf commanded: 
Which not to have done, I think had been in me 
Both Diſohedience and Ingratitude | 
To you, and towards your Friends; whoſe Love had ſpoke; 
Even ſince it could ſpeak, from an Infant, freely, 
That it was yours. Now for Conſpiracy, 
I know not how it taſtes, tho? it be difh'd 
For me to iry how; all I know of it, 
Is, that Camillo was an honeſt Man ; 
And why he left your Court, the Gods themſelves, 
Wotting no more than I, are ignorant. 

Leo. You knew of his departure, as you know 
What you haye underta'en to do in's abſence, 

Her. Sir, 
You ſpeak a Language that I underftand not; 
My Life ſtands in the level of your Dreams, 
Which I'll lay down, 

Leo. Your Actions are my Dreams, 
You had a Baftard by Polixenes, 
And I but dream'd it: As you were paſt all Shame, 
(Thoſe of your Fact are fo) ſo paſt all Truth; 
Which to deny, concerns more than avails: For as 
Thy Brat hath been caſt out, like to it (elf, 
No Father owning it, (which is indeed 
More criminal in thee, than it) ſo thon 
Shalt feel our Juſtice, in whole eaſieſt Paſſa 
Look for no leſs than Death. 

Her. Sir, ſpare your Threats; 
The Bug which you would fright me with, I ſeek: 
To me can Life be no Commodity, | 
The Crown and Comfort of my Life, your Favour, 
I do give loſt, for I do feel it gone, 
But Froh not how it went, My fecond Joy, 


The Firſt. fruits of my Body, from his Preſence _ 
I am barr d like one infectious. My third Comfort, p 
Starr'd moſt unluckily, is from my Breaſt "ip | 

(The innocent Milk in its moſt innocent Mouth) 

Hal'd out to Murder; my ſelf on vox Tous 14 


— 
„ 


Proclaim'd a Strumpet; with immodeſtHarred 


The Child-bed Privilege deny'd which Jongs 


To Women of all Faſhion: Laſtly, hurried 4 7 
+ Here, to this place, i'th' open Air, before 1 
I have got ſtrength of Limbs, Now, my Liege, , 
Tell me what Bleſſings I have here alive, | J 
That I ſh..uld fear to die? Therefore proceed: 
But yet hear this; miſtake me not; no Life, bi T 
I prize it not a Straw, but for mine Hunour,, O 
Which I would free: If I-ſhall be condemn'd © f 
Upon. Surmilſes, all Proofs ſleeping elle. | bY 
But what your fealouſies awake, I tell you | P 
"Tis Rigour, and not Law. Your Honours all, D. 
I do refer me to the Oracle: a 450 
| Apollo be my Judge, | Ar 
Lord. This your Requeſt _ r 
Enter Dion and Cleo mines. uo He 
Is altogether juſt; therefore bring fort... 
And in Apolio's Name, his Oracle. 11 
Her. The Emperor of Ruſſia was my Father, Wo 
Oh that he were alive, and here beholding © Sor 
His Daughter's Trial; that he did but fee, "x Mz 
The flatneſs of my Miſery; yet with Eyes i; Il 
Of Pity, not Revenge. | PIO 8 Ne 
Officer. You here ſhall ſwear upon the Sword of Juſtice; (W 
That you, Cleomines and Dion, have 4h For 
Been both at Delphos, and from thence have brought To 
This ſeal'd-up Oracle, by the hand deliver d ll Can 
Of great Arolla Prieſt ; and that ſince then; My 
You have not-dar'd to break the holy Seal, ow” But 
Nor read the Secrets in't. | 9 My 
Cleo. Dion All this we ſwear. 5 Rev 
Leo. Break up the Seals, and rede. 1 Not 
Offcer Hermione js Ohaſt, Polixenes lumeleſi, Camillo And 
true SubjetF, Leontes 'a jealous Tyrant, his imocent Babe Unc. 


8 
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truly begatten, and the King ſhall live withour"an Heir, % 
— which is loſt be not 
Lords. Now bleſſed be the great Apollo. 
Her. Praiſed. 
Leo, Haſt thou read the Truth? | 
Offic. Ay, my Lord, even ſo as it is here ſer down: 
Leo. There is no Truth at all ?th* Oracle; 4 
The Seſſions ſhall proceed; this is meer 2 
Enter Servant. 
Ser. My Lord the King, the King. 
Leo. What is the Buſineſs? 
Ser. O Sir, I ſhall be hated to Report it | 
The Prince your Son, with meer Conceit and Fear 
Of the Queen's ſpeed, is gone. 
Leo. How? gone? | 
Ser. Is dead. | | 
Leo. Atollo's angry, and che Heay' ns chemſelyrs 5 
Do ſtrike at my Injuſtice. How no there? ¶ Her. famts, 
Pau. This News is mortal to the Queen: Look down 
And ſee what Death is doing. 
Leo. Take her hence; 
Her Heart is but ofer-charg'd; ſhe will recover. 
[ Exeunt Paulina and Ladies with Hermione, 
I have too much believ'd mine own Suſpicion: 5 
*Beſecch you tenderly apply to her , 
Some Remedies for Life. Apollo, pardon 
My great Prophaneſs gainſt thine Oracle. 
I'll reconcile me to Polixenes, 
New woo my Queen, recal the good Camillo, 
(ow I — a Man of Truth, of egy * 
For being tranſported by my ſealouſies 
To boah Thoughts and bo "25.26 I choſe 
Camillo for the Miniſter, to poiſ 
My Friend Folixenes; which — wah done, 
But that the Mind of Camillo tardied 
My ſwift command; tho' I with Death, and with 
Reward did threaten and encourage him, 
Not doing it, and being done; he (molt Human, 
And fill'd with Honour) to my kingly Gueſt 
Vnctaip's my Practice, quit his Fortunes here, - 


— 


—— 


| 
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Which you knew great, and to the certain hazard 
Of all Incertainties, himſelf commended, 
No richer than his Honour: How he gliſters 
Through my dark Ruſt! Aud how his Piety 
Does my Deeds make the blacker 

Euter Paulina. 

Paw. Woe the while: 

O cut my Lace, leſt my Heart, cracking i it, 

Break too. 
Lord. What Fit is this, good Lady 235 


*. 15 


Pan. What ſtudied Torments, Tyrant, haſt for med 


What Wheels? Racks ? Fires? What Flaying ? Bolling 


In Leads or Oils? What old or new Torture 
Muſt I receive? whoſe very word deſerves 

To taſt of thy moft worſt. Thy Tyranny, | 
(Together — ng with thy Jealouſies, 
Fancies too weak for Boys, too green and idle 
For Girls of nine) © chin what they have done, 
And then run mad indeed; ſtark mad; for all 
Thy by-gone Fooleries were but Spices of it, 
That thou betray dſt Polixenes, 'twas nothing, 
That did but ſhew thee, of a Fool, inconſtant, 
And damnable ingrateful: Nor was't much, 


Thou would'ſt have poiſon'd good Camillo's 5 Honour, 14 


To have him kill a King: Poor Treſpaſſes, 
More monſtrous ſtanding by: Wheretore I reckon 
The cafting forth to Crows thy Baby- daughter, 
To be, or none, or little; tho? a 11 
Would have ſhed Water out of Fire, ere don't: 
Nor is't directly laid to thee, the Death 
Of the young Prince, whoſe honourable Thoughts 
; (Thoughts high for one ſo render). cleft the Heare 
That could conceive a groſs and fooliſh Sire, 
Blemiſtd his gracious Dam: This is not, no, 
Laid to thy Anſwer; but the laſt: O Lords, 
When I have faid, cry Woe, the Queen, the Queen, 


The ſweeteſt deareſt Creature's Dead ; and Veoganee fort 


Not dropt down yet. 


| Lord, The higher Powers forbid, 


Tan, 


ge 
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Pau. I ſay ſhe's dead: I'll ſwear't. If Word, nor Oath 
Prevail nat, go and ſee: If you can bring 
Tincture, or Luſtre in her Lip, her Eye, 
Heat outwardly, or Breath within, I'll ſerve 
As I would do the Gods. But, O thou Tyrant! 
Doſt not repent theſe things, for they are heavier 
That all thy Woes can ſtir; therefore betake thee 
To nothing but Deſpair. A thoufand Knees, 
Ten thouſand Years together, naked, faſting, 
Upon a barren Mountain, and ftill Winter 

In Storm. perpetual, could not move the Gods 
To look that way thou wert. 

Teo. Go on, go on: | 

Thou canſt not ſpeak tos much, I have deſerv d 
All Tongues to talk their bittereſt. 

Lord. Say no more; | 
Howe er the buſineſs goes, ycu have made fault 
I'th* boldneſs of your Speech. 

Pau. I am ſorry fort. | | 
All Faults I make, when I ſhall come to know them; 
I do repent: Alas, I have ſhew'd too much 
The Raſhneſs of a Woman; he is.touch'd 
To th' noble Heart. What's gone, and what's paſt kelp, 
Should be paſt Grief. Do not receive Affliction | 
At my Petition, I beſeech you; rather 
Let me be puniſh'd, that have minded you 
Of what you ſhould forget. Now, good my Liege, 
Sir, Royal Sir, forgive a fooliſh Woman. | 
The Love I bore your Queen lo, Fool again 
Tl ſpeak of her no more, nor of your Children: 

Ill not remember you of my own Lord, 
Who is loft too. Take you your Patience to you, 
And I'll fay nothing. 

Leo. Thou didſt ſpeak but well, 

When moſt the Truth; which I receive much better 
Than to be pitied of thee. Prithee bring me 
To the dead Bodies of my Queen and Son, 

One Grave ſhall be for both, Upon them ſhall 
The Cauſes of their Death appear, unto 


Our ſhame perpetual; once a Day I'll viſit 
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The Chappel where they lye, and Tears ſhed there 
Shall be my Recreation. So long as Nature 
Will bear up with this Excerciſe, ſo long 

I daily vow to uſe it; Come and lead me 


7 


To theſe Sorrows. ears 
S8 CEN E III. 


A deſart Country; the Sea at a little diſtance. 
Enter Antigonus with a Child, and a Mariner. 
Ant. Thou art perfect then, our Ship hath touch d upon 
The Deſarts of Bohemia. 7 * 
Mar. Ay, my Lord, and fear a 4 
We have landed in ill time: The Skies look grimly, 
And threaten preſent Bluſters. In my Conſcience, 
The Heav'ns with that we have in hand are angry, 

And frown upon's. : 7 e erg fo 
Ant. Their ſacred Wills be done; get thee Aboard, | 
Look to thy Bark, I'll not be long before 

I call upon thee. . vg bat IE 

Mar. Make your beſt haſte, and go not | 
Too far i'th* Land; tis like to be loud Weather. 
Beſides, this place is famous for the Creatures 

Of Prey, that keep upon t. 


IExeunt. 


Ant. Go thou away,  __ | us 


VI! foltow'inftanely, 

Mar. I am glad at Heart 1 My 
To be ſo rid o'th* Buſineſs,  _ £ Exit, 
Ant. Come, poor Babe; 1 * 
T have heard, but not beliey d, the Spirits o' th Dead 
May walk again: if ſuch thing be, thy Mother 
Appear'd to me laſt. Night; for ne er was Dream 
So like a waking. To me comes a Creature. 
Sometimes her Head on one ſide, ſome another, 
I never ſaw a Veſſel of like Sorrow Lb nds of 
So fill'd, and ſo becoming; in pure white Robes, - 
Like very Sanctity, ſhe did approach enn 
My Cabin where 1 lay; thrice bow'd before me, 
Aud, gaſping to begin ſome Speech, her Eyes 


IS 
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Became two Spouts; the ſpent, anon 
Did this break Nen her. 1 fo yt 
Since Fate, againſt thy better Diſpoſition, 
Hath made thy Perſon for the thrower-out 
Of my poor Babe, according to thine Oath, 
Places Remote enough are in Bohemia, | 
There weep, and leave it crying; and, for the Babe 
Is counted loſt for eyer and eyer, Perdita | 
I prithee call't, For this ungentle Buſineſs _ 
Put on thee, by my Lord, thou ne'er ſhalt ſee 
Thy Wife Paulina more. And fo, with ſhrieks, 
She melted into Air. Afrighted much, 

I did in time collect my ſelf, and thought 
This was ſo, and no ſlumber :' Dreams are Toys, 

Yet for this once, yea ſuperſtitiouſly, 

I will be ſquar'd by this. I do believe 
Hermione hath ſuffer d Death, and that 
Apollo-would, this being indeed the Iſſue 

Of King Folixenes, it ſhould. here be laid, 
Either for Life or Death, upon the Earth __ 

Of its right Father. Bloſſom, ſpeed thee well, 
1 trkxeymg down the Child 
There lye, and there thy Character: There theſe, 

Which may it. Fortune pleaſe, both breed thee, Pretty one, 
And ſtill reſt thine. The Storm begins; poor Wretch, 

That for thy Mother's Fault, art thus expos' d | 
To loſs, and what may follow. Weep 13 

But my Heart bleeds: fo moſt Accurſt am I 
+ To be by Oath enjoin'd to this. Farewel. 7 
The Day frowns more and more; thöu art like to have 

A wy too 45850 1 5 * 2 f j 

e Heav'ns ſo dim by Day. A ſavage Clamour 

14 f Thi Hh | 


Well may I get a the Fe, 
I am gone for ever. l Exit purſued by a Bear; 
Enter an old Shepherd. 8 


Sheß. 1 would there. were no A between ten and. 
three and twenty, or that Youth would ſleep out the rl 
For there is nathing,, in. the between, hut getting Wenches 
with Child Tt A the Ancientry, ſtealing, fight- 
ing — Hark you now—— would any but theſe _ 

ns 


— 
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Brains of nineteen, and two and twenty, Hunt this We | > 
ther? They have ſcar'd away two ef my beſt Sheep, — ' 
which I fear the Wolf will fooner find than the Maſter; | pr 
if any where I have them, tis by the Sea-fide, brouzing 2 
of Ivy. Good luck, and't be thy will, what have we 2 
here? [Taking up the Child] Mercy on's, a Barn! a very = 
pretty Barn! a Boy or a Child, I wonder! a pretty one, h 

a very pretty one, ſure ſome *ſcape: Tho' I am not dyn 


ZBookiſn, yet I can read Waiting · Gentle woman in the 
=P ſeape. This has been ſome Stair-work, ſome Trunk. | Loo 
work, ſome behind-door-work: They were warmer that 


got this, than the poor thing is here. I'll rake it up for Cha 

pity, yet I'll tarry till my Son come: He hellow'd but — 

even now. Whoa, ho-hoa. | | | y | 

: Enter Clown: A "Fe 

Clo. Hilloa, loa. | | _ 

Shep. What, art fo near? If thou'lt ſee à thing to talk — 

en when thou art dead and rotten, come hither. What = 

ail ſt thou, Man? | |  _ 

Cle. I have ſeen two ſuch fights, by Sea and by Land; crely 

but I 2m not to fay it is a Sea, for it is now the Sky; be- way , 

wirt the Firmament and it, you cannot thruſt a Bodkin's | © 
ine. | | 4 N 

Shep. Why, Boy, how is it? | ou 


Clo. I would you did but ſee how it chafes, how it 
rages, how it takes up the Shore; but that's not to the 83 
Point; Oh the mol? piteous Cry of the poor Souls, ſome- 0 F 
times to fee em, and not to ſee em: Now the Ship boar- of bi 


ing the Moon with her Main-maſt, and anon ſwallow'd _ G Ct 
with Yeſt and Froth, as you Id thruſt a Cork into a Hogſ- | * 
bead. And then the Land. ſervice, to ſee how the Bear $ 


tore out his Shoulder-bone, how he cry'd to me for help, 
and ſaid his Name was Antiganus, a Nobleman: But to 
make an end of the Ship, to ſee how the Sea flap-dragon'd * 
It. But firſt, how the poor Souls roar'd, and the Sea 
mock'd them. And how the poor Gentleman roar d, and 
the Bear mock d him, both roaring louder than the Sea. 
ar Weather. „Aer abt | 


© Shep. Name of Mercy, yrhen was this, Boy? 


Clo, 
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Clo. Now, now, I have not winked fince I ſaw theſe 
2 the Men are not yet cold under Water, nor the 
Bear half dined on the Gentleman; he's at it now. 

Shep. Would I had been by to have help'd the old Man. 

Clo, I would you had been by the Ship- ſide, to have 
help d her, there your Charity would have lack d footing, 

Shep. Heavy Matters, heavy Matters; but look thee 
here, Boy. Now bleſs thy felf; thou meet'ſt with things 
dying, 1 with things new Born. Here's a fight for thee; 
Look thee, a Bearing-cloth for a Squire's Child! Look 
thee here; take up, take up, Boy, open't; ſo, let's ſee, it 
was told me 1 ſhould be rich by the Fairies. This is ſome 
Changling; open't, what's within, Boy ? | 

Clo. You're a mad old Man; If the Sins of your 
5 7 are forgiven you, you're well to live. Gold, all 
Gold. | | 
Sbep. This is Fairy Gold, Boy, and twill prove ſo, Up 
with it, keep it cloſe: Home, home, the next way. We 
are lucky, Boy, and to be ſo ſtill requires nothing but Se- 
creſie. Let my Sheep go: Come, good Boy, the next 
way home. 

Clo. Go you the next way with your Findings, I'll go 
ſee if the Bear be gone from the Gentleman, and how much 

he hath eaten: They are never Curſt, but when they are 
hungry: If there be any of him left, I'll bury it. 

Shep. That's a good Deed; if thou may ſt diſcern 
that which is left of him, what he is, fetch me to th fight 
of him. f bits Lao; | 

Clo. phony will I, and you ſhall: help to put him i th' 
Ground. aN C 
Shep. Tis a lucky Day, Boy, and well do good Deeds 
on: t. |; F [ Exeunt, 


— 
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4 w. SCENE i 


Enter Time, The Chorus, h Ve Fi 


Time That pleaſe ſome, try all, both Joy and Terror 


Of good and bad, that make and unfold Error: 
Now take upon me, in the Name of Time, 
To uſe my Win 555 Impute it not a Crime 
To me, or my ſwift Paflage; that 1 ſlide 
Oer ſixteen Years, and leave the growth untry d 
Of that wide gap; ſince it is in my Power 
To O erthrow Law, and in one ſelt-born hour. 
To plant, and ol ert wyhelm Cuſtom. Let me paſs 
The fame I am, e er ancient'ſt Order was NM 
Or what is now receiv d. I witneſs to 
The times that brought them in, ſo ſhall I do Fr 
To the'freſkeft things now reigning; and make ſtale 
The gliſtering of this preſent,” as my Tale 119: 
Now ſeems to it: Vour Fatience this allowing, 19 
I turn my Glaſs, and give my Scene ſuch growing 
"As you bad ſlept betwern. Leonres leaving 
Th Effects of his fond Jealouſies, ſo grieving 
That he ſhuts up himſelf; imagine me, 
Gentle Spectators, that I nua may bee 
In fair Bohemia, and remember well, Ty 
mention here a Son o'th* King's, which. Flerizel 
I now name to you, and with ipeed {o pace = "| 
To ſpeak of Perdita, now grown. in grace 
ual with wendring. What of her enſues, 
12 not Fropheſie Sr let Time's News 
Beknown when tis brought forth. A Shepherd's Daughter 
And what to her adheres, which follows after, 
Is th' Argument of Time; of this allow, 
If ever you have ſpent*Time worſe, ere now: 
If never, yet that Time himſelf doth fay, 
| wiſhes earneſtly, you neyer may, Exit. 


SCENE 


0 
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S. GENE H. 
Enter Polixenes and Camillo. 


Pol. L pray thee good Camillo be no more importunate; 
pro a Sickneſs denying thee any thing, a Death to grant 
R 
Cam. It is fifteen Years ſince I ſaw my Country; though 
1 have, for the moſt part, being aired Abroad, I defire to 
lay my Bones there. Beſides, the penitent King, my Ma- 
Ker, hath ſent for me, to whoſe feeling Sorrews I might 
be ſome allay, or 1 o'crween to think ſo, which is ano- 
ther Spur to my Departure. | 
Pol. As thou lov'ſt me, Camillo, wipe not out the reſt 
of thy Services, by leaving me now; the need I have of 
thee, thine own Goodneſs hath made: Better not to. have 
had thee, than thus to want thee. Thou haviog made me 
Buſineſs, which none, without thee, can ſufficiently ma- 
nage, muſt either ſtay to execute them thy ſelf, or take 
away with thee the very Services thou haſt done; which 
ik I have not enough conſideted, as too much I cannot, 
to be more thankful to thee ſhall be my Study, and m 
profit therein, the heaping Friendſhips. Of that fatal 
Country Sicilia, prithee ſpeak no more, whaſe very na- 
ming puniſhes me with the Remembrance of that Peni- 
tent, as thou call'ſt him, and reconciled King my Bro- 
ther, whoſe loſs of his moſt precious Queen and Chil- 
dren, are even now to be afreſh lamented. Say to me, 
when faw'ſt thou the Prince Florizel my Son? Kings 
are no leſs unhappy, their Iſſue not being (gracious, than 
they are in loling them, when they have approved their 
Virtues. .. ag e 
Cam, Sir, it is three Days ſince I ſaw the Prince; what 
his happier Affairs may be, are to me unknown: But J 
have (miſſingly) noted, he is of late much retired from 
Court, and is leſs frequent to his Princely Exerciſes than 
it. formerly he hath appear, C0. | 
Pol. I have-conlider'd ſo much, Camillo, and with ſame. 
care fo far, that I have Eyes under my Scryice, which 
look upon his Removedneſs; from whom 1 9 * 
ntel- 
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Intelligence, that he is ſeldom from the Houſe of a moſt 
homely Shepherd; a Man, they fay, that from very no- 


thing, and beyond the Imagination of his Neighbours, is 
grown into an unſpeakable Eſtate. 


Cam. I have heard, Sir, of fuch a Man, who bath 2 
Daughter of moſt rare Note; the Report of her is extend- 
ed More, than can be thought to begin from a Cov- 


e, That's likewiſe part of my Intelligence. Go, I 
fear, the Angle that plucks our Son thither. Thou ſhale 
| accompany us to the Place, where we will (nor appear- 
ing what we are) have ſome ion with the Shep- 
berd; from whoſe Simplicity, think it not uneaſie to 
get the Cauſe of 7 — s Reſort thither. Prithee be my 
Buſineſs, and lay aſide ho Ting 


— Partner in 
of Sicilia. 
Cam. 1 willingly obey your Command. 


| FP. boo: nos Diſguiſe our ſelves 4 
11 | Ee. 


cine eee . 4 

u Eurer Autolicus ſinging. | 
men Daffadils begin to peere 1 

With heigh the Doxy over — dal, 


p Y * then comes in the ſweet o th Year: © 
Nen le rad Blood nabe in the Winter's Pale | 


The white Sheet bleaching on the Hedge, 
- With hey the ſweet Birds, a yon og Jody 
Doth ſet my pugging Tooth an edge, 
| For # quart of Ale is Diſh ln, King. 
The Lark with Tirra lyra chaunts, 4 
mul hey, with the Thruſh and the Fay: 
Are Summer Songs for me and my Aunts, © 
While we hye tumbling in the Hay, | _ 


I have ſerved Prince Florizel, and in my Time worethree 
Pile, but now I am out of Service. 4 


But 


\ 
© 3 


Ar EF 
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But ſhall I go mourn for that, my Dear, 
The pale Moon ſhines by Night: 

And when I wander here and there, 

4 then do moſt go right- 


F Tinkers may have leave to live, 
Aud bear the Sow-5kin Budget, 
Tien my Account I well may give, 
And in the Stocks avouch it. 7 


My Traffick is Sheets; when the Kite builds, look to lel- 
ſer Linen. My Father nam'd me Autolicus, who being, 
as I am, litter'd under Mercury, was likewiſe a Snapper- 
up of unconſider d Trifles: With Die and Drab, I pur- 
chas'd Capariſon, and my Revenue is the filly Cheat. Gal- 
| lows, and Knock, are too powerful on the High-way, 
Beating and Hanging are Terrors to me: For the Lite to 
come, I ſleep out the Thought of it. A Prize! A Prize! 
Enter Clown, 

Clio. Let me ſee, every eleven Weather Tods, every 
Tod yields Pound and odd Shilling; Fifteen hundred ſhorn, 
what comes the Wooll to? 

Am. If the Sprindge hold, the Cock's mine. [¶Aſide. 

Clo. 1 cannot dot without Compters. Let me ſee, 
what am I to buy for our Sheep-ſhearing Feaſt? Three 
Pound of Sugar, five Pound of Currants, Rice—— What 
will this Siſter of mine do with Rice? But my Father hath: 
made her Miſtreſs of the Feaſt, and ſhe lays it on. She 
hath made me four and twenty Noſe- gays for the Shear- 
ers; three-Man-Song-men, all, and very good ones, but 
they are moſt of them Means and Baſes; but one Puritan 
among them, and he ſings Pſalms to Horn Pipes. I muſt 
have Saffron to colour the Warden-Pies, Mace — Dates 
-- none — that's out of my Note; Nutmegs, ſeven; a 
Race or two of Ginger, but that I may beg: Four Pound 
of Pruins, and as many of Raſins o'th' Sun, 

Aut. Oh, that ever I was born. [ Groveling on the Ground, 

Clo. l'th' name of me—— 

Aut. Oh help me, help me: Pluck but off theſe Rags, 

Vol. III. N "346 7 
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and then Death, Death 

Clo. Alack, poor Soul, thou haſt need of more Rags to 
lay on thee rather than have theſe off. 
Aut. Oh, Sir, the loathſomneſs of them offends me, 
more than the ſtripes I have receiv'd, which are mighty 
ones, and millions. 

Clo, Alas, poor Man! a million of beating may come 
to a great matter. 

Aut. I am robb d, Sir, and beaten; my Mony and Ap- 

3 tren from me, and theſe deteſtable 3 — 


me. 4.4 
Clo. What, by a Horſe- man, or a Foot- man? 5 
Ant. A Foot-man, fweet Sir, a Foot-man. | 
| Clo. Indeed, he ſhould be a Poot-man, by the Garments 


he has left with thee; If this bea Horſe- man s Coat, it bath 


_ ſeen very hot Service. Lend me thy hand, Vit help thee. 

"Come, lend me thy hand. [Helping him uf. 
Aut. Oh! good Sir, tenderly, oh! 14 

- Clo. Alas, poor Soul. 

Aut. O good Sir, ſoftly, good Sir: I fear, ar my 

Shoulder- blade is out. 
Clo. eng canſt ſtand? * q 
Aut. Softly, dear Sir; Sir, ſoftly; ou hat one 

me a ariel Office. 2 Wok 

os Doſt lack any Mony? I have a little Mony for 
Ant. No, good ſweet Sir: No, I beſeech you, Sir; I 

haye a Kinſman not paſtthree quarters ofa Mile bencg, unto 

whom I was going; 1fhall there have Mony, or any thing 

I want: Offer me no Mony, 1 pray you, that kills my 
Clo. What manner of Fellow was he that robb'd you? 
Ant. A Fellow, Sir, that 1 have known to go about 

with Trol-m T -Dames: 1 knew him once a Servant of 

the Prince; I cannot tell, good Sir, for which of his 


Virtues it was, but he was certainly Whipp'd out of the 


Court, 

' "Clo. His Vices, you would ſay; there's no Virtue wide 'd 
out of the Court; they cheriſh it to make it ſtay there, 
and yet it w will no more but abide. 


Au.. 


put upon 
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Aut. Vices I would fay, Sir. I know this Man well, he 
hath been ſince an Ape-bearer, then a Proceſs-ſerver, a 
Bailiff; then he compaſt a Motion of the Prodigal Son, 
and married a Tinker's Wife, within a Mile where my 
Land and Living lyes; and having flown over many 
knaviſh Profeſſions, he ſettled only in Rogue ; ſome call 
him Autolicus. 
Clo. Out upon him, Prig! for my Life Prig; he haunts 
Wakes, Fairs, and Bear- baitings. | 
Aut. Very true; Sir; be, Sir, he; that's the Rogue that 
put me into his Apparel. | 
Clo. Not a more cowardly Rogue in all Bohemia; if 
you had but look d big, and ſpit at him, he'd have 
run. 
Aut. 1 muſt confeſs to you, Sir, I am no fighter; I am 
| 4 of Heart that way, and that he knew 1 warrant 
im. | | 
Clo. How do you do now? | 
Aut. Sweet Sir, much better than I was; I can fand, 


and walk; I will even take my leaye of you, and pace 
ſoftly towards my Kinſman's, x" 


Clo. Sball I bring thee on thy way? 
Aut. No, good tac'd Sir; no, ſweet Sir. 
Clo. Then farewel, I muſt go to buy Spices for our 
Sheep-ſnearing. Exit. 
Aut. Proſper you, ſweet Sir. Your Purſe is not hot 
enough to purchaſe your Spice. I'l be with you at your | 
Sheep-ſhearing too: If I make not this Cheat bring out a» 
nother, and the Shearers prove _ let me be unrel'd, 
of Vi L 


and my Name put into the Book irtue. 
| SONG. 
on, Fog on, the foot 
8 — bent the — 
A merry Heart goes all the day, 
Your ſad tires in a Mile-a 4. LPT 
F 2 SCENE 


2 


The WIN TIEöI n 


SCE NE TV. 
Enter Florizel and Perdita. 


T2 < 


a 1 


Flo, Theſe your unuſual Weeds, to each part of you 


Does give a Life: No Shepherdeſs but Flora, 
Peering in Aprils Front. This your Sheep ea 
Is a merry meeting of the petty Gods, P 
And you the Queen ont. * 
Per. Sir; my gracious Lord, | 
To chide at your Extreams, it not becomes met 
Oh pardon, that J name them: Your high ſelf, 
The gracious mark o'th' Land, you have obſcur'd 
With a Swain's wearing; and me, poor lowly Maid, 
Moft Goddeſs-like pran 4 up. But that our F caſts, 
In every Meſs, have Folly; and the Feeders _ * 
Digeſt it with a Cuſtom, I ſhould bluſh 1 
To fee you ſo attird; ſworn, I think, 1 
To ſhew my ſelf a Class. 4 | 

Flo. I bleſs the time 
When my. good Falcon made her fight 2. croſs |" 

Thy Father s Ground. 

Fer. Now Fove afford you cauſe; [ 
To me the difference forges dread, your Greatneſs 
Hath not been us d to Fear; even now 1 tremble - 
To think your Father, by ſome accident 
Should pais this way, as you did: Oh the ratet, | 
How. would he look to ſee his work, ſo noble, 
Vildly bound up! What would he fay! Or how] 
Should I, in theſe my borrowed Flaunts, "ven ; 
The ſternnels of his Preſence? Wh 

Flo. Apprehend 0 

Nothing but Jollity: the Gods themſelves, 
 Humbling their Deities to Love, have taken 
The Shapes of Beaſts upon them. "Fupirer 
Became a Bull, and bellow'd; the green no 
A Ram, and bleated; and the Fire rob'd God, 
Golden Apollo, a poor humble Swain, CNT 
As I ſeem now. Their Transformations, + | | 
Were never for a piece of Beauty rarer, | 


Nor 


{or 


| Enter Shepherd, Clown, Mopſz, Dorcas,” Servants ; with Po. 


As if you were a feaſted one, and not 


Away to make us better Friends, more known. 
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Nor in a way ſo chaſt: Since my Deſires 
Run not before mine Honour, nor my Luſts 
Burn hotter than my Faith: 
Per. O, but dear Sir, | 
Your Reſolution cannot hold, when tis 
Oppos'd, as it muſt be, by th' Power of the King, 
One of theſe two muſt be Neceſſities, 
Which then will ſpeak, that you muſt change this purpoſe; 
Or I my Life, | 
Flo. Thou deareſt Perdita, ö 
With theſe fore d Thoughts I prethee darken not 
The Mirth o'th* Feaſt; or I'll be thine, my Fair, 
Or not my Father's. For I cannot be 
Mine own, nor any thing to any, if 
I be not thine. To this I am moſt conſtant, 
Tho Deſtiny ſay no. Be merry, gentle, 
Strangle ſuch Thoughts as theſe, with any thing 
That you behold the while, Your Gueſts are coming: 
Lift up your Countenance, as it were the day 
Of Celebration of that Nuptial, which 
We two have ſworn- ſhall come, 
Per. O Lady Fortune, 
Stand you auſpicious. 


| lixenes, and Camillo diſguis d. 

Flo. See, your Gueſts approach; 
Addreſs your {elf to entertain them ſprightly, 
And let's be red with Mirth. | 

Shep. Fie, Daughter; when my old Wife liv'd; upon 
This day ſhe was both Pantler, Butler, Cook, | 
Both Dame and Servant; welcom'd all, ſerv'd all; 
Would fing her Song, and dance her turn; now here 
At upper end o th Table, now i th! middle; 
On his Shoulder, and his; her Face o fire 
With Labour; and the things ſne took to queneh it 
She would to each one ſip. You are retired, - 


The Hoſteſs of the meeting: Pray you bid 
Theſe: unknown Friends to's welcome, for it is 
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Come, quench your Bluſhes, and preſent your ſelf 
That which you are, Miſtreſs o'th' Feaſt. Come on, 
And bid us welcome to your Sheep-ſhearing, 
As your good Flock ſhall proſper. 

Per. Sirs, welcome, [To bana Cam, 
It is my Father's Will, I ſhould take on me 1 
The Hoſteſsſhip o'th' Day; you're welcome, Sirs. 
Give me thoſe Flowers there, Dorcas. Reverend 4 
For you there's Roſemary, and Rue, theſe keep 
— and Savour all the Winter long: | 
Grace and Remembrance be to 1 both, 
And welcome to our Sh 

Pol. Shepherdeſs, 
A fair one are you, well you fit our Ages 
With Flowers of Winter, 1 FF 

Per. Sir, the Year growing ancient, % 
Nor yet on Summer's Death, nor on the Birth | | 
Of trembling Winter, the faireſt Flowers o'th' Sealyn 
Are our Carnations, and ſtreak'd Gilly flowers, 
Which ſome call Nature's Baſtards; of that king 
Our ruſtick Garden's barren, and I care 100 10 
To get ſlips of them. | We || 
Pol. Wherefore, gentle Maiden, Wh 
Do you negle& them? 1131 4 

Per. For | have heard it ſaid, | 
There is an Art, which in their pideneſs ſures > 1. 
With great creating-Nature. * 
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Pol. Say there be, 44 
vet Nature is made better by no Mean, 1 
But Nature makes that Mean; ſo over that Art, 
Which you ſay adds to Nature is an Art | 
That Nature makes; you fee, ſweet Maid, we marry 
A gentler Sien to the wildeſt Stock, __ 

And make conceive a Bark of baſer kind 

By Bud of Nobler Race. This is an Art 

Which does mend Nature; Change it rather; but 
The Art it ſelf is Nature. E 

— * a" k Garden rich i | 

Pol. Then make your in Gill wand 
And do not call the®p papa, : 

Fer: 
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Per. I'll not put 
The Dible in Earth, to ſet one flip of them: 
No more than were I Painted, I would wiſh 
This Youth ſhould fay twere well; and only there fore 
Defire to breed by me, Here's Flowers for you; 
Hot Lavender, Mints, Savoury, Marjoram, 
The Mary-gold, that goes to Bed with th'Sun, 
And with him riſes, weeping: Theſe are Flowers 
Of middle Summer, and, I think, they are given 
To Men of middle Age. Y'are welcome. 
Cam. I ſhould leave grazing, were I of your Flock, 
And only live by gazing, 
Per. Out alas; 


You'd be ſo lean, that blaſts of January Friends,. 


Would blow yeu through aud through. Now, my faireſt 


I would I had ſome Flowers o th' Spring, that might 
Become your time of Day; and yours, and yours, 
That wear upon your Virgin-branches yet 
Your Maiden-heads growing: O Proſerpiza, 
For the Flowers now, that, frighted, thou lec'ſt fall | 
From Diss Waggon: Daffadils, | | 
That come before the Salla dates, and take 
The Winds of March with Beauty; Violets, dim, 
But ſweeter than the Lids of Juns's Eyes, 
Or Cycherea's Breath; pale Prim. roſes, 
That die unmarried, ere they can behold 
Bright Phæbus in his Strength, a Malady 
Moſt incident to Maids; bold Oxlips and fan's 
The Crown-Imperial; Lilkes of all kinds, 
The Flower-de-Lis being one. O theſe 1 lack | 
To make you Garlands of, and my ſweet Friend = 
To ſtrow him o'er and o'er. 
Flo. What? like a Coarſe ? | | 

Fer. No, like a Bank, for Love to lie and play on; 
Not like a-Coarſe; or if, not to be buried, 
But quick, and in mine Arms. Come, take your Flowers, 
Methinks I play as I have ſeen them do | 
In Whitſon Pattorals: Sure this Rube of mine 
Does change my Diſpoſition, 
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Flo. What you do, 


x 
Still betters what is done. When you ſpeaks, Sweet; 1 


Pil have you do it ever; when you fing, 

I'ft have you buy and ſell ſo; fo give Alms; | 

Pray ſo; and for the ord'ring your Affairs, ; 

To fing them too. When you do Dance, I wiſh 7s i 

A Waye o'th' Sea, that you might ever do 14 

Nothing but that; move ftill, ſtill ſo, 1 1 
3 


4 


4 


And own no other Function. Each your doing, 
So ſingular in each particular, 
Crowns what you are doing in the preſent Deeds, 
That all your Acts are Queens. | 
Per. O Doricles, — 1 
Tour Praiſes are too large; but that our Youth A 
And the true Blood which peeps forth fairly through it, 
Do plainly give you out an unſtain d Shepherd, i 
With Wiſdom, I might fear, my Doricles, 
You woo'd me the falſe way. 
Flo, I think you have 
As little Skill to fear, as I haye purpoſe 
To put you to't. But come, our Dance I pray; 
Your Hand, my Perdita; fo Turtles pair 
[That never mean to part. | bays 91 
Per. Vil ſwear for em. PT 10s 
Pol. This is the prettieſt low- boi: Laſs, that'e ever 
Ran on the green. ſord; nothing ſhe does, or ſeems, _ 
But ſmacks of ſomething greater than her ſelf, 17 
Too noble for this place. 4 
Cam, He tells her ſomething 4 
That makes her Blood look on't : Good ſooth ſhe is © 
The Queen of Curds and Cream. 0 
C's. Come on, ſtrike up. | | 
Dor. Mopſa muſt be your Miſtreſs; * marry Garlick to fl 
mend her kiſſing with. . 
Mop. Now in good time. N 
u. Not a Word, a Word, we ſtand apon our Manners, 
Come ſtrike up. | 
Here a Dance of Shepherds and She pherdeſſes: 
Pol. Pray, good Shepherd, what fair Swain is this 
Which Dances with your Daughter ? 


-. 
* 
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Shep. 
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. » Shepe They call him Doricles, and he boaſts himſelf 
To have a worthy Feeding; but I have it | 
Upon his own Report, and I. believe it: ＋ K 
He looks like ſooth; he ſays he loves my Daughter, 
I think ſo too; for never gaz'd the Moon. | 
Upon the Water, as he'll ſtand and red 
As*rwere: my Daughter's Eyes: And, to be plain, 
I think there is not half a Kiſs to chuſe 
Who loves another belt. | 
Pol. She Dances featly. 5 | 
Shep. So ſhe does any: thing, tho' I report it | 
That ſhould be filent; if young Doricles . 
Do light upon her, ſhe ſhall bring him chat | 
Which he not dreams of. | "4 
R Enter a Servant. 
Ser. O Maſter, if you did but hear the Pedler at the 
Door, you would never Dance again after a Tabor and 
Pipe: No, the Bag-pipe could not more you; he ſings ſe- 
veral Tunes faſter than you'll tell Mony; he utters them 
as he had eaten Ballads, and all Mens Ears grow to his 
Tunes. N | | 
Clo, He could never come better; he ſhall come in; 1 
love a Ballad but even too well, if it be doleful: Ma ter 
- merrily ſet down; or a very pleaſant thing indeed, and ſang 
lamentably. | 
Ser. He hath Songs for Man or Woman of all Sizes; 
no Milliner can fo fit his Cuſtomers with Gloves: He has 
the prettieſt Love ſongs for Maids, fo withoat Bawdry, 
(which is ſtrange) with ſuch delicate burthens of Dildos 
and Fapings: Jump herand thump her: and where ſome 
ſtretch-mouth'd Raſcal would, as it were, mean miſchief, 
and break a foul gap into the matter, he makes the Maid to 
anſwer, Whoop, do me no harm, good Man, puts him off, 7 
fights him, with Whoop, do me no harm, bod Man. 
Pol. This is a brave Fellow.” 
Clo. Believe me, thou talkeſt of an admirable conceited 
Fellow, has he any unbraided Wares? © 
Ser. He hath Ribbons of all the Colours i th Rainbow; 
Points, more than all the Lawyers in Bohemia cn tearnedl y 
handle, tho' they come to him by the Grols Inkles, Cad- 
12 F 5. diſks, 
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diſſes, Cambricks, Lawns; why he ſings em over, as they 
were Gods or Goddeſſes; you wouldthinka Smock were a 
She · Angel, he ſo chants to the Sler ve: hand, and the work 
about the Square ont. | | 
Oi. Prithee bring him in, and let him approach fing- 
ing S | 


Por. Forewarn him-that he ufe no ſcurrillous Words in's 
Tunes. 


Lilo. You have of theſe Pedlars, that have more in them, 
than you'd think, Siſter. 1 
Fer. Ay, good Brother, or go about to think: 
Lawn as white as driven Snow, 
2 black as e er was Crom; 
Gloves as ſweet as Damasl Roſes, 
Mats for Faces, and for Noſes ; 
Bugle-Bracelets, Neck-lace Amber. 
Perfume for a Lady's Chamber : 
Golden Geoff und Stomachers, 
For my;Lads to give their Dears: 
Pins, and poaking Sticks of Steel, 
What Maids lack from Head to Heel: 
Come buy of me, come: Come buy, come buy, 
Buy Lads, or elſe your Laſſes cry: Come buy. 

Gta, If I were not in love with Mopſa, thou ſhould'ſt take 
na: Mony of me; but bein cathraltd as I am, it will alſo 
he the Bondage of certain Ribbons and Gloves. 

Map. I was promis d them againſt the Feaſt, but they 

come not too late now. | 
| 2 He bath promis d you more than that, or there be 

ary.. 

Mop. He. hath-paid you all he promis d you: *May te 
ke has paid you E ole —.— * ſr 4, BY 

in. | 
i, Is there no Manners left among Maids? Will they 
wear their Plackets, where they ſhould bear the ir Faces? Is. 
there not Milking- time, when you are going to Bed, or 
- Kill:boke, to whiltle of theſe Secrets, but you * 
tit 


* 
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tittle-tatling before all our Gueſts? tis well they are whil- 
ing: Clamour your Tongnes, and not a Word more. 

Mop. 1 have done: Come, you promis'd me a tawdry 

Lacs; and a pair of ſweet Gloves. | 

Clo. Have Y= told thee how I wascoz2n'd by the way, 
and loſt all my Mony ? | 
Aut. And indeed, Sir there are Cozeners abroad, there- 
fore it behoves Men to be wary. | : 

Clo. Fear not thou, Man, thou ſhalt loſe nothing here. 

Aut. J hope ſo, Sir, for I have about me many Parcels 
of Charge. ; | 

Clo. What haft here? Ballads? 

Mop. Pray now buy ſome, I love a Ballad in Print, or a 
Life, for then we are ſure they are true. 

Aut. Here's one to a very doleful Tune, how a Ulurer's: 
Wife was rough to Bed with twenty Mony Bagsat a Bur- 
then, and how ſhe long d to cat Adder's Heads, and Toads 
Carbonado'd. n 

Mop. Is it true, think you? 

Aut. Very true and but à Month old. 

Dor. Bleſs me from marrying a Uſurer. 

Aut. Here's the Midwife's Name to't; one Miſtreſs Tale- 
Porter, and five or fix honeſt Wives that were preſent, 
Why ſhould I carry Lies abroad ? 

Mop. Pray you now buy it. , 

Clo, Come on, lay it by; and let's firſt ſee more Ballads; 
we'll buy the other things anon. 

Aut. Here's another Ballad of a Fiſh, that appear d upon 
the Coaſt, on Medueſday the fourſcare of April, forty thou- 
{and Fadom above Water, and ſung this Ballad againſt the 
hard Hearts of Maids; it was thought ſhe was a Woman, 
and was turn d into a cold Fiſh, for ſhe would not exchange 
Fleſh with one that loy'd her: The Ballad is very pitiful, 
and as true. | 

Dor. ls it true too, think you? 

Aut. Five Juſtices Hands at it; and Witneſſes more than 
my Pack will hold. 

Clo, Lay it by too: Another. 

Aut. This is a metry Ballad, but a very pretty one, 

Mop. Let's have ſome merry ones. 


Aint, 


- 
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Aut. Why this is a paſſing merry one, and goes to the 
Tune of two Maids wooing a Man; there's ſcarce a Maid 
Weſtward but ſhe fings it: Tis in Requeſt, Tcan tell you. 
| Mo, We can both ſing it; if thou'lt bear a part, thou 
ſhalt hear, tis in three parts. 
Dor. We had the tune on't a Month a-go. | 
Aut. I can bear my part, you muſt know *tis my Oc- 
eupation: Have at it with you. 


n 8 0 N G. 
| Aut. Get ce, for I muſt go, | 
5 Nies .f not yon * | _ 
Dor. Whither? | | 
Mop. O-whither 7 
Mop. Ir becomes thy Oath full well, 
Thon to me thy Secrets tell, 
Dor. Me too, let me go thither: 
Mop. Or thou goeſt to ih Grange, or Mill, ; 
Dor. If 10 either thou doſt ill: | 1 1 
Aut. Neither. N > q 
Dor. What neither? © 8 
Aut. Neither. Are d | 1 
Dor. Thou haſt ſworn my Love to be, ll 
Mop. Thou haſt ſworn it more to me: 
| Then whuher goeſt? Say whithtr ? 


Clo; We'll have this Song out anon by our ſelves: My 
Father and the Gentlemen are in fad talk, and we'll not trou- 
ble them: Come bring away thy Pack after me. Wenches, 
II buy for you both: Pedlar let's have the. firſt Choice; 
follow me Girls. | 
Au. And you ſhall pay well for em. 


| - 8 N 6. 
ill yon buy any Tape, or Lace for your Cape; 
Ny dainty Duck, my Deer-a? 

A Silk, any Thread, any Toys for your Head . 

Df the newſt, and fiſt, fin ſi Mare. a: 


a wi, 4 II ,n. e un 24, 4 wed kad 


Come to the Pedler, Mony's a medler, 
That doth utter all Mens NM are. a. 


[Ex..Clows, Autolicus, Dorcas, and Mopſa. 


Euter a Servant. 
Ser. Maſter, there are three Carters, three Shepherds, 


three Neat-herds, and three Swine-herds that have made 


themſelves all Men of Hair, they call themſelves Saltiers, 
and they have a Dance, which the Wenches ſay is a Gally- 
maufry of Gambols, becauſe they are not int: But they 
themſelves are oth” mind, if it be not too rough for 
_ that know little but Bowling, it will pleaſe plenti- 

2 2 | 

Shep. Away; we'll none on't; here has been too much 
homely foolery already. I know, Sir, we weary you. 


Pol, You weary thoſe that refreſh us: Pray let's ſee. 


theſe four-threes of Herdſmen. | | 
Ser. One three of them, by their own report, Sir, hath 
danc'd-before the King; and not the worſt of the three, 
but jumps twelve Foot and half by th' Square. 
Sbeßp. Leave your pratings ſince theſe good Men are. 
pleas d, let them come in, but quickly now. 
| Here 4 Dance of twelve Satyrs. 


Pol. O Father, you'll know more of that hereafter. 
ls it not too far gone? *Tis-time to part them, 

He's ſimple, and tells much. How now, fair Shepherd, 
\. Your Heart is full of ſomething, that does take 
Your Mind from Feaſting. Sooth, when I was young, 
And handed Love, as you do, | vas wont 
To load my She with Knacks: I would have Ranſackd 
The Pedler's filken Treaſury, and have pour d it 
To her Acceptance; you have let him go, 
And nothing marted with him. If your Laſs 
Interpretation ſhould abuſe, and call this 
Vour lack of Love, or Beunty, you were ſtraited 
For a Reply at leaſt, if you me ke a Care 
Of happy holding her. 6 
Flo. Old Sir, I Eno 
She prizes not ſuch Trifles as theſe are; 
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The Gifts ſhe looks from me, are packt and lockt 
Vp in my Heart, which 1 have given K 
But not deliver d. O hear me breath my Life 
Before this ancient Sir, who, it. ſhould ſem 5 
Hath ſometime lov'd. 1 take thy Hand,” this Hand, 
As ſoft as Dove's Down; and as white as it, 
Or Ethiopians Tooth, or the fann'd Snow, - 
That's bolted by th Northern Blaft, twice Oer. 
Fol. ww follows 3 
How the feems to waſh. 
hd, „ li, before! ! I fe put you otj 
Bly to your Proteſtation: Let me hear 
What you profeſs. 
Flo. Do, and be witneſs to't. 
Tol. And this my Neighbour 60 
Flo. And he, and more % 88 
Than he, and Men; the Earth, and Heav'ns, and all; 
That were I crown 'd the moſt Imperial Monarch 
Thereof moſt worthy; were I the faireſt Youth 


That ever made Eye ſwerve, had Force and r 


More than was ever Man's, I would not prize them 
Without her Love; for her imploy them all, 
Commend them, and condemn them to her Service, 
Or to their own Perdition. | 

P ol. Fairly oſſer d. 

Cam. This ſhews a ſound Aﬀedtion, 

But my Daughter, 

Say you the like to him? 

Per. I cannot ſpeak 
So well, nothing ſo well, no, nor mean. better. 
By the Pattern of mine on Thoughts, I cut out 
The Purity of his. 
Shep. Take Hands, a Bargain; 5 

And Friends unknowyn, you ſhall/bear witneſs to t: 

1 give my Daughter to him, and will make 
Her Portion equal his. 

Flo, O, that muſt be 
I'th* Virtue of your Daughter; one dead, 
I ſhall have more than you can dream of yet, 
Enough t then. for your Wonder: But come on, 


Contract 
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Contract us fore theſe Witneſſes. 
Shep. Come, your Hand; 
And, Daughter, yours. big. 
Pol. Soft, Swain, a-while ; beſeech you, 
Have you a Father? 2 
Flo. I have; but what of him? 
Pol. Knows he of this? 
Flo. He neither does nor fhall. 
Pol. Methinks a Father l. 
1s at the Nuptial of his Son, a Gueſt | 
That beſt becomes the Table: Pray you once more, 
Is not your Father grown incapable 
Of reaſonable Affairs? Is he not Stupid | 
With Age, and altring Rheums? Can he ſpeak? Hear? 
Know Man from Man? Diſpute his own Eftate? © 
| Lyes he not Bed- rid? and again, does nothing 
But what be did, being Childiſh? | 
Flo. No, good Sir; | 1 
Than moſt have of his Age. | 
| Pol. By my white Beard, Ki 
You offer him, if this be ſo, a Wrong - 
Something unfilial: Reafon my Son 
Should chuſe himſelf a Wife, but as good reaſon - 
The Father (all whoſe Joy is nothing elſe 
But fair Poſterity) ſnould hold ſome Counſel 
In ſuch a Buſineſs. +5 171 
Flo. I yield all this; 
But for — other Reaſons, my grave Sir, 
Which tis not fit you know, I not acquaint- 
My Father of this Buſineſs. 
Pol. Let him know't. 
Flo. He ſhall not. 
Pol. Prithee let him. 
Flo. No; he mult not. 


Shep. Let him, my Son, he ſhall not need to grieve, 
At knowing of thy Choice. Wen 
Fle. Come, come, he muſt not: 


Mark our Contract. 


— — — 


Fol. ' 
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Pol. Mark your Divorce, young Sir, een, 


Whom Son I dare not call: Thou art t 
To be acknowledg d. Thou a Scepter's Heir, 
That thus affects à Sheep-hook? Thou old Traytor, 
] am ſorry that by hanging thee, I can | 
But ſhorten thy Life one Week. And thou freſh Piece 
Of excellent Witcheraft, who of force muſt a 
The Royal Fool thou coap'ſt with. 
Shep. Oh my Heart! 
Pol. I'll have thy Beauty ſcratch'd with Briars, and made 
More homely then thy State. For thee, fond Boy, 
If I may ever know thou doſt but figh, 
That thou no more ſhalt ſee this Knack, as never 
I mean thou ſhalt, we'll bar thee from Succeſſion, 
Not hold thee of our Blood, no not our Kin, 
Far than Dexcalion-off: Mark thou my Words; 
Follow us to the Court. Thou Churl, for this time, 
Tho full of our Diſpleaſure, yet we free thee - | 
From the dead blow of it: And You, Enchantment, 
Worthy enough 2 Herdſman; yea him too, | 
That makes himſelf, but for our Honour therein, 
Unworthy thee ; if ever, henceforth, thou 
Theſe rural Latches to bis Entrance open, 
Or hope his Body more, with thy Embraces, 
Iwill deviſe a Death as cruel for _ 4 
As thou art tender to it. | Erie, 
Per. Even here undone: | AT 
I was not much afraid; for once or twice 
I was about to ſpeak, and tell him plainly, 
The ſelf. ſame Sun that ſhines upon his Court, 
Hides not his Viſage from our Cottage, but 
Looks on alike. Wilt pleaſe you, Sir, be gone? [Tp Flo: 
I told you what would come of this,” Beſeech you 
Of your own State take care: This Dream of mine 
Being now awake, III Queen it no inch farther, 
But. milk my Ewes, and: weep. 
Cam. Why how now, Father. 
Speak &er thou dyeſt. | 
She ve doc cannot Gods, nor think, 
Nor to know that which 1 know. 0 Sir, [> Flor; 
You 
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| You have undone a Man of fourſcore three, 
That thought to fill his Grave in quiet; yea, 
To die upon the Bed my Father dy'd, 
To lye cloſe by his honeſt Bones ; but now 
Some Hang- man muſt put on my Shroud, and lay me 
Where'no Prieft ſhoyels in Duſt. Oh curſed Wretch! 
| [To Perdita. 
That knew'ft this was the Prince, and wouldſt adventure 
To mingle Faith with him. Undone, undone! 
If I might die within this Hour, I have liv'd ar 
To die when I deſire. [Exibe. 
Flo, Why look you ſo upon me? 
I am but ſorry, not afraid; delay'd, 
But nothing alter'd: What I was lam; : 
More ſtraining on, for plucking back; not following 
My Leaſh unwillingly. i Fat 
Cam. Gracious my Lord, 
You know your Father's Temper: At this time 
He will allow no Speech, which I do gueſs 
You do not purpoſe to him; and as hardly 
Will he endure your fight, as yet I fear; 
Then, till the Fury of his Highneſs ſettle, 
83 him. Dan ue 10% * 
Flo. I not purpoſe it. | 
I think, Came mY 
Cam. Even he, my Lord. ; 4 
Per. How often have I told you twould be thus? | 
How often ſaid, my Dignity would laſt 
But till *Ewere known ? , 
Flo. It cannot fail, but by ' © 
The Violation of my Faith, and then _ 
Let Nature cruſh the ſides o'th* Earth together, 
And mar the Seeds within. Lift up thy Looks: 
From my Succeſſion wipe me, Father, I 
Am Heir to my Affection. | 
Cam. Be advis'd. | 
Flo. I am and by my Fancy, if my Reaſon - 
Will thereto be obedient, I have Reaſon ; | 
If not, my Senſes, better pleas'd with Madneſs, 


Do bid it welcome. 
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Cam. This is deſperate, Si 
Flo. So call it; but it does l my Vow; 
I needs muſt think it Honeſty. Camillo, 1 
Not for Bohemia, nor the Pomp that may 
Be thereat gleaned; for all that the Sun ſees, or 
The cloſe Barth wounds, or the profound Seas hide 
In unknown Fadoms, will I break my Oath p 
To this my fair Belov'd: Therefote, I pray you, 
As you have ever been my Father's Friend, 
When he ſhall miſs me, (as in faith 1 mean not 
To fee him any more) caft your good Counſels l 
mn his Paſſion; let my ſelf and Fortune 
Tug for the time to 5 This you may know, _ 
ſo deliver, I am put to Sea Be 
with her, whom here I cannot hold on Shore; 
And moſt opportune to her need, I have; 
A Veſſel rides faſt by, but not prepar'd 
For this deſign. Wha courſe I mean to hold 
Shall nothing benefit your Knowledge, nor 
Concern me the 


= * 
* — - - 
” of ” * 
. * * 
— — 


Cam. O my Lord, | 
I would your Spirit were eaſier bim 1 
Or ſtronger for your need. 3 
Il bear you by and by. | 8 | 
Cam. He's irremoveable, * 
Reſol yd for flight: Now were 1 happy, if 
His going I could frame to ſerve my turn; | 
Save him from danger, de him Love and Honour, | f 
Purchaſe the fight again of dear Sicilia, | 
And that unhappy King, my Maſter, wm 
J ſo much thirſt to ee. | 
Flo. Now, Camille; : 
I am fo fraught with curious Bulinels, chat 
I leave out Ceremony. We 
Cam. Sir, I think ri 
You have heard of my poor Services, ich love | 
That I have born — Father ? 4 


Flo. Very nobly uf 
Hove you deſery'd: It is my Father's Muſick . 


\ * 
4 \ 
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To ſpeak your Deeds; not little of his Care 
To have them recompenc'd, as thought on. 

Cam. Well, my Lord, 
If you may pleaſe to think I love the King, | 
And through him, what's neareſt to him, which is 
Your gracious ſelf, embrace but my Direction, 
If your more ponderous and ſetled Project 
May ſuffer Alteration: On mine Honour, 
I'll point you where you ſhall have ſuch receiving 
As ſhall become your Highneſs, where you may 
Enjoy your Miſtreſs; from the whom, I ſee, 
There's no disjunction to be made, but by 
(As Heay'ns fore fend) your Ruin. Marry her, 
And with my beſt Endeayours, in your Abſence; 
Your diſcontented Father Ill ſtrive to qualiſie, 
And bring to liking. | 

Flo. How, Camillo. N 
May this, almoſt a Miracle, be done? 
That 1 may call thee ſomething more than Mao, 
And after that truſt to thee? 

Cam. Have you thought on 
A place whereto you'll go? 

Flo. Not any yet: | 
But as th' unthought-on Accident is guilty 
Of what we wildly de, ſo we pro 
Our ſelves to be the Slaves of Chance, and Flies 

Of every Wind that blows. - 5 5 

Cam. Then liſt to me: 


This follows, if you will not change your Purpoſe, 
But undergo this Flight; make for Sicilia, 

And there 2 your ſelf, and your fair Princeſs,.. 
(For ſo I ſee ſhe muſt be) fore Leontas; 

She ſhall be habited, as it becomes 

The Partner of your Bed. Methinks I fee 


Leontes opening his free Arms, and 13 
His Welcomes forth; asks thee, the Son, iveneſe, 
As twere i'th' Father's Perſon ; kiſſes the Hands 

Of your freſh Princeſs; o'er and o'er divides him, 
*Twixt his Unkindneſs; and his Kindneſs: Th'one 

He chides to Hell, and bids the other grow 


Faller 


W 


; 
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Faſter than Thought or Time. 

Flo. Worthy Camillo. 

What colour for my Viſitation ſhall I 
Hold up before him? 

Cam: Sent by the King your Father 
To greet him, and to give him Comforts. Sir, 
The manner of your bearing towards him, with! 
What you, as from your Father, ſhall deliver, | 
Things'known betwixt us three, Ill write you down; 
The which ſhall point you forth at every fitting 
What you muſt on that he ſhall not perceive, 
But that you — your Father's Boſom there, 
And ſpeak his very _ 10 

Flo. I am bound to 
There is ſome Sap in t dy 

Cam. A courſe more promiſing, 

Than a wild Dedication of your elves 

To unpath'd Waters, undream'd Shores; moſt certalo? 
To Miſeries enough: No hope to help you, 

But as you ſhake off one, to take another: 
Nothing ſo certain, as your Anchors, who 

Do their beſt Office, if they can but ſtay you, 
Where you'll be loath to be: Beſides, you. know, 
Proſperity's the very Bond of Love, 

Whoſe freſn Complexion, = whoſe Heart together 
Affliction alters. 

Per. One of theſe is true: 

J think Affliction may ſubdue the Cheek, 1 
But not take in the Mind. 40 

Cam. Yea, ſay you ſo? 

There fhall not at your Father's ous, theſ ſeyen Year; 
Be born another ſuc hk. 

Flo. My good Camillo, | 
She's as forward: of her Breeding, as- 

She is i'th' rear o'our Birth. 

Cam. I cannot ſay, *tis pity | 
She lacks Inſtructions, for ſhe ſeems a Mittefs 
To moſt that teach. | 

Per. Your Pardon, Sir, for- IM 3 :# 

2 bluſh you Thanks. i; . 0 . 


— 


Flo, 
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But O, the Thorns we ſtand upon. Camillo, 
Preſerver of my Father, now of me; 
The Medicine of our Houſe; hew ſhall we do? 
We are not furnifh'd like Bohemia's Son, 
Nor ſhall appear in Sicily — 
Cam. My Lord, | 
Fear none of this; I think you know my Fortunes 
Do all lye there: It ſhall be ſo my Care 
To have you Royally appointed, as if 
The Scene ycu play were mine. For inſtance, Sir, 
That you may know you ſhall not want; one word. 


[They talk aſide. 
Enter Autolicus. 5 * 


Aut. Ha, ha, what a Fool Honeſty is! and Truſt, his 
ſworn Brother, a very ſimple Gentleman! I have ſold all 
my Trumpery; not a Counterfeit Stone, not a Ribbon, 


Glaſs, Pomander, Browch, Table-book, Ballad, Knife, 


Tape, Glove, Shooe-tye, Bracelet, Horn-ring to keep my 
Pack from faſtning: They throng who ſhould buy firſt, as 
if my Trinkets had been hallowed, and brought a Bene- 
diction to the Buyer; by which means, I ſaw whoſe Purſe 
was belt in Picture; and what I ſaw, to my good Uſe, I 
remember'd, My good Clown (who wants but ſome- 
thing to be a reaſonable Man) grew ſo in Love with the 
Wenches Song, that he would not ſtir his Pettitoes till 
he had both Tune and Words, which ſo drew the reſt of 
the Herd to me, that all their other Senſes ſtuck in Ears; 
you might have pinch'd a Placket, it was ſenſeleſs, *rwas 
nothing to Fel a Codpiece of a Purſe; 1 would have 
filed Keys off that hung in Chains: No hearing, no feel- 
ing, but my Sir's Song, and admiring the nothing of it. 
So that in this time of Lethargy, I pick'd and cut moft 
of their Feſtixal Purſes: And had not the old Man come 
in with a Whoo-bub againſt his Daughter, and the King's 
Son, and fear'd my Chowghes from the Chaff, I had not 
left a Purſe alive ia the whole Army. 
Cam, Nay; but my Letters by this means being there, 
So ſoon as you arrive, ſhall clear that doubt. 


— — 


Th. 


* 
* 
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Flo. And thoſe that you'll 7 from King Leontes nn 
Cam. Shall fatifie-your 11 rw" \ Rd 
Per, Happy be you: e + | {qld 

All that you ſpeak, ſhews fair. | 11 C 
Cam. Who bave we here? Je 

Well make an Inſtrument of this; omit 


Me 


Nothing may give us aid. . Pr 
Aut. If they have over. heard me now: Why Hanging. * 
Cam. How now, good Fellow | 1 Ol 

Why ſbak'ſt thou ſo? Fear not, Man, | | W 

Here's no harm intended to thee, . Te 

Aut. I am a poor Fellow, Sir. 5 11 

Cam. Why, be ſo ſtill: Here's no Body will teal that I. 

from thee; per for the outfide of thy Poyerty, we muſt ] 

make an Exc ange : Therefore diſcaſe thee inftantly, (thou 7 

muſt think there's a Neceſſity in't) and change Garments val 

with this Gentleman: Tho eee on his ſide, 73 

be the worſt, yet hold thee, there's ſome boot. op 
Au. 1 am a poor Fellow, Sir; I know ye well e- a ( 

nough. 7 We 
.. Cam. Nay, prithee diſpach; the Gentleman is half flead * 
I | 135 wi 
Aut. Are you in earneſt, Sir? I ſmell the Trick on't. Su 
Vio. Diſpatch, I prithee. | 1 an) 
Aut. Indeed 1 have had earneſt, but I cannot with Con- of 
Fcience take it. g e at 
1 Cam. 3 unbuckle. L the 
ortunate Miſtreſs, (let my Prophec F 
Come home to ye,) you 11 1 our ſelf flat 
Into ſame Covert; take your Sweet-heart's Hat _ 
And pluck it o'er your Brows, muffle your Face, Afi 
Diſmantle you, and, as you can, diſſiken 77 * La 
The Truth of your own ſeeming, that you may T4 Car 
(For I do fear Eyes over you) to Ship- board FI ( 
Get undeſery d. Wl Jy oth 
Fer. I ſee the Play ſo lyes, * noi 
That I muſt bear a Part. | ws 
Cam. No remedy —— : 


Have you done there? 
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Flo. Should I now meet my Father, 
He would not call me Son. 
Cam. Nay, you ſhall have no Hat: 
Come Lady, come: Farewel, my Friend. 
Aut. Adieu, Sir. 
Flo, O Perdita, what have we twain forgot? 
Pray you a Word. 1 
Cam. What I do next, ſhall be to tell the King [Aids. 
Of this Eſcape, and whither they are bound: - 
Wherein my Hope is, I ſhall fo prevail 
To force him after; in whoſe Company 
I ſhall review Sicilia; for whoſe ſight, 
I have a Woman's Longing. 
Flo. Fortune ſpeed us. 3 
Thus we ſet on, Camillb, to th' Sea fide. [ Ex. Flo. & Fer. 
Cam. The ſwifter ſpeed, the better. [ Exit. 
Aut. I underſtand the Bufineſs, I hear it: To have an 
open Ear, a quick Eye, and a nimble Hand, is neceſſary for 
a Cut-purſe; a good Noſe is requiſite alſo, to ſmell out 
work for th' other Senſes. I fee this is the Time that the 
unjuſt Man doth thrive. What an Exchange had this been, 
without boot? What a boot is here, with this exchange t 
Sure the Gods do this Year connive at us, and we may do 
any thing extempore. The Prince himfelf is about a piece 
of Iniquity, ſtealing away from his Father, with his Clog 
at his Heels. If I thought it were a piece of honeſty to 
acquaint the King withal, I would not do't: I hold it 
the more Knavery to conceal it; and therein am 1 con- 
ſtant to my Profeſſion. 
Enter Clown aud Shepherd. 
Aſide, afide, here's more matter for a hot Brain; Every 
Lanes end, every Shop, Church, Seſſion, Hanging, yields a 
careful Man work. 1 
Clo. See, ſee; Res Tn you N There * 
other way, but to tell the Kit 's a Changling, ar 
none of — Fleſh and Blood. © e 
Shep. Nay, but hear me. 
Clo. Nay, but hear m:. » 
F 
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Clo. She being nave of your Fleſh and Blood, your Fleſh 


and Blood has nor offended" the King, and ſo your Fleſh and 
Blood is not to be puniſh'd. by. him. She thoſe things you 
found about her, thole ſecret Things, all but what ſhe has 
with her; this being done, let the Law go whiſtle ; 1 
warrant you. = g 
Shep. I will tell the King all, every Word, yea, and his 
Son's pranks too; who, I may ſay, is no honeſt Man nei- 
ther to his Father, nor to me, to go about to make me 
the King's Brother in-Law. en 
Clo. Indeed Brother- in- Law was the fartheſt off you 
could have been to him, and then your Blood had been 
the dearer by I know how much an Ounſe. 
Aut, Very wiſely, Puppies. [Aſ/ae, 
Shep. well let us to the King; there is that in this Far- 
thel will make him ſcratch his Beard. 1 
Aut. I know not what Impediment this Complaint may 
be to the Flight of my Maſter. ith 
Clo. Pray heartily he be at the Palace. | 
Au. Tho' I. am not naturally honeſt, I am ſo ſome- 
times by chance: Let me pocket up my Pedlers Excre- 
ment. How now, Ruſtiques, whither are you bound? 
Shep. To th' Palace, and it like your Worſhip. 
Ant. Your Affairs there? What? with whom ? the Con- 
dition of that Farthe) ? the Place of your Dwelling? your 
Names? your Age? of what having? breeding, and any 
thing that is fitting for to be known, diſcoyer? | 
lo. We are but plain Fellows, Sir. ; 
Aut. A Lie; you are rough and hairy; let me have no 
lying; it becomes none but Tradeſmen, and they often 
ive us, Soldiers, the Lie, but we pay them for it with 
3 Coin, not ſtabbing Steel, therefore they do not 
give us the Lie. 3 5 


11 
4 


Clo, Your Worſhip had like to have given us one, if you 


3 
Aut. Whether it like me, or no, I am a Courtier. 


ba Bf. HM 
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thy Baſeneſs, Covrt- Contempt? Think'& thou, for that I 
inſinuate, or toaze from thee thy Buſineſs, lam therefore 
no Courtier? I am Courtier Cap- al th and one that will 
either puſh- on, or puſh back, thy buſineſs there, where. 
upon command thee to open thy Affair. 

Shep. My Buſineſs, Sir, is to the King. 

Aut. What Advocate haſt thou to him ? 

She p. I know not, and't like you. 

Clo, Adyocate's the Court-word for a Pheazant; fay 
you have none. 

Shep. None, Sir; 1 live no Pheaſine Cock, nor Hen. 
Aut. How bleſſed are we, that are not fimple Wen) 
Yet Nature might have made me as theſe are, | 

Therefore I will net diſdain. 

Clo. This cannot be but a great Courtier. | 

Shep. His Garments are rich, but he wears them not 
handſomly. 

Clio. He ſeems to be the more Noble in being fantaſti 
cal; a great Man, I'll warrant; I know by the picking 
on's Teeth, | 

Aut, The Farthel there; what's i ith Farthel ? 
Wherefore that Box? 

Shep. Sir, therelyes ſuch Secrets in this Farthel and Box, 
which none muſt know but the King, and which he ſhall 
know within this Hour, if I may come to th Speech of him. 

Aut. Age, thou haſt loſt thy Labour. 

Shep. Why Sir? 

Aut. The King is not at the Palace, he is gone Word 
anew Ship to purge Melancholy, and air himſelf; for if 
thou be'ſt capable of things ferious, thou muſt know the 
King is fu!l of Grief, 

Shep. So tis ſaid, Sir, about his Son that ſhould hie 
married a Shepherd's Daughter. 

Aut. If that Shepherd be not in Hand-faſt, let bim fly 
the Curſes he ſhall have, the Tortures he ſhall feel, will 
break the Back of Man, the Heart of Monſter. | 

: Clo. Think you 10," Sir? 
Aut. Not he alone ſhall ſuffer what Wit can make "OV vy. 
and Vengeance bitter; but thoſe that are Germain to him, 
tho remov d fifty times, ſhall all come under the Hangman 

Vol. III. „ Eats which, 
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which, the it be great Pity, yet it is neceſſary. An old 
Sheep · Whiſtling Rogue, a Ram- tender, to offer to have 
his Daughter come into Grace? Some ** he ſhall be 
ſton'd ; but that Death is too ſoft for him, ſay 1: Draw 
our Throne into a Sheep- Coat? All Deaths are too few, 
the ſharpeſt too eaſi e. . 
Clo. Has the old Man cer a Son, Sir; do you hear, 
and't.like.you; Sir {1 7 05 
Aut. He has a Son, who ſhall be flay'd aliye,, then 
nointed over with Honey, ſet on the Head of a ops 
Neſt, then ſtand till he be three Quarters and a Dram 
dead; then recover'd again with Aqua- vita, or ſome o- 
ther hot Infuſion; then, raw as he is, (and in the hotteſt 
Day Prognoſtication .proclaims) ſhall he be ſet againft a 
Brick-Wall, the Sun looking with a Southward Eye upon 
him, where he is to behold him, with Flies blowa to 
Death. But what talk we of theſe Traitorly-Raſcals, 
whoſe Miſeries are to be ſmil'd at, their Offences being ſo 
capital? Tell me, (for you ſeem to be honeſt plain Men) 
what you have to the King; being ſomething gently con- 


ſider d, I'll bring you where he is aboard, tender your 


Perſons to his Preſen ce, whiſper him in your behalf; and 
if it be in Man, beſides the King, to effect your Suits, here 
is a Man ſhall do it. * 1 
Clo. He ſeems to be of great Authority; cloſe with him, 
give him Gold; and though Authority be a ſtubborn Bear, 
yet he is oft led by the Noſe with Gold; ſhew the Infide 
of your Purſe to the outſide of his Hand, and no more a- 
do. Remember ſton d and flay d alive.  _ 
Shop. And't pleaſe you, Sir, to undertake the Buſineſs 
for us, here is that Gold I have; [I'll make it as much 
more, and leave this young Man in Pawa till I bring it 
OU. * 6 1 
f Aut. After I have done what I promiſed? 1 
Shep. W . e Fe 4 10 N 
Aut. Well, give me t oiety. Are you a Patty in 
e ee Ae 5 
Ol. In ſome ſort, Sir; but tho my Caſe be a pitiful 
ene, I hope I ſhall not be flay'd out of it. 
Aut. Oh that's the Caſe of the Shepherd's Son 1 hang 


him, he Il be made an Example. N | 
Ch. 


: 
8 F 

| 4 
1 
4 4 
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Clo. Comfort, good Comfort; we muſt to the King, 
and ſhew our ſtrange Sights; he muſt know tis none of 
your Daughter nor my Siſter, we are gone elſe. Sir, I 
will give you as much as this old Man does, when the 
Buſineſs is perform'd, and remain, as he ſays, your Pawn 
till it be brought you. 

Aut. I will truſt you, walk before toward the Sea-(ide, 
go on the right Hand, I will but look upon the Hedge, 
and follow you, 

By We are bleſs'd in this Man, as I may fay, even 

e d. y 

Shep. Let's before, as he bids us; he was provided to 

us | [Exeunt Shep. and Clown, 

Aut. If I had a Mind to be honeſt, I ſee Fortune would 
not ſaffer me; ſhe drops Booties in my Mouth. I am 
courted now with a double Occafion: Gold, and a Means 
to do, the Prince my Mafter good; which, who knows 
how that may turn back to my Advancement? I will bri 
theſe two Moals, theſe blind ones, aboard him; if he thin 
it fit to Shoar them again, and that the Complaint they 
have to the King concerns him nothing, let him call me 
Rogue, for being ſo far officious, for I am Proof againſt 
that Title, and what Shame elſe belongs to't: To him 
will I preſent them, there may be Matter in it. [ Exit, 


ACT v. SCENE I. 
Enter Lok Cleomines, Dion, Paulina, and Servants, 


Cleo. 8 IR, you have done enough, and have perform'd 
A Saint- like Sorrow: No Fault could you make, 
Which you have not redeem'd ; indeed pay d down 
More Penitence, than done Treſpaſs. At the laſt 
Do as the Heavens have done; forget your evil 
Wich them, forgive your ſelf. N 
Leo. Whilſt I remember 


—_— 


G2 Her 


— —— — 


To bleſs the Bed of Majefty again | 4 


What Dangers, by his Highneſs fail of Iſſue, 8 
May drop upon his Kingdom, and dev our 
 Incertain lookers on. What were more 68 1 
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Her and her Virtues, I cannot forget 19 
My Blemiſhes in them, and ſo ſtill think of . 
The Wrong I did my ſelf; which was ſo much, 
That Heir. Es it bach made my Kingdom, and _ 
Deſtroy d the ſweet'ſt Companion that e er Man 


Bred his Hopes out of, true. | l | . 


Pau. Too true, my Lord, 


If one by one you wedded all the World, ; I 
Or from the All that are, took fomerhing _ 4 
To make a perfect Woman; ſhe you kill 2 
Would be unparallel'd. . 
Leo. I think fo. Kill'd? | 18 
She I ing: 2 1 did fo, but thou ſtrik'ſt me | | 4 5 


Sorely, to ſay I did; It is as bitter 

Upon thy Tongue, as in my Thought. Now, * ao, 
Say * bat ſeldom, 
Cleo. Not at all, good Lady; | 


- You might have ſpo en a e FO that would! 


Have done the time more e and grac d . 
Your Kindneſs better. 121 
Pau. You are one of thoſe, 5 

Would have him wed again. 2 


Dio. If you would not ſo, 
You pity not the State, nor the Remembrance 


Of be moſt Soveraign Name; Conſider little, 


X " _— 


Than to rejoice the former Queen is well? 
What holier, than for Royalties repair, 
For preſent Comfort, and for future Good, 


With a ſweer Fellow to't? 

Pax. There is none worthy, 25 
(Reſpecting her that's gone) Beſides, the Gods 5 
Will have fulfill d their ſecret Purpoſes: 5 
For has not the divine Apollo ſaid, an, 
Is't not the Tenor of his Oracle 
*That King Leontes ſhall not have an Heir, 


+ 


4 
Til his a Cid be found? Which, tha bi,. 
| : 
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Is all as monſtrous to our humane Reaſon, 
As my Antigonus to break his Grave, 
And come again to me; who, on my Life, 
Did periſh with the Infant. Tis your Council, 
My Lord ſhould to the Heay'ns be contrary, _ 
_—_ againſt their Wills. Care not for Iſſue, 
The Crown will find an Heir. Great Alexander 
Left his to th Worthieſt; ſo his Succeſſor 
Was like to be the beſt, 
Leo, Good Paulina, 
Who haſt the Memory of Hermione 
I know in Honour: O, that ever I 
Had ſquar d me to thy Council; then, even now 
I might haye look'd upon my Queen's full Eyes, 
Have taken Treaſure — her Lips. 
Pau. And left them 
More rich, for what they yielded: 
Leo. Thou ſpeak'ſt Truth : 
No more ſuch Wives therefore no Wife; one worſe, 
And better us d, would make her fainted Spirit, 
Again poſſeſs her Corps, and on this Stage, 
(Where we Offenders now appear) Soul - vext, 
And begin, why to me? | 
Pau. Had ſhe ſuch Power, 
She bad juſt Cauſe. . 
Les. She had, and would incenſe ne 
To murther her I married. ; 
Pax. I ſhould ſo: 
Were I the Ghoſt that wak'd, I'd bid you mark 
Her Eye, and tell me for what dull part in't 
You choſe her; then Id ſhriek, that even your Ears 
Should rift to hear me, and the Words that follow'd; 
Should be, Remember mine. 
© Leo. Stars, Stars, | | 
And all Eyes elſe, dead Coals: fear thou no Wife: 
Pl] have no Wife, Paulina. 
Pau, Will you ſwear 
Never to marry, but by my free Leave? 
Leo. Never, Paulina, ſo be bleſs'd my Spirit. 


149 
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Par. Then, good my Lords, bear Witneſs to his Oath? 
** G 3 Cen. 
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Cleo. You tempt him over- much. 


Pau. Unleſs another, . 


As like Hermione as is her Picture, } 


Affront his Eye, | | 


Cleo. Good Madam, pray have done. 


x 
Pau. Yet if my Lordj will marry; if you will, Sik | ; | 


No Remedy, but you will; give me the 
To chuſe you a Queen; ſhe ſhall not be ſo C 
As was your former; but ſhe ſhall be ſuch, 


As, walk'd your firſt Queen's Ghoſt, it ſhovld rake I 4 


To ſee her in your Arms. 
Leo. My true Paulina, 


We ſhall not marry, till thou bidd us. | f . | 


Pau. That 
Sball be, when your firſt Queen's again in Booth; 
Never till then. 
/ Enter a Servant. 

Ser. One that gives out himſelf Prince Florizel, 
Son of Polixenes, with his Princeſs (ſhe 
The faireſt I have yet beheld ) defires „ 

To your high Preſence. 

Leo. What with him ? He comes not . 
Like to his Father's Greatneſs; his Approach 
So out of Circumſtance, and ſudden, tells us, 

*Tis not a Viſitation fram'd, but forc d 

By need and accident. What Train? 
Ser. But few, 

And thoſe but mean. 

Leo, His Princeſs, ſay you; with him? | 
Ser. Yes; the oſt eelſs pie of Each, think; 
Thar e er the Sun ſhone bright on 

Pan. Oh Hermione, 

As every preſent Time doth boaſt it r 

Above a better, gone; ſo muſt thy Grave 

Give way to whar's ſeen now. Sir, you your ſelf 
Have ſaid, and writ ſo; but your writing now - 
Is colder than that Theam ; ſhe had not been, 
Nor was not to be equall'd; thus your Verſe 
Flow'd with her Beauty once, tis ea edb'd, 
To ſay you have ſeen a better. 


, ; 
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Ser. Pardon, Madam; Pex 
The one I have almoſt forgot, (your Pardon) 
The other, when ſhe has obtain'd your Eye, 
Will have your Tongue too. This is a Creature, 
Would ſhe begin a Sec, might quench the Zeal 
Of all Profeſſors de make Pro _ 
Of who ſhe but bid follow, 

Pau. How? not Women? 

Ser. Women will love her, that ſhe is a Woman 
More worth than any Man: Men, that ſhe is 
The rareſt of all Women, © | 

Leo, Go, Cleomines ; : 
Your ſelf (aſſiſted with your honour'd Friends) 
Bring them to our Embracement, Still tis ſtrange 
He thus ſhould ſteal upon us. [ Exit Cleo. 

Pau. Had our Prince ee, 
(Jewel of Children) ſeen this Hour, he had pair'd 
Well with this Lord; there was not a full Month 
Berween their Births, 3 | 
Tes. Prethee no more; ceaſe; thou know'ſt 
He dies to me again, when talk'd of: Sure | 
When [I ſhall ſee this Gentleman, thy Speeches 
Will bring me to conſider that, which may 
Unfurniſh me of Reaſun. They are come. 

Enter Florizel, Perdita, Cleomines, and ethers. 

Your Mother was moſt true to Wedlock, Prince, 
For ſhe did print your Royal Father off, 
Conceiving you. Were I but twenty one, 
Your Father's Image is ſo hit in you, 
His very Air, that 1-ſhould call you Brother, gt 
As I did him, and ſpeak of ſomething wildly + 
By us perform'd before. Moſt dearly welcome; . 
And your fair Princeſs, Goddeſs, oh! alas! © + 
J loſt a Couple, that twixt Heav'n and Earth 
Might thus have ſtood, begetting Wonder, as 
You, gracious _ do; and then I loft, 


1 


1 
C 3 


(All mine own Folly) the Society,. * "I 
Amit wy. —.— Father, whom © 
(Tho bearing Miſery) I defire my Life 
Once more to look on him. 
WT G 4 
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Flo. By his Command 
Have I here touch d Sicilia, and from him 
2 ou all Greetings, that a King, as Friend, 
n ſend his Brother; and but In mity, | 


Which waits upon worn times, hath ſomething ſeix' ; 


His wiſh'd Ability, he had himſelf 
The Lands and Waters *twixt, your Throne and his 
Mea ſur d, to look upon you, whom he loves, 
He bad me ſay ſo, more than all the Scepters, 
And thoſe that bear them, living. | 

Leo. Oh my Brother! 
Good Gentleman, the Wrengs I have done thee, itt 
Afreſh within. me; and theſe thy Offices, . 
So rarely kind, are as Interpreters | | 
Of my behind- hand Slackneſs. Welcome hither, 
As is the Spring to th* Eartb. And hath he too 
Expos'd this Paragon to th' fearful Ulage, | 
(At leaſt ungentle) of the dreadful Neptune, 
To greet a Man, not worth her Pains; wuch les, 
'Th' Adventure of her Perſon? 

Flo, Good my Lord. 
She came from Ly6ia. 19 

Leo. Where the warlike Smalus 


That noble honour'd Lord, is fear d, and 707 . 


Flo. Moſt Royal Sir, 
From thence; from him, whoſe Daughter 
His Tears proclaim'd his parting with her; thence 
(A proſperous South- Wind friendly) we have ne 
To execute the Char my 8 gave me, 
For viſiting your Bichneſ? A Train © ** 
I have from your — 547 Shores Ged. 
Who for Bohemia bend, to ſignifie ö 
Not only my Succeſs in Lybia, Sir, 
But my Arrival, and my Wife's, in oy 
Here, where we are. 
Leo. The Bleſſed Gods | 
Purge all Infection from our Air, whilf you 
Do Climate here; you have a holy Father, | 
A graceful Gentleman, againſt whoſe Perſon,  - 
So ſacred as it is, 1 haye cone * 0 
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For which the Heavens, taking angry Note, 
Have left me Iſſue- leſs; and your Father's bleſs d, 
As he from Heaven merits it, with you, ] 
Worthy his Goodneſs, What might I have been, 
Might I a Son and Daughter now have look d on, 
Such goodly things as you? 
| Enter a Lord. 
Lord. Moſt noble Sir, 501 

That which 1 ſhall report will bear no Credit, 
Were not-the Proof ſo nigh. - Pleaſe you, great Sir, - 
Bohemia greets you from himſelf, by me; 
Deiires you: to attach his Son, who has 
His Dignity and Duty both caſt off, 
Fled from his Father, from his Hopes, and with 

A Shepherd's Daughter: I 
Leo. Where's Bohemia! ſpeak. * 

Lord. Here in your City; I now came from him. 
] ſpeak amazedly, and it becomes 
My Marvel, and my Meſſage: To your Gourt 
Wbilſt he was haſtuing, in the Chaſe, it ſeems, _ 
Of this fair Couple, meets he on the way 
The Father of this ſeeming Lady, and 
Her Brother, having both their Country quitted, 
With this young Prince. | 

Flo. Camillo has betray'd me, 
Whoſe Honour, and whoſe Honeſty, till now, 
Endur'd all Weathers. | 

Lord. Lay't fo to his Charge; 
He's with the King your Father. 

Leo. Who? Camillo? 

Lord. Camillo, Sir, I ſpake with him, who now 
Has theſe poor Men in Queſtion, Never ſaw 1 
Wretches ſo quake; they knee], they Fils the Earth; 
Forſwear themſelves as often as they ſpeak; 
Bohemia ſtops his Ears, and threatens — 

With divers Deaths, in Death. 

Per. Oh my poor Father, 

The Heav'n ſets Spies upon us, will not haye 
Our Contract celebrated. PORT "PR 
Teo. You are marry d? 
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Flo. We are not, Sir, nor are we like to bo; 
The Stars, I ſee, will kiſs the Valleys firſt; 
The odds for high and low's alike. 
Leo. My Lord, 
Is this the Daughter of a King? - 
Flo. She is, 
When — ſhe is * Father's Speed, 
Leo. That once, I fee, our 8 
Will come on very * Sc 
Moſt forry, you have broken from his Liking; 
Where you were ty'd in Duty; and as ſorry 
Your Choice is not ſo rich in Worth as Beauty, 
That you might well enjoy her. 
Flo. Dear, look up; 
Thou Fortune, viſible an Enemy, | 
Should chaſe us, with my Father; Power no Jot | 
Hath ſhe to change our Loves. Beſeech you, Sir, 
Remember ſince you ow'd no more to Time 
Than I do now; with Thought of ſuch Affections, 
Step forth mine Advocate; at your Requeſt, 
My Father will grant 3 Things, as Trifles. 
Leo. Would he do ſo, I'd beg your precious Miſtreſs, 
Which he counts but a Trifle, | 
Pau. Sir, my Liege, | 
'Your Eye hath too much Youth in't; not a Month 
© Fore your Queen dy'd, ſhe was more worth ſuch Gazes 
Than what you look on now. 
Leo. I thought of her, 
Even in theſe Looks I made, But your Petition 
Is yet unanſwer d; I will to your Father; 
\ Your Honour not oferthrown by your Deſires, 
I am Friend to them, and you; upon which Errand 
I now go toward him, therefore follow me, 
And mark what way I make: Come, good my Lord. 
£4 B [ Exennt 


SCENE 1. 


Enter Autolicus, and a Gentleman. 


Aut. Beſeech you, Sir, were you preſent at this Rela. 
tion? == | 1 Cent. 


« 
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1 Sent. I was by at the opening of the Fardel, heard 

the old Shepherd deliver the Manner how he found it; 

- whereupon, after a little Amazedneſs, we were all com- 

manded out of the Chamber; only this, me-thought, I 

heard the Shepherd ſay, he found the Child. | 
Aut. I would moſt gladly know the Iſſue of it. 

1 Gent. I make a broken Delivery of the Buſineſs; but 
the Changes I perceived in the King and Camillo, were ve- 
ry Notes of Admiration; they ſeem'dalmoſt, with ſtaring 
on one another, to tear the Caſes of their Eyes. There 
was Speech in their Dumbneſs, Language in their very Ge- 
ſture; they look'd as if they had heard of a World ranſom'd, 
or one deſtroy'd; a notable Paſſion of Wonder appear'd 
in them; but the wiſeſt Beholder, that knew no more 
but ſeeing, could not ſay, if th Importance were Joy, or 
Es but in the Extremity of the one, it'mult needs 


| Enter another Gentleman. 

Here comes a Gentleman, that happily knows more: 
The News, Roger. | 

2 Gent. Nothing but Ronſites: The Oracle is fulfill d; 
the King's Daughter is found; ſuch a deal of Wonder is 
broken out within this Hour, that Ballad- makers cannot be 
able to expreſs it. | 
Enter another Gentleman. | 
Here comes the Lady Paulinas Steward, he can deliver 
you more. How goes it now, Sir? This News which is 
call'd true, is ſo like an old Tale, that the Verity of it is 
in ſtrong Suſpicion ;. has the King found his Heir? 

3 Gent. Moſt true, if ever Truth were pregnant by 
_ Circumſtance: That which you hear, you'll ſwear you 

ſee, there is ſuch Unity in the Pat The Mantle 
of Queen Hermione; her jewel about the Neck of it; 
the Letters of Aztigonus found with it, which they know 
to be his Character; the Majeſty of the Creature, in Re- 
ſemblance of the Mother; the Affection of Nobleneſs, 
which Nature ſhews above her Breeding, and many o- 
ther. Evidences proclaim her with all Certainty to be 
the King's Daughter, Did you ſee. the Meeting of the two 


Kings ? 
2 Gent. 
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2 Gent. No. inen 4351.15 if nr 1 * 21 | 
3 Gent. Then have you loſt a Sight which was to be 
ſieen, cannot be ſpoken of. There might you have be- 
beld one Joy crown another, ſo and in ſuch manner, that 
it ſeem'd Sorrow wept to take leave of them, for their 
Joy waded in Tears. There was caſting up of Eyes,. hol- 
ding up of Hands, with Countenance of ſuch Diſtraction, 
that they were to be known by Garment, not by Favour. 
Our King being ready to leap out of himſelf, for Joy of 
bis found Daughter; as if that Joy were now become a 
Loſs, cries, Oh, thy Mother,” thy Mother! then asks 
Bohemia Forgiveneſs; thenembraces his Son- in- Law; then 
again worries he his Daughter, with clipping her. Now 
be thanks the old Shepherd, who ſtands by, like a Wea- 
ther:beaten Conduit of many Kings Reigns. I never 
- Heard of ſuch. another Encounter, which lames Report 
to follow it, and undoes Deſcription to do ir. 20 
2 Gent, What pray you, became of Autigonus, that car- 
ryd hence the Child? Deer 
3 Gent. Like an old Tale ſtill, which will have Matters 
to rehearſe, tho Credit be aſleep, and not an Ear open; he 
was torn to pieces with a Bear; this avouches the Shep- 
| herd's Son, who has not only his Innocence, which ſeems 
much, to juſtifie him, but a Handkerchief and Rings of 
| his, that Paulina knows, 
| 1 Gent, What became of his Bark, and his Follow- 
rr | | 5 
3 3 Gent, Wrackt the ſame Inſtant of their Maſter's 
10 Death, and in the View of the Shepherd; ſo that all the 
| Inſtruments which aided to expoſe the Child, were even 
| 
| 


then loſt, when it was found. But oh the noble Combat, 
that *twixt- Joy and Sorrow was fought in Paulina. She 
| had one Eye declin'd for the Loſs of her Husband, ano- 
g ther elevated that the Oracle was fulall'd. She lifted the 
Princeſs from the Earth, and fo locks her in embracing, 
as if ſhe would pin her to her Heart, that ſhe might no 
| more be in danger of loſing. _ 3 Av. 
0 © - 1 Gent. The Dignity of this Act was worth the Au- 
dience of Kings and Princes, for by ſuch was it ated. 


3 Gent , 


1 
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3 Gent. One of the prettieſt Tuches of all, and that 
which angled for mine Eyes, caught the Water, though 
not the Fiſh, was, when at the Relation of the Queen's 

Death, with the manner how ſhe came to it, bravely con- 
feſs'd, and lamented by the King, how Attentiveneſs- 
wounded: his Daughter, till, from one Sign of Dolour to 
another, ſhe did, with an Alas, I would fain fay, bleed 
Tears; for I am ſure, my Heart wept Blood. Who was 

. moſt marble there, changed Colour; ſome ſwounded, all 
ſorrowed ; if all the World could have ſeen't, the Woe had 

been univerſal: ar : T1095. 1 TOTS. 

Gent. Are they returned to the Court? 1 
3 Gent. No. The Princeſs hearing of her Mother's Sta- 
tue, which is in the keeping of Paulina a Piece many 

Vears in doing: and now newly perform'd by that rare J. 

talian Maſter, Julio Romano, who, had he himſelf Eterni- 

ty, and could put breath into his Work, would beguile 

Nature of her Cuftom; ſo perfectly he is her Ape. He ſo 

near to Hermione, hath done Hermione, that they ſay one 

would ſpeak to her, and ſtand in hope of Anſwer, Thi- 
ther, with all greedineſs of Affection, are they gone, and 
there they intend to ſup. 
2 Gent. I thought ſhe had ſome great Matter there in 
Hand, for ſhe hath privately twice or thrice a Day, ever 
ſince the Death of Hermione, viſited that removed Houſe. 
Shall we thither, and with our Company piece the Rejoy - 
| t Gent. Who would be thence, that has the benefit of 
acceſs? Every wink of an Eye, ſome new Grace will be 
born: Our abſence makes us unthriſty to our Knowledge. 
Let's along. | [Exennt>. ' 
+ Ant. Now, had not I the daſh of my former Life in 
me, would Perferment drop on my Head. I brought 
the old Man and his Son aboard the Prince; told him, I 
heard them talk of a Farthel, and I know not what; but 
he at that time, over-fond of the Shepherd's Daughter 
- {ſo he then took her to be) wha began to be much 
Sea-ſick, and himſelf little better, extremity of Weather 
continuing, this Myſtery remained undiſcover d. But 
tis all one to me; tor kad | been the finder out of this 
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Secret, it would not have reliſh'd among wy other Df. 
credits. 


nter Shepherd and Clown. 


Here come thoſe I have done good err my = | 


and already appearing in the — of their Fortune. 


Shep. . Boy, I am paſt more Children ; but thy 


Sons and — will be all Gentlemen born. 

Als. You are well met, Sir; you denied to fight with me 
this other day, becauſe I was no Gentleman born: See | 
theſeCloaths? ſay you ſee them not, and think me aul no no 


Gentleman born, You were beſt ay theſe Robes are not 


Gentlemen born. Give me the Lie; do, and try derne 
I am not now a Gentleman born. 
Ant. I know you are now, Sir, a Gentleman born. + 
Clo. Ay, and have been ſo any time theſe four Hours. 
Shep. And ſo have I, Boy. 
Clo. So you have; but I was a Gentleman born before 
my Father: for the King's Son took me by the Hand, and 


call'd me Brother; and the two Kings call d my Fa- 


ther, Brother; and then the Prince my Brother, and the 
Princeſs my Siſter called my Father, Father, and ſo we 


wept; and there was the firſt Gentleman- like Tears _ 


eyer we ſhed. 
Shep. We may live, Son, to ſhed many more. 


| Clo, Ay, or elſe *twere hard Luck, being in 0 as 
ſterous Eſtate as we are. 


Aut. 1 humbly beſeech you, Sir, to pardon 1 me all the 
Faults I have committed to your Worſhip, and to give me | 


your good Report to the Prince, my Maſter. 


Shep. *Prithee Son do; for we muſt be gentle, now we | 


are Gentlemen. 


Clo. Thou wilt amend thy Life? bas U 


Aut. Ay, and it like your good Worſhip. 


_ Cho, Give me thy Hand; 1 will ſwear to the Princes 
thou art as honeſt a true Fellow as any is in Bohemia. 4 | 


Shep. You may ſay it, but not ſwear it. 
Qi. Not ſwear it, now I am a Gentleman? Let Boors 
and Franklins ſay it, I'll ſwear it. 
Shep. How if 1 i be N Son? 


Clo, 
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Clo. If it be ne'er fo falſe, a true Gentleman may 
{wear it in the behalf of his Friend: And I'll ſwyear to the 
Prince, thou art a tall Fellow of thy Hands, and that 
thou wilt not be drunk; but I know thou art no tall Fel. 
low of thy Hands and that thou wilt be drunk; but 111 
ſwear it, and I would thou wouldſt be a tall Fellow of 


thy Hands. 


Aut. I will prove fo, Sir, to my Power. 

Clo. Ay, by any means prove a tall Fellow); if I do not 
wonder how thou darſt venture to be drunk, not being a 
tall Fellow, truſt me not. Hark, the Kings and the Princes, 
our Kindred, are going to ſee the Queen's Picture. Come 


follow us: We'll be thy good Maſter. [Exemnt, 
| SCENE III. 0 
Enter Leontes, Polixenes, Florizel, Perdita, Camillo, Paulina, 
Lords and Attendants. 


Leo. O grave and good Paulina, the t Comfort 
That I red had of Fee! * | 

Pau. What, Sovereign Sir, 
I did not well, I meant well; all my Services 
You have paid home. But that you have vouchſaf d 
With your crown'd Brother, and theſe your contracted 
Heirs of your Kingdoms, my poor Houle to viſit, 
It is a Surplus of your Grace, which never 
My Life may laſt to anſwer. 

Leo. O Paulina, 
We honour you with trouble; but we came 
To ſee the Statue of our Queen. Your Gallery 
Have we paſs'd through, not without much content; 
In many Singularities; but we ſaw not ; 
That which my Daughter came to look upon, F 
The Statue of her Mother. 

Pau. As ſhe liv'd Peerleſs, 
So her dead likeneſs I do well believe 
Excels what ever bs you look d upon, 
Or Hand of Man hath done; therefore I keep it 
Lovely, apart. But here it is; prepare | 
To ſee the Life as lively mock'd, as erer 

| Stil) 
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Still Sleep mock'd Death; behold, and ſay tis well. 
Traude draws a Curtain, and di Nee Hermione | 
©... Ing like a Statue: 4 
1 like your Silence, it the more ſhews off | 
Tour wonder; but yet ſpeak, firſt you, my Liege, 
Comes it not ſomerhing near? 
Leo. Her natural Poſture. 
Chide me, dear Stone, that 1 may ſay indeed 
ou art Hermione; or rather, Hos art ſhe, 
In thy not chiding; for ſne was as tender 
As Infancy, and Grace. But yet, Paulina, 
Hermione was not ſo much wrinkled, "nothing: 
_ ed as this feems. | 
Oh, not by much. 
rf So much the more our Gries excellence: | 
Which lets go by ſome ſixteen Years, and makes her 
As ſhe liv d now. 
Leo. As now ſhe might have done, 
So much to my good mfort, as it is 
Now piercing to my Soul. Oh, thus ſhe wats 
Even with ſuch Life of Majeſty, warm Life, 1 
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As now it coldly ſtands, when firſt I woo'd her. | 
I am-aſham'd; 40 s not the Stone rebuke me, 15 
For being more Stone than it? Oh Royal Piece; 41% 


There's Magick in thy Majeſty, which has 
My Evils conjur'd to remembrance; and 


Standing like Stone with, thee, 
Per. And give me leave, my 
And do not ſay tis Superſtition, that 
I kneel, and then implore her Blefling. * 
Dear Queen, that ended when I but 8 
Give me that Hand of yours to kiſs . 4, 
Pau. O, Patience; | of 
The Statue is but newly fix d; the Colours 14 


1 
From thy admiring Daughter took the pine, wy 3 | 


Not dry. - . 
Cam. My Lord, your Sorrow was too fore laid on; ''Þ 
Which ſixteen Winters cannot blow ay ay, 5 


So many Summers dry, ſcarce — Joy, 


* ever io long live; no Sorrow 
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But kill'd it ſelf much ſooner. 

Pol. Dear, my Brother, 
Let him that was the Cauſe of this, have power 
To take off ſo much Grief frem you, as he 
Will piece up in himſelf, 

Pau. Indeed, my Lord, 
Tf 1 had thought the Sight of my poor Image 
Would thus have wrought you, for the Stone is mine; 
Id not have ſhew'd you it. | 

Leo, Do not draw the Curtain. 

Pau. No longer ſhall you gaze on't, leſt your Faney 
May think anon, it moves. 

Leo. Let be, let be; 
Would I were dead, but that methinks a 
What was he that did make it? See, my Lord, 
Would you not deem it breath'd; And that thoſe Veio 
Did verily bear Blood ? 

Pol. Maſterly done, ; 
The very Life ſeems warm upon her Lip. 

Leo. The fixture of her Eye has motion in't, 
As we were mock'd with Art. 

Pau. Vil draw'the Curtain. 
My Lord's almoſt ſo far tranſported, that 
He'll think anon it lives. | 

Les, Oh ſweet Paulina, | 
Make me to think fo twenty Years rab 
No ſettled Senſes of the World can match 
The Pleaſure of that madneſs. Let't alone. 
Pan. I am ſorry; Sir, I have thus: far. ftir d you; 1 
I could afflict you further. 

Leo. Do Paulina; | 
For this Affliction has a Tafte 28 — 
As any cordial Comfort. Still methinks 
There is an Air comes from her. What fine Chizzel 
Could ever yet cut Breath? Let no Man Nn 
For I will kiſs her. 

Pau. Good my Lord forbear; 
The ruddineſs upon her Lip is * 2 will eule 21 
You'll marr it, if you kiſs it; ſtain your own | 
Wh oily Painting; ſhall I draw the Curtain! / 
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Leo. No, not theſe twenty Years. | 13 

Per. So long could I | 
Stand by, a Looker on. 

n 

t preſently t or reſolye you 

fer — , you can behold. it, 
Pll make the Statue move indeed; deſcend, | 
And take you by W but then you ou'll think; ö 7 
Which I — againſt, I am aſſiſted | | 
By wicked Powers. 

Leo. What you cap. make her do, 
I am content to look on; what to wh 4 
I am content to hear; for tis as 
To make her ſpeak, as move. 

Pax. It is requir d 
You do awake your Faith, then all Rand ail. 
On; thoſe that think it is unlawful Buſinels | 
I am about, let them depart. 

Leo. Proceed; 
No Foot ſhall ſtir. j1 

Tau. Muſick; awake her: Opp due. 

"Tis time, defend; be Stone no more; 
Strike all that look upon with Marvel. al vi 
Vl fill your Grave up: ftir, nay come away: [ 
Bequeath to Death your N umbneſs; for from him 0 


Dear Life redeems you; you perceive ſhe ſtirs, a! 


| 
' 
k 


Hermione comes | 

Start not, ber Actions ſhall be holy, as | 10-2 U 
Fre Spell is lamfuls.do nor des bet. Fr Wh * 
Until you ſee her die for then i: , 
You Ki her double. 3 preſent your Hand; 5. L. : 
When ſhe was young, you-woo'd her; now in Age, i | 
Is ſhe become the Suitor. 
Le. Oh ſhe's warm, | | [Embracing her; , 
If this be Magick, let it be an Art 4 
Lawful as Eating. 1 ] 
Pol. She embraces him AN | 
Cam. She hangs about his Neck. 11 57M \ 
1 
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Pol. Ay, and make it manifeſt where ſhe has liv'd, 
Or how ſtol'n from the dead? | 
Pau. That ſhe is living. | 
Were it but told you, ſhould be hooted at 
Like an old Tale; but it appears ſhe lives, 
Tho! yet ſhe not, Mark a little while, 
. Pleaſe you to interpoſe, fair Madam, kneel, a 
And pray your Mother's Bleſſing; turn good Lady, 7 
Our Perdita is found. [ Preſenting Perdita, who kneels to Herm. 
Her. You Gods look down, 
And from your ſacred Viols pour your Graces 
Upon my Daughter's Head; tell me, mine own, | 
Where haſt thou been preſery'd? Where liv'd ? How found 
Thy Father's Court ? For thou ſhalt hear that I, 
| A Ons that the _ 8 
Gave hope waſt in being, have preſery' 
My ſelf, to ſee the Iſſue. | | 
Pax. There's Time exough for. that ; 
Leſt they deſire, upon this puſh, to trouble 
Your Joys wich like Relation. Go together 
You 3 Winners all, your Exultation 
Partake to every one; I, an old Turtle, 
Will wing me to ſome wither'd Bough, and there 
My Mate, that's never to be found again, 
Lament till I am loſt. | 
Leo. O Peace, Paulina: ä 5 
Thou ſhould'ſt a Husband take by my Conſent, 
As I by thine a Wife. This is a Match, 2 
And made between's by Vows. Thou haſt found mine, 
But how, is to be queſtion'd; for I faw her, 
As I thought, dead; and bave, in vain, ſald Hany 
A Prayer upon her Grave. I'll not ſeek far 
(For him, I oy know his Mind) to find thee 
An honourable Husband. Come, Camillo, 
And take her by the Hand; wheſe Worth and Honeſty 
Is richly noted; and here juſtified | 
By us, a pair of Kings, Let's from this place. 
What? Look upon my Brother: Both your Pardons, 
That e er I put between your holy Looks | 


— 


My 
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My ill Suſpicion: This your Son-in-law, 6 RN 
And Son unto the King, whom Heay'ns directing, 

f Is troth-plight to your Daughter. Good Paulina, | 
Lead us from hence, where we may leiſurely 1 Wy 
Each one demand, and anſwer to his part | ö 
Perform 'd in this wide gap of Time, fince firſt 
We were diſſever d. Haſtily lead away. ¶ Excunt omnai. 
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3 Duke of Bretagne, and . to the King, : 
Pembroke, 

Eſſex, 7:27 A 
Salisbury, | Engliſh S 
. ; 


Fanlconbridge, Baſtard-Son to Richard the Firſt 
Robert Faulconbridge, ſupper Brother to the "7 
. James Gurney, Fervent to the Lady Faulconbridge. 
| Peter of Pom et, 4 Prophet, 


Philip, King of France. 7 9 
| Lewis, the Dauphin. | 
E Arch- 8 * ſtria. | 15 

Pand [4 Pope” 3 Legate. Fo — „ | : 
rn French Lord. R. 1 | 
Chattilion, aud fm France to Xivg John. | 


| Elinor, Queen- Mother of England. x | | | 
| Conſtance, Mother to Arthur. F; 1 
Btanch, 77 40 Alphonſo King of Caſtile, and Neice 
| to King Jo 5 
Lach 1 Mother to "the 1 and Robert 
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LIFE and DEATH 
oa e 
King FO HN. 

nr ES 

Enter King John, een Elinor, Pembroke, 

Eſſex, and Salisbur „with Chattilion. 


u JOHN, _— 
ow ſay, Chattilion, what would France 


= l with us? | 

El. Chat. Thus, after greeting, ſpeaksthe 
KY King of France 

S:: In my Behaviour to the Majeſty, _ 


| | cre. 
Eli. A ſtrange Beginning; borrow'd Majeſty! 
K. John. Silence, good Mother, hear the Embaſſie. 
Chat. Philip of France, in right and true behalf 
Of thy deceaſed Brother Geffrey's Son, 
Anhur Plantagenet, lays moſt lawful Claim G 
b 0 


ä 


For ere thou canſt report, I will be there, 


pam — 


And ſullen ble Go of your own Decay: 
An honourabl 


Till ſhe had kindled France and all the World, 
V pon the Right and Party of her Son? 


81 
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To this fair Ifland, and the Territories: 
To Ireland, Poyctiers, Anjou, Touraine, Maine, 
Deſiring thee to lay afide the Sword < 
Which {ways uſurpingly theſe ſeveral Titles 
257 the ſame into young Authurs Hand. 
hew, and right Royal Soyeraign. - 1 
15 What follows, it we diſallow of this? 
— The proud Control of fierce and bloody War, 
To inforce theſe Rights ſo forcibly with-held. | 
K. John. Here have we War for War, and Blood forPlood, | 
Controlment for, Controlment; ſo anſwer France. 
Chat. Then take. my King's Defiance from my Mouth, 
The fartheſt limit of my Embaſſie. 
R. Fohn. Rear mine to him, and ſo depart in Peace. 
Be thou as Lightning in the Eyes of France; 


The Thunder of my Cannon fhall be heard. 
So hence; be thou the Trumpet of our ran. 


nduct let him have, 

Pembroke look tot to t Jon Chattilion. N 
Eli What now; fray bn. have I not ever ſaid 

How that Ambitious Conſtance would not ceaſe 


This might have been prevented, and made wats 
With very eaſie Arguments of Love, 


Which now the Manage of two Kingdoms, muſt, 
With fearful bloody Iſſue arbitrate. = , 


Eli. Your ſtrong Poſſeſſion much more than your Right, 


EK. John. Our ſtrong Poſſeſſion and our Right for 1 us; 0 
Or elſe it muſt go wrong with you and me, 


So much my Conſcience whiſpers in your Ear, 
Which none but Heav'n, and you and I ſhall hear; 6 


Eſſex. My Liege, here is the a4 Controrerſe 
Come from the Country to be judg d by you 10 
That cer 1 heard, ſhall i produce en * 4 

K. Jun. Let them approach 3 
Our Abbies and our Friories ſhall pay 28 59 
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This Expedition's Charge. What Men are you? 
- Enter Robert Faulconbridge and the Baſtard. 
Baſt. Your faithful Subject, I, a Gentleman, 
rn in Northamptonſhire, and eldeſt Son, 
As I ſuppoſe, to Faulconbridge, 
A Soldier, by the Honour-giving-hand 
Of Cordelion, Knighted in the Field. 
K. Fohn. What art thou? 
ert. The Son and Heir to that fame Faulconbridge. 
K. John, ls that the Elder, and art thou the Heir? 
You came not of one Mother, then it ſeems? 
Baſt. Moſt certain of one Mother, mighty King, 
That is well known, and, as I think, one Father: 
But for the certain Knowledge of that Truth, 
I put you o'er to Heav'n, and to my Mother; 
Os that I doubt, as all Mens Children may. 
Eli. Out on thee, rude Man, thou doſt ſhame thy Mother, 
And wound her Honour with this diffidence. | 
Baſt. I. Madam? No, I have no Reaſon for it; 
That is my Brother's Plea, and none of mine, 
The which if he can. prove, a pops me out, 
At leaſt from fair five hundred pound a Year: 
Heav'n guard my Mother's Honour, and .m y Land, 
K. John. A good blunt Fellow: Why being younger Born 
Doth he lay claim to thine Inheritance? | 
Baſt, 1 know not why, except to get the Land; 


But once he ſlander d me with Baſtardy : 


But whether I be as true begot or no, 
That till I lay upon my Mother's Head, 
But that I am as well begot, my Liege, 
(Fair fall the Bones that took the Pains for me) 
Compare our Faces, and be judge your ſelf, 
If old Sir Robert did beget us both, 
And were our Father, and this Son like him: 
O old Sir Robert Father, on my Knee 
I give rag 3 I ba =_ to thee. 
K. John. Why what a mad cap hath Heay'al'en 
Wu 12 hath 4 Trick of Cordelion' Face, on 
The accent of his Tongue affecteth him: 
Do you not read ſome Tokens of my Son 
H y 


Vor, III. In 
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In the large Compoſition of this Man ? 
K. John. Mine Eye hath well examined his Parts, 
And finds them perfect Richard: Sirrah, ſpeak, 
What doth move you to claim your Brother's Land? 
Baſt. Becauſe he hath. a half-fice, like my Father, 
With half that Face would he have all my Land, 
A half-fac'd Groat, five hundred Pound a Year ? | 
Rob. My gracious Liege, when that my Father liv'd, 
Your Brother did imploy my Father much — 
Baſt. Well, Sir, by this you cannot get my Land, 
Your Tale muſt be how he imploy'd my Mother. 
Ro. And once diſpatch'd him in an Embaſſie 
To Germany, there with the Emperor 
To treat of high Affairs touching that time: 
Th' Advantage of his Abſence took the King, 
And in the mean time ſojourn'd at my Father's; 
Where, how he did prevail, I ſhame to ſpeak: 
But truth is truth, large lengths of Seas and Shores 
Between my Father and my Mother lay. 
As I have heard my Father ſpeak himſelf, 
When this fame luſty Gentleman was got. 
Upon his Death-bed he by Will = 8 
His Lands to me, and took it on his Death 
That this my Mother's Son was none of his; 
And if he were, he came into the World | 
Full fourteen Weeks before the Courſe of time: 
Then good my Liege, let me have what is mine, 
My Father's Land, as was my Father's Will. 
K. Fohn. Sirrah, your Brother is Legitima'e, 
Your Father's Wife did after Wedlock him: 
And if ſhe did play falſe, the Fault was hers, 
Which Fault lyes on the Hazards of all Husbands 
That marry Wives. Tell me, how if my Brother, 
Who, as you fay, took pains to get this Son, 
Had of your Father claim'd this Son for his, 
In ſooth, good Friend, your Father might have kept 
This Calf, bred from his Cow, from all the World : 
In ſooth he might; then if he were my Brother's, 
My Brother might not claim him; nor your Father, 
Being none of his, retuſe him; this concludes, 
$7 » Un My 
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My Mother's Son did get your Father's Heir, 

Your Father's Heir muſt have your Father's Land. 

:Rob. Shall then my Father's Will be of no force 
To diſpoſſeſs that Child which is not his? 

Baſt. Of no more-force to diſpoſſels me, Sir, 
Than was his Will to get me, as I think. ; 

Eli. Whether hadſt thou rather be a Faulconbridge, 
And, like thy Brother, to enjoy thy Land: 175 
Or the reputed Son of Cordelia, | | | 
Lord of thy Preſence, and no Land belide? | 

Baſt. Madam, and if my Brother had my Shape, | | 
And | had his, Sir Robert's his, like him, 

And if my Legs were two ſuch riding Rods, 

My Arms ſuch Eel-skins tuft, my Face ſo thin, 

That in mine Ear I durſt not ſtick a Roſe, 

Leſt Men ſhould ſay, look where three Farthings goes, 
And to his Shape were Heir to all this Land, 

Would 1 might never ſtir from off this Place, 

I would give it every Foot to have this Face: 

I would not be Sir Nobbe in any caſe. 

Eli. I like thee well; wilt thou forſake thy Fortune, 
Bequeath thy Land to him, and follow me? | 
I am a Soldier, and now bound to France. 

Faſt. Brother, take you my Land, Vil take my Chance; 
Your Face hath got five hundred Pound a Year, | 
Yet fell your Face for five Pence, and tis dear. 

Madam, I'll follow you. unto the Death. | 
Eli. Nay, I would have you go before me thither. 
Baſt. Our Country manners give our Betters way. 

. John. What is thy Name 

Baſt. Philip, my Liege, ſo is my Name begun, 
Philip, ge od old Sir Robert's Wife's eldeſt Son. 

XK. John. From henceforth bear his Name 
Whoſe Form thou beareft: 

Kneel thou down Philip, but riſe more great, 

Ariſe Sir Richard and Plantagenet 

Baſt. Brother by th'Mother's fide, give me your Hand, 
My Father gave me Honour, yours gave Land. 

Now bleſſed be the Hour, by Night or Day, 

When 1 was got, Sir Robert was away. | 
| H 2 Eli. 


172 The: Life a and _ 


Eli. The very Spirit of Plantagenet : ee 
I am thy Grandam, Richard, call me . F 


Baſt. Madam, by chance, but not by truth, . % 


Something about a little from the right, 
In at the Window, or elſe o'er the Hatch: N 
Who dares not ſtir by Day, muſt walk b e ard 
And have is have, however Men do catch; “ 13» 
Near or far off, well won is ſtill well thot, * (i 517 
_ I am I, howe'er I was * ; 
K. John. Go, Faulconbridge, now haſt teu chy defire;! 

A Landleſs Knight makes thee a Landed Squire: 
Come Madam, and come Richard, we muſt ſpeed | 
For France, for France, for it is more than need. 

Baſt. Brother, adieu, good Fortune come to thee) 
For thou waſt got-i'th*. way of Honeſty. [ Ex. all but BaP. 
A Foot of Honour better than I was. 
But many a many Foot of Land the worſe. 2 21d 01% 


Well, now can I make any Joan u Lady; r 


Good -den, Sir Richard, Godamercy Fello ss, © 5 

And if his Name be George, I'll call him Peter; 1 

For new made Honour doth forget Mens Names: 

*Tis too reſpective and too ſociable | 

For your Converſion, now your Traveller, 

He and his Tooth- pick, at my Worthip's Meſs, 

And when my Knightly Stomach is ſuffic'd, 

Why then I ſuck my Teeth, and Catechiſe 
My picked Man of Countrys; My Dear Sir, T3 .4 

Thus Jeaning on mine Elbow I begin, 5 

I fhall beſeech you; that is Queſtion no-, 

And then comes Anſwer like an Abſey- Book: 

O Sir, ſays Anſwer, at your beſt Command, 

At your Employment, at your Service, Sir: 

No, Sir, ſays Queſtion, 1, ſweet Sir, at yours, 

And ſo &er Anſwer knows what Queſtion would, 

Saving in Dialogue of Compliment, Ve 

And talking of the Alps and Apennines, 

The Fyrennean and the River Po, 

It draws towards Supper in concluſion ſo. 

But this is worſhipfu evoke 

And fits the mounting 1 r Nike my Aelf: 
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For he is but a Baſtard to the time 


That doth not ſmoak of Obſervation, 


And ſo am I whether I ſmack or no; 

And not alone in Habit and Device, 

Exterior Form, | outward Accoutrement ; 

But from the inward Motion to deliver 
Sweet, ſweet, {ſweet Poiſon for the Ages Tooth, 
Which though I will not practiſe to deceive, | 


Vet, to avoid deceit, I mean to learn; 


For it ſhall ſtrew the Footſteps of my Riſing : 

But who comes in ſuch haſte in riding Robes? 

What Woman-poſt is this? Hath ſhe no Husband 

That will take Pains to blow a Horn before her? 

O me, tis my Mother; how now, good Lady? 

What brings you here to Court ſo haſtily? | 

Enter Lady Faulconbridge and James Gurney, 
Lady. Where is that Slave, thy Brother? Where is he? 

That holds in chaſe mine Honour up and 3 
Baſt. My Brother Robert, old Sir Robert's Son 

Colbrand the Giant, that ſame mighty Man, 

Is it Sir Robert's Son that you ſeek fo? | 
Lady. Sir Robert's Son? ay, thou unreverend Boy, 

Sir Robert's Son, hy ſcorneſt thou at Sir Robert? 

He is Sir Roberts Son! —— thou. * 
Baſt. ames wil t ve us leave a ?. 
23 

Baſt. Philip, Sparrow, James. 

There's Toys abroad, anon I'll tellthee more. [Exit James. 

Madam, I was not old Sir Robert's Son. 

Sir Robert might have eat his Part in me | 

Upon Good. Friday, and ne'er broke his Faſt: 

Sir Robert could do well, marry, to confeſs! 

Could get me! Sir Robert could not do it; 

We know his Handy-work, therefore good Mother 

To whom am I beholding for theſe Limbs? 

Sir Robert never holp to make this Leg. 

Lady. Haſt thou conſpir'd with thy Brother too, 
That for thine on Gain ſhould'ſt defend mine Honour? 
What means this Scorn, thou moſt untoward Knave! 
H3 Baſt, 
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What, I am dub'd, I have it on my Shoulder: 
But Mother, I am not Sir Robert's Son, 
I have diſclaim'd Sir Robert and my Land, 
Legitimation, Name, and all is gone; 
Then, good my Mother, let me know my Father, 
Some proper Man, I hope; who was it, Mother? 
Lady. Haſt thou deny d thy ſelf a Faulconbridge? 
Baff. As fajthfully as I deny the Devil. | 
Lady. King Richard Cordelion was thy Father; 
By long and vehement Suit I was ſeduc d 
To _— Room for him in — Husband's Bed. 
Heav'n lay not my Tranſgreſſion to my charge; 
Thou art the Iſſue of 4 dear Offence, | 
Which was ſo ſtrongly urg'd-paſt my Defence. 
Baſt. Now, by this Light, were I to get again, 
Madam, I would not with a better Father, 7 
Some Sins do bear their Privilege on Earth, "x 
And ſo doth yours; your Fault was not your Folly; 
Needs muſt you lay your Heart at his Diſpoſe, 
Subjected Tribute to commanding Love, 
inſt whoſe Fury and unmatched Force, 
The awleſs Lion could not wage the Fight, 
Nor keep his princely Heart from Richard's Hands. 
He that per Force robs Lions of their Hearts, 
May eaſily win a Woman's; ay, my Mother, 
With all my Heart I thank thee for my Father : 
Who lives and dares but ſay, thou didſt not well 
When I was got, IH ſend his Soul to Hell, 
Come, Lady, I will ſhew thee to my Kin, 
And they ſhall ſay, when Richard me begot, 
If thou hadſt ſaid him nay, it had been Sin; 


Who ſays it was, he lyes; I fay, 'twas nor. Exeum 
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Will I not think of home, but follow Arms, 
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ACTH. SCENE I 
SCENE, chere the Walls of Angiers: 


Enter Philip Ring of France, Lewis the Dauphin, the | 
Arch Dule of Auſtria, Conſtance, and Arthur. 


Lew. D Efore Angiers, well met brave Auſtria 
B Arthur, that great Fore-runner of thy Blood 
Richard, that robb'd the Lion of his Heart, 
And fought the holy Wars in Paleſtine, 
By this brave Duke came early to his Grave; 
And for amends to his Poſterity, 
At our Importance hither is he come, 
To ſpread his Coleurs, Boy, in thy behalf; 
And to rebuke the Uſurpation 
Of thy unnatural Uncle, Engliſh John. 


* 


Embrace him, love him, give him welcome hither. 


Arth. God ſhall forgive you Cerdelion's Death 
The rather, that you give his Offspring Life, 
Shadowing their Right under your Wings of War; 
I give you welcome with a powerleſs Hand, 
But with a Heart full of unſtained Love, 

Welcome before the Gates of Angiers, Duke, 
Lewis. A noble Boy! who would not do thee right? 
Auſt; Upon thy Cheek lay I this zealous Kiſs, 

As Seal to this Indenture of my Love; 

That to my home I will no more return, 

Till Angiers, and the Right thou haſt in France; 

Together with that pale, that white - facd Shore, 

Whoſe Foot ſpurns back the Ocean's roaring Tides; 

And c from other Lands her Iſlanders, 

Even till that England, hedg'd in with the Main, 

That water-walled Bulwark, ſtill ſecure | 

And confident from foreign Purpoſes, 

Even till that outmoſt Corner of the Weſt 

Salute thee for her King; *till then, fair Boy, 


H 4 
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What, I am dub'd, I have it on my Shoulder: 
But Mother, I am not Sir Robert's Son, | 
I have diſclaim'd Sir Robert and my Land, 
Legitimation, Name, and all is gone; 1 
Then, good = Mother, let me know my Father, 
Some proper Man, I hope; who was it, Mother? 
Lady Haſt thou deny d thy ſelf a Faulconbridge? 
Baff. As faithfully as I deny the Devil. 78 
Lady. King Richard Cordelion was thy Father; 
By long and vehement Suit I was ſeduc d 
To _ Room for him in = Husband's Bed. 
_ Heav'n lay not my Tran ion to my charge; 
Thou arrthe Iſſue of — Offence, 
Which was ſo ſtrongly urg'd/paſt my Defence. ? 
Baſt. Now, by this Light, were I to get again, 
Madam, I would not with a better Father. 
Some Sins do bear their Privilege on Earth, - _ 
And ſo doth yours; your Fault was not your Folly; . 
Needs muſt you lay your Heart at his Diſpoſe, 
Subjected Tribute to commanding Love, en e 
Again whoſe Fury and unmatched Forcte. 
The awleſs Lion could net wage the Fight, 14 
| Nor keep his princely Heart from Richard's Hands, 
| | He that per Force robs Lions of their Hearts, F 
| May eaſily win a Woman's; ay, my Mother, 
| With all my Heart I thank thee for my Father: 
| Who lives and dares but ſay, thou didſt not well ; 
Y When I was got, IH ſend his Soul to Hell, | 
| Come, Lady, I will ſhew thee to my Rin 
And they ſhall ſay, when Richard me begot, 1 7 


If thou hadſt {aid him nay, it had been Sin; "I 


Who ſays it was, he lyes; I fay, 'twas not, {Exempt 
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AC H. SCENE I. 
l N E, 1 the Walls of Angiers. 


Enter Philip Ning of France, Lewis the Dauphin, the 
Arch. Dute of Auſtria, Conſtance, and Arthur. 


Lew. Efore Angiers, well met brave Auſtria. 

Arthur, that great Fore · runner of thy Blood 

Richard, that robb d the Lion of his Heart, 

And fought the holy Wars in Paleſtine, 

By this brave Duke came early to his Grave; 

And for amends to his Poſterity, 

At our Im ce hither is he come, 

To ſpread his Coleurs, Boy, in thy behalf; 

And to rebuke the Uſurpation 

Of thy unnatural Uncle, Engliſh Fohn. 

Embrace him, love him, give him welcome hither. 
Arth. God ſhall forgive you Cordelion's Death 

The rather, that you give his Offspring Life, 

Shadowing their Right under your Wings of War; 

I give you welcome with a powerleſs Hand, 

But with a Heart full of unſtained Love, 

Welcome before the Gates of Angiers, Duke. 
Lewis. A noble Boy! who would not do thee right? 
Auſt; Upon thy Cheek lay I this zealous Kiſs, 

As Seal to this Indenture of my Love; | 

That to my home I will no more return, 

Till Angiers, and the Right thou haft in France; 

Together with that pale, that white-fac'd Shore, 

Whoſe Foot ſpurns back the Ocean's roaring Tides} 

And c from other Lands her Iſlanders, | 

Even till that England, hedg'd in with the Main, 

That water-walled Bulwark, ſtill ſecure 

And confident from foreign Purpoſes, 

Even till that outmoſt Corner of the Weſt 

Salute thee for her King; *till then, fair Boy, 

Will I not think of home, oy follow Arms. 


Conft, 
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Conſt. O take his Mother's Thanks, a Widow s Thanks; 
*Till your ſtrong Hand ſhall help to give him Strength, 
To make a more Requital to your Love. 

Auſt, The Peace of Heay'n is theirs, who lift their Swords 
In ſuch a juſt and charitable War. 

R. Philip. Well then, to work, our Cannon ſhall be b 
Againſt the Brows of this reſiſting Town; 

Call for our chiefeſt Men of Diſcipline, 

To cull the Plots of beft Advantages, 

We'll lay before this Town our Royal Bones, 
Wade to 1 Market- Place in Frenchmens _ 
But we will make it ſubje& to this Boy. 

Conſt. Stay for an Anſwer to your Embaſkie, 
Left unadvis d you ſtain your Swords with Blood. 
My Lord Chatiilion may from England bring 
That Right in Peace which here we urge in War 
And then we ſhall repent each Drop of Blood, q 

That hot raſh Haſte fo indirectly ſhed. _ - 29] a. 
Euter Chattilion. 0 
K. Philip. A Wonder, Lady? lo! upon thy Wm 17 
Our Meſſenger Chattilion, is arriv d; 
What England ſays, ſay briefly, gentle Lord, 
We coldly pauſe for thee, Chattilion ſpeak. 

Chat. Then turn your Forces from this paultry Siege 
And ſtir them up againſt a mightier Task. 

England, impatient of your juſt Demands, 
Hath put himſelf in Arms, the adverſe Winds, 
Whoſe Leiſure I have ſtaid, have given him tine 
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To Land his Legions all as ſoon 28 I. 41. 
His Marches are expedient to this Town, M 
His Forces ſtrong, bis Soldiers conſident. 
With him along is come the Mother- Queen 
An Ate ſtirring him to Blood and Strife, N 
With her her Neice, the Lady Blanch of N 1 8 


With them a Baſtard of the King deceas d, % 
And all th' unſettled Humours of the Land; 1 
Raſh, inconſiderate, fiery Voluntaries, . 
With Ladies Faces, and fierce Dragons Spleens; | ot 
Have ſold their Fortunes at their native Homes, 


A 
| 
3 
Bearing their Birthright proudly on their Backs, hy. * 


* 


To make a Hazard of new Fortunes here; 
In brief, a braver Choice of dauntleſs Spirits 
Than now the Engliſh Bottoms have waft o'er, 
Did-never float, upon the ſwelling Tide, 
To do offence and ſcathe in Chriſtendom. 
The Interruption of their churliſh Drums 
Cuts off more Circumſtance; they are at hand, | 
Te mat endl heref ' Drums beat. 
0 parly or to t, thererore prepare. | | 
K. Philip 7 unlook'd; for is this Expedition! 
Auſt. By how much unexpected, by ſo much _ 
We muſt awake, [endeavour for Defence, A 
For Courage mounteth with Occaftion: 
Let them be welcome then, we are prepar d. 
Enter King of England, Baſtard, Elinor, Blanch, Pem- 
10 v4 | broke and others. i | 
EK. Fohn, Peace be to France, if France in Peace permit 
Our juſt and lineal Entrance to our o-]; 
If not, bleed France, and Peace aſcend to Heav'n. 
Whilſt we, God's wrathful Agent, do correct 
Their proud Contempt that beats his Peace to Heav'n. 
K. Philip. Peace be to England, if that War return 
From France to England, there to live in Peace. 
England we love, and for that England's ſake 
With burthen of our Armour here we {weat; 
This Toil of ours ſnould be a Work of thine; 
But thou from loving England art fo far, | 
That thou haſt under-wrought its lawful King, 
Cut off the Sequence of Poſterity, - Aoi; foo 
Out-faced Infant State, and done a Rape 
Upon the Maiden · virtue of the Crown. 
Look here upon thy Brother Geffry's Face, | 
Theſe Eyes, theſe Bros, were moulded out of his; 
This little Abſtract doth contain that lar 10 
Which dy d in Geffrey; and the Hand of Time 
Shall draw this Brief into as large a Volume. 
That Geffrey was thy elder. Brother born 
And this his Son, England was Geffrey's Right, 
And this is Geffrey's; in the Name of Gd. 
How comes it then that thou art call'd a King, 
1457 H y When 
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When living Blood doth in theſe Temples beat, 
Which owe the Crown that thou o'er-maſtereſt ? 


K. John. From whom haſt thou this great Commiſſiori 


To = my Anſwer from thy Articles? 
x, Phil. From 
In any Breaft of ſtrong Authori 
To look i into the Blots and Stains of Right, 
That Judge hath made me Guardian to this Boy, 
Under whoſe Warrant I impeach thy Wrong, 
And by whoſe Help I mean to chaſtiſe it. 
K. ohm. Alack, thou doſt uſurp Authority. 
K. Philip. Excule it, tis to beat uſurping down. 


Eli. Who is t that thou doſt call Uſurper, France? 
Conſt. Let me make Anſwer: * Pe” 1 Son. 


Eli. Out Inſolent, thy Baſtard 


That thou may ſt de a Queen, and check the © Work! 


Conſt. My Bed was ever to thy Son as true, 
As thine — to thy Husband, and this Boy, 
Liker in Feature to bis Father Geffrey, | 
Than thou and Fohn, in Manners being as like 
= Rain to Watex, 7 

a Ba my 1 
2 to never was ſo true begot; 

— and if thou wert his Mother. 


Eli, There's a good Mother, Boy, that blots thy Fae 


There's a Grandan, ; 
That would blot * — oy 
Luft. Peace. ; 
Baſe. Hear the Crier, 
eſt, What the Devil art thou? 


Boft, One that will play the Devil, Sir, with you, 


And a may catch your Hide and you alone. 
You are the Hare, of whom the Proyerb goes, 
Whoſe Valour plucks dead Lions by the Beard, 
III ſmoak your Skin-Coat, and I catch you right; 
Sirrah, look to't, f faith I will, i' faith. 

Blanch. O well did he become that Lion's Robe, 
That did diſrobe the Lion of that Robe. 


It lyes as fightly on the Back of him, 
As great Abl Shae Shees upon an Af; 
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Put, AG, I'll take that Burthen from your Back, 
Or lay on that ſhall make your Shoulders crack, 
Auſt. What Cracker is this ſame that deafs our Ears 
With this abundance of ſuperfluous Breath? 
King Lewis, determine what we fhall do ſtreight. 
" Lewis. Women and Fools break off your Conference: 
King Fohn, this is the very Sum of all; 
England, and Ireland, Angiers, Tourame, Main, 
In right of Arthur do I claim of thee: 
Wilt thou refign them, and lay down thy Arms? 
EK. Fohn. My Life as ſoon; I do defie thee, France. 
Arthur of Britain, yield thee to my Hand, | 
And out of my dear Love Pl! give thee more, 
Than cer the Coward-Hand of France can Win; 
Submit thee, Boy. 
Eli. Come to thy Grandam, Child. N 
Conſt. Do, Child, go to it Grandam, Child, F 
Give Grandam Kingdom, and it Grandam will x 
Give it a Plum, a Cherry and a Fig, | 
There's a good Grandam: | | 
Arth. Good my Mother, Peace, * | 
I would that I were low laid in my GAave, 
I _ not 8 Coil 2 made for me, 
j. His Mother ſhames him fo, poor Boy he weeps. 
Conſt. Now ſhame upon you wha ſhe Jade or no. 
His Grandam's Wrong, and not his Mother's Shames, 
Draws thoſe Heay'n-moving Pearls from his poor Eyes, 
Which Heav'n ſhall take in nature of a Fee; A 
Ay, with theſe ſad Chryſtal Beads Heav'n ſhall be brib'd 
To do him Juſtice, and Revenge on you. 
Eli. Thou monſtrous Slanderer of Heay'n and Earth. 
Conſt. Thou monſtrous Injurer of Heavn and Earth, 
Call me not Slanderer; thou and thine ufurp 
The Domination, Royalties and Rights 
Of this oppreſſed Boy; this is thy eldeſt Son's Son, 
Jafortunate in nothing but in thee: . 
Thy Sius are viſited in this poor Child, 
The Cannon of the Law is laid on hint, 
Being but the ſecond Generation 
Removed from thy ſin · conceiving Womb. 


K. Fobn; 
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K. Jahn. Bedlam have done. 's 2A 

Conſt. I have but this to lay, i N i 
That be is not only plagued for her Sin, fl 
But God hath' made EIn Sin and her, the Plague 0 
On this removed Iſſue, plagu d for her, * 
And with her Plague her Sin; his Injury * 
Her Injury, the Beadle to her Sin, 2 vn 
All puniſh'd in the Perſon of this Childc. 
And all for her; a Plague upon her. 

Eli. Thou unadviſed Scold, I can produce . 


A Will that bars the Title of thy Son. 
Conſe. Ay, who doubts that? a Will; a wicked willy 
A 3 Will; a n e R 
1 Peace Lad e, or be more tem 
It ill —— this — waging cry Amen pen; 
To theſe ill tuned Repetitions. ey Ma 
Some Trumpet ſummon hither. to the Walls | p 
Theſe Men of Angiers; let us hear them ſpeak, 
Whoſe Title they admit, avon; s or John's. 


| [nyo fund; 
ker a Citizen upon the H. 

Citi. Who is What hath warn 6 us 0 * Walls? 

K. Philip. Tis France for England. a 71 . 


K. Jolm. England for it ſelf; 
You Men of Angiers, and my loving Subjects. — 
K. Phil, You loving Men of Augiers, Arthur's IN 
Our Reg, call'd you to this gentle Parle 
k. John. For our Advantage; therefore hear us felt: 
Theſe Flags of France, that are advanced here « 4h 


Before the Eye and Proſpect of your Town, 5 


Have hither march d to your Endamagement. 
The Cannons have their Bowels full of Wrath; 1 
And ready mounted are they to ſpit fort: 
Their Iron Indignation Sil, your Walls: (7. 0 
All Preparation for a bloody Siege, 461 + | 
And mercileſs Proceeding, * theſe French, nn 
Confront your City's Eyes, N winking Gate: 
And but for our Approach, thoſe ſleeping Stones, tt 
That as a Waſte do girdle you about, 75 
* the Compulſion of their Ordinance 3 
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By this time from their fired Beds of Lime * 
Had been diſhabited, and wide Havock made | 
For bloody Power to-ruſh upon your Peace. if 
But on the Sight of us your lawful King, 
Who painfully with — dient March, 
Have brought a counter- check before your Gates, 
To ſave unſcratch'd your City's threatned 7d Checks: | 
Behold the French amaz d vouchſafe a Parle; ; ffs hot, 
And now inſtead of Bullets wrap d in hire, a0 
To make a ſbaking Feaver in your Walls 
They ſhoot but calm Words, folded up in Smoak, A 
To K a faithleſs Error in your Ears 
which truſt accordingly; kind Citizens, th 
And let us in. Your King, whoſe labour d Spirits 
Fore-weary'd in this Action of ſwift Speed, 
Craves Harbourage within you City Walls. 
K. Philip, When 1 4 fd, , make Anſwer to e 
Loe in this right Han oſe Protection | 
Is moſt divinely yow'd upon the Right. 
Of him it holds, ſtands young "Plantagenee,. AT 3 
Son to the elder Brother of this. Man, * OF 
And King oer him, and all that he enjoys: Ne ox 
For this down-trodden Equity, we tredde 
In warlike March, theſe Greens before your Town, | 
Being no further Enemy to ou 
Than the conſtraint of Hoſpita le Zeal, | 
In the relief of this oppreſſed Child, \ oi 
RET pfoyokes. Be pleaſed then r lab ul 
y that Duty which you truly owe, 1 
170 that owes it, namely, this young prince; ; 
* then our Arms, like to a muzzled . 1 1 
Save in Aſpect, hath all 8 ſeald up: | 
Our Cannons Malice vainly ſhall be ſpent... | 
Againſt th inyulnerable Chou, of Heay'n ;, | " oo 
And with a blefled, and un- vext Retire, ATE. 
«With unhack'd Swords, and Helmets all uubrund! 
We will bear home that luſty Blood again, 
Which here we came to ſpout pink your Town, 
And leave your Children, Wives, and you in Peace. 
But if you fondly rt our proffer d Otter, 
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Baſe. Speed then to take Advantage of the Field. 
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»Tis not the Rounder of your old-fac'd Walls 

Can hide you from our runs mr ä On \e* 
Though all theſe Exgliſp, and their Diſcipline, -- 
Were harbour'd in their rude Circumference: 
Then tell us, ſhall your City call us Lord. 

In that behalf which we have challeng'd it? 

Or ſhall we give the Signal to our Rage, . 

And ftalk in Bleod to our Poſſeſſion? | 

Citi, In brief, we are the King of England's Subjects, 
For him, and in his Right, we hold this Town... 

K. Fohn. Acknowledge then the King, and let me in. 

Citi, That can we not; but he that proves the King, 
To him will we prove Loyal; till that time 
Have we ramm d up our Gates againſt the World. 

EX. Fon, Doth not the Crown of England prove the King! 
And if not that, I bring you Witneſſes, 
Twice fifteen thouſand Hearts of England's Breed 

Baſe. Baſtards, and elſe. . 

K. Fohn. To verifie eur Title with their Lives. 

K. Philip. As many, and as well born Bloods 48thoſe--2 

Baſt. Some Baftards too. Peas 

K. Philip. Stand in his Face to contradi& his (laim. 

Citi, Till you compound whoſe Right is wor bieſt, 
We for the worthicſt hold the Right from both. _ 

K. John. Then God forgive the Sin of all thoſe Souls, 
That to their everlaſting Reſidence, 
Before the Dew of Evening fall, ſhall fleet 
In dreadful Trial of our Kingdom's King. =... 

K Philip. Amen, Amen, Mount Chevaliers to Arms. 

Bai. Saint George that ſwindg'd the Dragon, 

And &er fince fits on's Horſeback at mine Hoſteſs Door, 
Teach us ſome Fence. Sirrah, were I at home 
At your Den, Sirrah, with your Lionefs, 5 
1 would ſet an Ox-Head to your Lion's Hide, 


And make a Monſter of you, [To Auftria, 


Au. Peace, no more. 1 | 
Ball. O tremble; for you hear the Lion roar. _ 
K. John. Up higher to the Plain, where we'll ſet forth, 
In beſt Appointment, all our Regiments. Th 
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XK. Philip. It ſhall be ſo; and at the other Hill - 
Com mand the reſt to ſtand. God and our Right! Exaumt. 
Here, after Excurſions, enter the Herald of France with 
Trumpets to the Gates. | 
F. Her. You Men of Angiers, open wide your Gates, 
And let young Arthur, Duke of Bretagne, in; 
Who by the Hand of France, this Day hath made 
Much Work for Tears in many an Evgiiſh Mother, 
e — warns 7-07 on the bleeding Ground: 

any a Wi s Hus veling lyes, 
Coldly embracing the — Beth, | 
And Victory with little Loſs doth play 
Upon the dancing Banners of the French, 
Who are at hand triumphantly difplay'd 
To enter Conquerors; and to proclaim 
Arthur of Bretagne, England's King, and yours. 

Enter Englifh Herald with Trum | 

E. Her. Rejoyce, you Men of Angiers; ring your Bells; 
King Fohn, your King, and England's, doth a 
Commander of this hot malicious Day. te 
Their Armours, that march'd hence ſo Silyer bright, 
Hither return all gilt in Frenchmens Blood. ſt 
There fluck no Plume in any Engliſh Creſt, 
That is removed by a Staff of Fance. 
Our Colours do return in thoſe ſame Hands 
That did diſplay them when we firſt march'd forth; 
And like a Jolly Troop of Huntſmen come 
Our luſty Egl;/h, all with purpled Hands, 
Dy'd in the dying Slaughter of their Foes. 
Open your Gates, and give the Victors Way. 

Citi. Heralds, from off our Towers, we might behold, 
From firſt to laſt, the Onſet and Retire 7 
Of both your Armies, whoſe Equality 
By our beſt Eyes cannot be cenſured; 

Blood hath bought Blood, and Blows have anſwer'd Blows; 
Strength match'd with Strength, and Power confronted 
Both are alike, and — ——— y [Power, 
One muſt prove greateſt. Whi y weigh ſo eyen, 

We hold our Town for neither; yet for both, 
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We ele Binge with hain Soma ran everal Doors: 
K. Folm. France, haſt thou yet more — to caſt away? 
ſhall the Current of our Right run on; * 
Se Paſſage, vext with thy Impediment, 1 
Shall leave his native Channel, and o er- ſ well. 
With Courſe diſturb d, even thy confining W250 - 
Unleſs thou let his Silver Water keep 
| A poem Progreſs to the Ocean, 
K. Philip. England, thou haſt not fav d one Drop 4. 
In this hot Trial, more than we of France; 
Rather loſt more. And by this Hand I wear, 
That ſways the Earth this Climate overlooks. 
Before we will lay down. our juſt- borne Arms, 
Well pu ut thee down, gainſt whom theſe Arms we bear, 


Or add a Royal, Number to the dead 1 
Geng the Scroul that tells of this: War's l, wad). 
With Slaughter coupled to the Name of Kings. 5 


Baſt. Ha! Majeſty; how, high thy Glory towers, | i] 
When the rich Blood of Kings is det on Fire. 
Oh now doth Death line his dead Chaps with nel | 
The Swords of Soldiers are his Teeth, his Phangs, 7 
And now he feaſts, mauſing the Fleſh; of Men 3 \%p 
In undetermin'd Differences of Kings. 
Why ftand theſe Hy Fronts amazed thus? IF 
Cry Havock, Kings, back to the ſtained F eld . | 
You 7 Potents, fiery kindled Spirit: 
Then let Confuſion of one Part confirm 5. 
The other's Peace; till then, Blows, Blood, and Ew 
K. Foln. Whoſe Party do the Townſmen yet admit? - 


1 
"rr! 


K Philip. Speak Citizens, for England, who's your King? | 


Citi. The King of England, when, we know the Ki 

. Philip. Know him in us, that here hold up his Right, 

X.Fohn, In us, that are our gyn great Deputy, 
And bear Poſſeſſion of our Perſon here, 1 
Lord of our Preſence, Angiers, and of ou. 

Citi. A greater Power than we denies all this; . 
And till it be undoubted,. we do lock Silas. DH 
Our former Scruple in our-ſtrong barr'd Gates: . 
Kings of our Fear, untill our Fears reſolv ei 
Be by ſome certain King purg d and od, 8 3 
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of King Jo HNW. 1385 
By Heay'n, theſe Scroyles of Angier: flout you _— 
And tang ſecurely on their Battlements, 
As in a Theatre, whence they gape and point 
At your induſtrious Scenes, and Acts of Death. 
You Royal Preſences be ral'd by me; 
Do like he Mutines of Jeruſalem, 92 2:1 180 
Be Friends a while, and both conjointly bend L 
_ Your ſharpeſt Deeds of Malice on this Town. 
By Eaſt and Weſt let France and England mount 
Their battering Cannon charged to the Mouths, 
Till their So — Clamours have braul'd down 
The flinty Ribs of this contemptuous City. 7. 
i'd play inceſſantly upon theſe Jades; ET d 
Even 'till unfenced Deſolation - 0 150 el 
Leave them as naked as the — Airs. Sil, 
That done, diſſever your united Strengths, 
And part your mingled Colours once again. 
Turn Face to Face, and bloody Point to Point; 
Then in a Moment Fortune ſhall cull forth, 
Out of one Side, her happy Minjon, | 
To whom in favour ſhe ſhall give the 9 | 
And kiſs him with a glorious Victory. 
How like you this wild Counſel, mighty States; | 
Smacks it not ſomething of the Policy? 
K. John. Now by the Sky that Hangs above our | Heads, 
I like it well. France, ſhall we knit cur Powers, 
And lay this Angiers even with the Ground, 
Then after fight who ſhall be King of it? 
Baſt. And if thou haſt the Mettle of a King, 
Being wrong'd as we are by this peeviſh' Town, 5. 
Turn thou. he Mouth of * Artillery, 100 
As we will ours, againſt theſe ſaucy Walls b 
And when that we have daſnid — to wt . 
Why then defie each other, and pell- mell 
Make work upon our ſelves for Heay'n or Hell. 
HP Let it be ſo; ſay, where will you ä 
K. Jom. We from the Welt wal 20 wan dcn 
Into this City's: Boſom. ] wot 0067 
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ts The Life and Death 
EK. Philiꝭ Our Thunder from the South, 
Shall rain their Drift of Bullets on this Town. 


Baſs. 1 Diſcipline! From North to South; i: | 
1 . 


France ſhoot in each others Mouth, 
I'll ſtir them to it; come away, away. 
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Cini. Hear us great Kings, vouchſafe a while to ſtay, 


And I ſhall hero you Peace, and fair-fac'd League. 
Win you this City without Stroak or Wourd; 
Reſcue thoſe breathing Lives to die in Beds, 
That here come Sacrifices for the Field; 

Perſevere not, but hear me, mighty Kings. 


K. John. Speak on; with Farour we are bent to hear. 
Citi. That Daughter there of Spain, the Lady Blanch, 


Is near to England, look upon the Years 
Of Lewis the Dawphin, and that lovely Maid. 
If luſty Love ſhould go in queſt of Beauty, 
Where ſhould he find it fairer, than in Blaych ? 
If zealous Love ſhould go in ſearch of Virtue, 
Where ſhould he find it purer than in Blanch:? 
If Love ambitious, ſought a Mateh of Birth, 
Whoſe Veins, bound rieber Blood than Lady Blanch 
_ as ſhe is, in Beauty, Virtue, — * 

s the young Dauphin every way compleat: 
If not compleat of, ſay he is — ſne; : 192 7 
And ſhe agaid wrants nothing, to name Want, 
If Want it be not, that ſhe is not he. | 
He is the half Part of a'blefſed Man, | 
Left to be finiſhed by ſuch as ſhe; 
And ſhe a fair divided Excellence. 
Whoſe fulneſys of Perfection lyes in him. 
O two ſuch Silver Currents, when they join, | 
Do glorifie the Banks that bound them in: 


And two ſuch Shores, to two ſuch Streams made one; | 


Two ſuch controlling Bounds ſhall you be, Kings, 
To theſe two Princes, if you marry them: - 
This Union ſhall do more than Battery can, 
To our faſt cloſed Gates: For at this Match, 
With ſwifter Spleen than Powder:can enforce, 
The Mouth of Paſſage ſhall we fling wide ope, 
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N give you entrance; but without this Match, 
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The Sea enraged is not half ſo deaf, 
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Lions more confident, Mountains and Rocks 
More free from Motion, no not Death hi 
In mortal Fury half ſo peremptory, 
As we to koep this City. 112 
Bat. Here's a Stay, 
That ſhakes the rotten Carkaſs of old Death _ 
Out of his Rags. Here's a large Mouth indeed, a 
That ſpits forth Death, and Mountains, Rocks, and Seas, 
Talks as familiarly of roaring Lions, 
As Maids of thirteen do of Puppy-dogs. 


What Cannoneer begot this luſty Blood, 


He ſpeaks plain Cannon fire, and ſmoak, and bounce, 

He gives the Baſtinado with his Tongue: | 

Our Ears are cudgel'd, not a Word of his 

But buffets better than a Fiſt of Fance; 

Zounds I was never ſo bethumpt with Words, 

Since I firſt call'd my Brother's Father Dad. | 
Eli. Son liſt to this Conjunction, make this Match, 

Give with our Neice a Dowry large enough; 

For by this Knot, thou ſhalt fo. ſure] tie 

Thy now unſur'd Aſſurance to the Crown, 

That yon green Boy ſhall have no Sun to ripe 

The Bloom that promiſeth a mighty Fruit: 

I ſee a yielding in the Looks of France: 

Mark how they whiſper, urge them while their Souls 

Are capable of this Ambition, 

Leſt Zeal now melted by the windy Breath 

Of ſoft Petitions, Pity and Remorſe, | 

Cool and congeal again to what it was. 

Citi. Why anſwer not the Double Majeſties, 


This friendly Treaty of our threatned Town ? 


E. Philip, Speak England firſt, that hath been forward firſt 
To ſpeak unto this City: What ſay you? 

K. John. If that the Dauphin there, thy Princely Son, 
Can in this Book of Beauty read I love; 
Her Dowry. ſhall weigh equal with a Queen, 
For Angiers, and fair Touraine, Main, i 
And all that we upon this ſide the Sea, 
Except this City now by us beſieg d, 
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Find liable to our Crown and Dignity, 
Shall gild her Bridal Bed, and make her rich 
In Titles, Honours, and Promotions; 4 8 
And ſhe in Beauty, Education, Blood, i 
Holds Hands with any Princeſs of the Worlds. 7.91 
EK. Philip, What ſay ſt thou, Boy? Look in the Lady oracei 
Lewis, Ido, my Lord; and in her Eye 1 N 

A Wonder, or a wondrous Miracle, rid o 410 
The Shadow of my ſelf form'd in her bye, | r 
Which being but the Shadow of your Son, | 
Becomes a Sun, and makes your Son a Shadow: 

Ido proteſt I never lovd my ſel fk . 
Till now, infixed I beheld my ſelf. 2 
Drawn in the e Table: of her Eye. 


[Whiſpering with uach | 


Baſt. a in; the flattering Table of her Eye, 
22 in the frowning wrinkle of her Brow, | 
uarter d in her Heart, he doth eſpie 
elf Love's Traitor; this is pity.now, 

That hang'd, and drawn, and quarter'd there ſhould be, 

In ſuch a Love, ſo vile a Lout as he. 
Blanch. My Uncle's Will in ws dei. 

If he ſee — * in you that makes him like, 

That any thin 5 he ſees which moves his liking,” 

I can with eaſe tranſlate it to my Will:! 

Or if you will, to ſpeak more properly,” 

I will enforce it eaſily to my Love. 

Further I will-not flatter you my Lane, 

| That all I fee in you is worthy Love, 

Than this, that no do I fee in you, | 150 u 

Though churliſh Thoughts themſelves ſnould be your Judge; 

That can find, ſhould merit any Hate. [Neice ? 
- K.Fohn, What ſay theſe young ones? What ſay you, my 
Blanch. That ſhe is bound in Honour till to do 

What you in Wiſdom ſtill youchſafe to ſay. [Lady ? 
X John. Speak then, Prince Dauphin, can you love this 
Lewis. Nay, ask me if I can refrain from Love, 

For I do love her moſt unfeigned iy. 
K. Fohn. Then do I give Volqueſſen, Touraine, Main, op 

—_— and * theſe ſive Provinces | 
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With her to thee, and this addition more 
Full thirty thouſand Marks of Engliſt Coin. nk 4 
Philip of France, if thou be pleas d withal, 9 290 
Command thy Son and Daughter to join Hands. 7 
K. Philip. It likesus well; ; young Princes, cloſe your Hands 
Auſt. And your Lips too, for I am _ aſſur d, 
That I did ſo, when I was firſt aſſur d. | | 
R. Philip. Now Citizensof Angiers ope your Sa. 
Let in that amity which you haye made, 
For at Saint Maries Chappel preſently, : 
The Rites of Marriage ſhall be ſolemniz uu. 
Is not the Lady Con 3 Trop? 
I know ſhe is not, for this Match made up, 
Her Preſence would have interrupted much. 
Where is ſhe and her Son, tell me, who — 
Lewis. She is ſad and paſſionate at your Highneſs Tent: 
K. Philip. And b my Faith; this League r made 
Will give her Sane very little ure e to. 
Brother of England, how, may we content om z of 
This Widow Lady? In her Right we came. 
Which we, God knows, have turn'd another 927 
To our own Vantage. | 
K. Fohn, We will heal up all, 
For we'll create y oung 2 Duke of Britain, 
And Earl of Richmond, and this rich fair Town, _ .  -| | 
We make him Lord of. Call the Lady Conſtance, | 
Some ſpeedy Meſſenger bid her repair | | 
To our Solemnity: I truſt we ſhall, 
If not fill up the Meaſure of her Will, 
Yet in ſome meaſure ſatisfie her ſo, 
That we ſhall ſtop her Exclamation. 
Go we, as well as haſte will ſuffer us, . 
To this unlook'd for, unprepared "4:64 Ex. all but Baſt, 
Baſt, Mad World, mad Kings, mad Compoſition ; 
Fohn to ſtop Arthar's Title in the whole; 
Hath willingly departed with a part; 
And France, whoſe Armour Conſcience buckled on, 
Whom Teal and Charity brought to the Field, 
As God's own Soldier, rounded in the Ear 
With that ſame Purpeſe-changer, that ly Devil, 
Fl That 
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That Broker, that ſtill breaks the Pate of Faith, 
That daily Break-Vovy, he that wins of all, 


Of Kings, of Beggars, old Men, young Men, Maids, - KEY 


Who having no external thing to loſe, . 
But the word Maid, cheats the poor Maid of that, 
That ſmooth- fac d Gentleman, tickling . 
Commodity, the Biaſs of the World, 
The World, who'of it {elf is poiſed well. 
Made to run even, upon even Ground; _ 
Till this Advantage, this vile drawing Biaks, 
This ſway of Motion, this Commodity, 
Makes it take head from all indifferency, 
From all direction, purpoſe, courſe, intent; 
And this ſame Biaſs, this Commodity, 
This Bawd, this Broker, that all changing world, 
Clapt on the outward Eye of fickle France, 
Hath drawn him from his on determin'd een 
From a reſoly'd and honourable War, 
To a moſt baſe and vile concluded Peace. 
And why rail Ion this Commodity? 
But for becauſe he hath not wooed me yet: 
Not that I have the Power to clutch my Hand, 
When his fair Angels would falute my Palm, ' 
But for my Hand, as unattempted jet. 
Like a poor Beggar, raileth on the Rich. N 
Well, whiles Jam a Beggar, I will rail, 
And fay there is no Sin but to be rich: 
And being rich, my Virtue then ſhall be, 
To ſay there is no Vice, but Beggary, 
Since Kings break Faith upon Commodity, oy ol 
Gain be my Lord, for I will warſhip the. [Exit 
Eurer Conſtance, Arthur an Salisbury. 
Cant. Gone to be marty'd! Gone to {wear a Peace! 
Falſe Blood to falſe Blood join d! Gone to be Friends! 
Shall Lewis have Blanch, and Blanch thoſe nn 
It is not ſo, thou haſt miſpoke. miſheards _ 
Be well advis'd; tell o'er thy Tale a = 
It cannot be, thou doſt but fay dis 
I truft I may not truſt thee, for thy Word: 
3 the vain Breath of a common Man: 


Believe 
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Believe me, I do not believe thee Man, 
1 = = 8 Oath ” 1 | 
Thou ſhalt be puniſh'd for thus frighting mo 
For I am fick, and capable of Fears, 

Oppreft with — Tad therefore full of F ears, 


A Widow, husbandleſs, ſubject to Fears, 

A Woman naturally born to Fears; _ 

And though thou now confeſs thou didſt but zel, | 
With my vext Spirits I cannot take a Truce, 

But they will quake and tremble all this Day. 
What doſt thou mean by ſhaking of thy Head? 
Why doſt thou look ſs Lay on my Son? 

What means that Hand upon that Breaſt of thine? 
Why holds thine Eye that lamentable Rheum, 
Like a proud Riyer peering o'er his Bounds? 

Be theſe {ad Signs confirmers of thy Words? 
Then ſpeak again; not all thy former Tale, 

But this one word, whether thy Tale be true. 
Sal. As true, as I believe you think them falſe 
That give you cauſe to prove my ſaying true. 
Conſt. Oh if thou teach me to believe this Sorrow, 

Teach thou this Sorrow how to make me die, 
And let Belief and Life encounter ſo, 
As doth the Fury of two deſperate Men, 
Which in the very meeting fall and die. | 
Lewis marry Blanch! © Boy, then where art thou? | 
France Friend with England! what becomes of me? _. 
Fellow be gone, I cannot brook thy ght; 
This News hath made thee a moſt ug 
Sal. What other Harm have I, 7 Lady, 8 
But ſpoke the Harm that is by others done? 
Conf. Which Harm within it ſelf fo hainous is, 
As it makes harmful all that ſpeak of it. | 
Arth. 1 do beſeech you, Madam, be content. 
Conft, If thou that bidſt me be content, wert grim, 
Ugly. and ſlandrous to thy Mother's Womb, 
Full of unpleaſing Blots, Bag ſightleſs Stains, 
Lame, fooliſh, crooked, ſwart, prodi en 
Fatch d with foul Moles, and Eye- offending Marks, 
-I would not care, I then Would be content, 
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For then I ſhould not love thee: No, nor thou 

Become thy great Birth, nor deſerve a Croõẽõẽounnn. 

But thou art fair, and at thy Birth, dear Bor. 

Nature and Fortune join d ta make thee great. 

Of Nature's Gifts thou may ſt with Lillies boaſt, 

And with the half blown Roſe. But Fortune, oh, 

She is corrupted, chang d, and won from thee, - 

Sh' Adulterates hourly with thine Unkle John, 

And with her golden Hand hath pluckt on France 

To tread down fair reſpe& of Sovereingty, ; 

And made his Majeſty the Bawd to theirs. 

France is a Bawd to Fortune, and King Fob 

That trumpet Fortune, that . Fam: 

Tell me, thou Fellow, is not France forſworn? 

Envenom him with Words, or get thee gone, 

And leave theſe Woes alone, which I alone 

Am bound to under- bear. e 
Sal. Pardon me, Madam | | 

1 may not go without you to che Kinga. 
Canſt. Thou may'lt, thou ſhalt, I will not go with thee; 

I will inſtruct my Sorrow to be proud, 5 550 

For Grief is proud, and makes his Owner ſtoop; 

To me and to the State of my great Grief, 

Let Kings aflemble: For my Grief's ſo great 

That no Supporter but the huge firm Earth - W 


Can holdiit up: Here I and Sorrows fit, 3 
Here is my Throne, bid Kings come bow to it. 
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ACT M. SCENE I. 


Enter King John, King Philip, Lewis, Blanch, Elinor, Phi- 
lip the Baſtard, Auſtria, and Conſtance. | 

K. Philip. T Is true, fair Daughter; and this bleſſed Day, 

E Ever in France ſhall be kept Feſtiyal: | 
To ſolemnize this Day the glorious Sun 25 

Stays in his Courſe, and plays the Alchymiſt, 

Turning with ſplendour of his precious Eye * 
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The meager cloddy Earth to glitt ring Gold: 
The yearly courſe that brings this Day about 
Shall never ſee it, but a Holy- dax. 

Conſt. A wicked Day, — not a holy Day. N 
What hath this Day deſerv'd ? What bath it done, 

That it in golden Letters ſhould be ſet 

Among the high Tides in the Kalendar? 
Nay, rather turn this Day out of the Week, 
This Day of Shame, Oppreſſion, Perjury. 

Or if it muſt ſtand ſtill, let Wives with Child 
Pray that their Burthens may not fall this Day, 
Leſt that their Hopes prodigiouſly be croſt: 
But on this Day, let Seamen fear no Wrack, 
No Bargains break that are not: this Day made; 
This Day all things begun come ta ill End, 
Vea, Faith it ſelf, to hollow Falſneod change. 

K. Philip. By Heay'n,' Lady, you ſhall have no cauſe 
To curſe the fair Proceedings of this Day: en 
Have I not pawn'd- to you my Majeſty? 

Conſt, You have beguil'd me vvith a Counterfeit 
Reſembling Majeſty, which being touch d and try d, 
Proves valueleſs: You are forſworn, forſworn. 

You came in Arms to ſpill my Enemies Blood, 
But now in Arms, you ſtrengthen it with your... 
The grapling Vigour, and rough Frown * War 
Is cold in Amity, and painted Peace, Wee 
And our Oppreſſion hath made up this League: 
Arm, Arm, you Heav'ns, againſt theſe perjur'd Kings; | 
A Widow cries, be Husband to me, Heay/ns, - | 
Let not the Hours of this ungodly Day 
| e — * Days in Peace; but ere Sun-ſet, 

t armed Diſcord twixt theſe perjur d Kings. 
Hear me, oh hear me! 2 ; "_ n 0 

Anſt. Lady Conſtance, Peaacgde. * 

Conft. War, War, no Peace; Peace is to me a Wart 
O Lymoges, O Anſtria, thou doſt nam 
That bloody Spoil: Thou slave, thou Wretch, thon Cowgrd, 
Thou little Valiant, great in Villan ;: 0 
Thou ever ſtrong upon the ſtronger Sid 
Thou Fortune 's Chimpion, that doſt neyer fight } 
Vor. III. 4 * * 
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But when her humorous Ladiſhip is by 
To teach thee Safety; thou art perjurd too, 


And ſooth'ſt up Greatneſs, What a Fool art thou, 


A ramping: Fool, to brag, to ſtamp, and ſwear, . 


Upon my Party; thou cold-bldoded Slave. 


Haſt thou not ſpoke like Thunder on my fide, 
Been ſworn my Soldler, bidding me depend k 
Upon thy Stars, thy Fortune, and thy Strength? 

And doſt thee'now fall over to my Foes? » , 
Thou wear'ſt a Lion's Hide? Doff it for ſhame, 
And hang a Calves-skin'on thoſe recreant Limbs. + . / 
Auſt. O that a Man ſhould ſpeak thoſe words to me. 


Baft. And hang a Calves-skin on thoſe recreant Limbs, 


Auſt. Thou dar'ſt not ſay fo, Villain, for thy Life. 
Baſt. And hang a Calves-skin on thoſe recreant Limbs. 
K. John. We like not this, thou doſt forget thy ſelf, 
- + + + + © Eater Pandulph. 13 

x. Pools Here comes the holy Lepate of the Pope. 
Pang. Hail, you anointed Deputies of Heav n 


To thee, King Fohn, my holy Errand iz 


I Pandulph of fair Milam Cardinal, 
And from Pope Innocent the Legate here, 
Do in his Name religiouſly demand d 
Why chou againſt the Church, our holy Mother, 
So wifully doſt ſpurn, and force perforcgse 
Keep Stephen Langton, choſen Atchbiſſop 
Of Canterbmy, from that holy See? 

This in our foreſaid holy Father's Name, 
Pope Innoeent;"I do demand of the. \ 
K. Fohn. What earthy Name to Interrogatories 

Can tax the Free- breath of a ſacred King ? | 

Thou canſt not, Cardinal, deviſe a Name 

So ſlight, unworthy, and ridiculous a 

To charge me to an anſwer, as the Pope: 

Tell himThis' Tale, and from the Mouth of England,” 
Add chus much more; that no Talian Prieſt © 
Hall tithe or toll in our Dominions: | 
But as we, under Heay'n, are ſupream Head, 
So under it that great Supremacy _ | 
. Where. we do reign, we will alone uphold 


* 
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Without th' Aſſiſtance of a mortal Hand: 
So tell the Pope, all Reverence ſet apart 
To him and his uſurp'd Authority. bb. 
K. Philip. Brother of England, you blaſpheme in this, 
K. John. Though you, and all the Kings of Chriſtendom 
Are led ſo groſly by this medling Prieſt, | 
Dreading the Curſe that Mony may buy out, 
And, by the Merit of vile Gold, droſs, duſt, 
Purchaſe” corrupted Pardon of a Man, 
Who in that ſale ſells Pardon from himſelf: 
Though you, and all the reſt fo groſly led, 
This jugling Witch-craft with Revenue cheriſn, 
Vet ! * alone, do me oppoſe 
Againſt the * and count his Friends my Foes. 
Pand. Then by the lawful Power that I have, 
Thou ſhalt ſtand Curſt, and Excommunicate, 
And bleſſed ſhall he be that doth revolt 
From his Allegiance to an Heretick, | 
And meritorious ſhall that Hand be call'd, 
Canonized arid worſhipp'd as a Saint, 
That takes away by any ſecret Courſe 
Thy hateful Life. 
Conſt. O lawful let it be 
That I have room with Rome to curſe a while. 
Good Father Cardinal, cry thou Amen 
To my keen Curſes; for withont my Wrong 
There is no Tongue hath power to curſe him right. 
Pand. There's Law da Warrant, Lady, for. my Curſe. 
Conſt. And for mine too; when Law can do no right, 
Let it be lawful, that Law bar no wrong: | 
Law cannot give my Child his Kingdom here; 
For he that holds his Kingdom, holds the Law; 
Therefore ſince Law it {elf is perfect wrong, 
How can the Law forbid my Tongue to curſe? 
Pand. Philip of France, on Peril of a Curſe, 
Let go the Hand of that Arch-heretick, 
And raiſe the Power of France upon his Head, 
Unleſs he do ſubmit himſelf to Rome. 
Eli. Look'ſt thou pale, France? Do not let go thy Hand, 
Conſt, Look to that oP leſt that France repeat, 


— 


This Royal Hand and mine are newly knit, 


And even before this T. uce, but new before, 
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- And by disjoining Hands Hell loſe a Soul. ol 
Auſt. King Philip, liſten to the Cardinal. . 
Baſt. And hang a Calves-skin on his recreant Limbs. 
Auſt, Well, Ruffian, I mult pocket up theſe wrongs, 

. 
Baſt. Your Breeches beſt may carry them. 
K. John. Philip, what fay'ft thou to the Cardinal? 
Conſt. What ſhould he ſay, but as the Cardinal? 4 
Lewis. Bethink you Father, for the difference . 
Is purchaſe of a heavy Curſe from Rome, 4 
Or the light loſs of Zngland for a Friend; 
Forgo the eaſier. e hk 
Blanch. That *« the Curſe of Rome. | 
O Lewis, ſtand faſt, the Devil tempts thee bits 
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In likeneſs of a new untrimmed Bride. 


Blanch. The Lady C Confance ſpeaks not from her Fa: 
But from her N . 
Conſt. Oh, if thou grant my Need, 5 

Which only lives but by the Death of Faith, 4 

That Need, muft needs infer this Principle, =. 

That Faith would live again by Death of Need: wr 

O then tread down my Need, and Faith mounts up: 

Keep my Need up. = Faith is trodden down. 
K. John. The King is moy'd, and anſwers not to this: 
Conſt. O be remoy'd from him; and anſwer well. 
Auft. Do ſo, King Philip, hang no more in doubt. 
Baſt. Hang nothing but x Calrseskin, moſt ſweet Lout. 
K. Philip. 5 am pe — and know not what to ſay. 
Pand. Wha can 3 : ou ſay, but will perplex . 


If thou ſtand Excommunicate, and Curſt? 


. Philip. Good reverend Father, make my perſon yours, 
And tell me how you would beſtow your ſelf? 
And the Conjunction of our inward Souls 
Marry'd in League, coupled and link'd together. 
With all religious Strength of ſacred Vows: | 2 
The lateſt Breath, that gave the ſound of words, 
Was deep ſworn Faith Peace, Amity, true Love 
Between our. Kingdoms and our Royal ſelves, 
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No longer than we well could waſh our Hands, 
To clap this Royal Bargain up of Peace, : 
Heay'n knows they were beſmear d and over-ſtain'd 
With Slaughter's Pencil; where Revenge did paint 
The fearful difference of incenſed Kings: | 
And ſhall theſe Hands, ſo lately purg'd of Blood, 
So newyly join'd in Love, ſo ſtrong in both, 
Unyoke this ſeiſure, and this kind regreet ? 
Play faſt and looſe with Faith? So jeſt with Heav'n, 
Make ſuch unconſtant Children of our ſelves, 
As now again to ſnatch our Palm from Palm? 
Un-ſwear Faith ſworn, and on the Marriage- bed 
Of ſmiling Peace to march a bloody Hoaſt, 
And make a Riot on the gentle Brow 
Of true Sincerity? O holy Sir, 
My reverend Father, let it not be fo; 
Out of your Grace, deviſe, ordain, impoſe 
Some gentle Order, and then we ſhall be bleſt 
To do your Pleaſure, and continue Friends. 
 Pand. All Form is formleſs, Order orderleſs, 
Save what is oppoſite to England's Love. 
Therefore to Arms, be Champion of our Church, 
Or let the Church our Mother breathe her Curſe, 
A Mother's Curſe, on her revolting Son. 
France, thou may'ſt hold a — 1 the Tongue, 
A caſed Lyon by the mortal Paw, | 
A taſting Tyger ſafer by the Tooth, | 
Than keep in Peace that Hand which thou doſt hold, 
K. Philip. 1 may diſ-join my Hand, but not my Faith. 
Pand. So mak ſt thou Faith an Enemy to Faith, | 
And like a Civil War ſet'ſt Oath to Oath, 
Thy Tongue againſt thy Tongue. O let thy Vow 
Firſt made to Heay'n, firſt be to Heay'n perform'd, 
That is, to be the Champion ef our Church. | 
What fince thou ſwor'ſt, is ſworn againſt thy ſelf, 
And may not be performed by thy ſelf; 
For that which thou haſt ſworn to do amiſs, 
Is not amiſs, when it is truly done: 
And being not done, where doing tends to ill, 
The Truth is then moſt done, not doing it: 
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The better Act of Purpoſes miſtook, - 

Is to miſtake again, though indirect, 

Yet Indirection thereby grows direct, 15 
And Fal ſhood Falſhood cures, as Fire = Fire 
Within the ſcorched Veins of one new burn d. 
It is Religion that doth make Vows kept, 90 
But thou haſt ſworn againſt Religion: 
By what thou ae ainſt the thing thou wear: 
And mak'ſt an Oath the urety for thy Truth, | 
Againſt an Oath the Truth; thou art unſure 
To ſwear, ſwear only not to be forſworn ; 
Elſe what a Mockery ſhould it be to ſwear? 
Bur thou doſt ſwear, only to be forſworn, | 
And moſt forſworn, to keep what thou doſt wear 3 
Therefore thy latter Vows, againſt thy firſt, 

Is in thy ſelf Rebellion to thy ſelf: - 

And better Conqueſt never canſt thou make, 

| Than arm thy conſtant and thy nobler Parts 

1 . * theſe gi dy looſe Suggeſtions; 

1 pon which better Part, our ol Pray rs come in, 

if pk vouchſafe them. But if not, then know 

The Peril of our Curſes light on thee a 

| So heavy as thou ſhalt not ſhake them off, . 

| But in Deſpair, dye under their black weight, 

_ Auſt. Rebellion, flat Rebellion. 44 

| Baff. Will't not be? f 

| Will not a Calves-skin top that Mouth of thine? / . 

Lewis. Father, to Arms, 

Blanch. Upon thy Wedding- day? | f * 
Againſt the Blood that thou haſt married? 
What, ſhall our Feaſt be kept with flaughter'd Men? | 
Shall brayin Trumpets, and loud churliſn Drums, 
Clamours of Hell, be meafures to our Pomp? © 


„ 


een — 


| | O Husband, hear me: Ay. alack, how new © 

J Is Husband in my Mouth? Eyen for that Name 
| Which till this time my Tongue did ne'er 1 
| 


rw — 


Upon my Knee | beg, go not to Arms | 
het"! —_ Uncle. f 
to Ne. my Knee, made hard with dische 
I 8 pra to thee, thou virtuous PE 5 | 
Alter 


t 1 
* 1 * 
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Alter not the Doom fore- thought by Heav'n. c 
Nlanch. Now ſhall I ſee thy Love, what Motive may 

Be ſtronger with thee than the Name of Wife? 
Conſt: That which upholdeth him, that thee upholds 
His Honour, Oh thine Honour, Lewis, thine Honour. 

Lewis, I muſe your Majeſty doth ſeem ſo cold, 

When ſuch profound Reſpects do pull you on? 12 
Pan. I will denounce a Curſe upon his Head. [thee:. 
K. Philip. Thou ſhalt not need. England, I will fall from 
Conſt, O fair return of baniſh'd Majeſty. | 
Eli. O foul revolt of French Inconſtaney. Hour. 
K. John. Frante, thou ſhalt rue this Hour within this 
Baſt, Old Time the Clock Setter, that bald Sexton, 

Time, i > b 

Is it as he will? Well then, France ſhall rue. ; 
Blanch. The Sun's o ercaſt with Blood: Fair Day adieu. 

Which is the ſide that I muſt go withal? 

I am with both, each Army. hath a Hand, 

And in their Rage, I having hold of both, 

They whirl aſunder, and diſmember me. 

Husband, I cannot pray that thou may'ſt win: 

Uncle, I needs muſt pray that thou may'ſt loſe: 

Father, I may not wiſh the Fortune: thine: 

Grandam, I will not wiſh thy Wiſhes thrive: 

Whoeyer wins, on that fide ſhall I loſe: 

Aſſured Loſs, before the Match be plaid. 
Lewis. Lady with me, with me thy Fortune lies. 
Pw There where my Fortune lives, there my Life- 

ies. | n | 

K. John. Coulin, go draw our Puiſſance together. 

France, I am burn'd up with inflaming Wrath, | 

A Rage, whoſe. heat hath this Condition; - 

That nothing can allay, nothing but Blood, 

The Blood and deareſt valu'd Blood of France. [turn 

X. Philip. Thy Rage ſhall burn thee up, and thou ſhalt 

To Aſhes, ere our Blood ſhall quench that Fire: 

Look to thy ſelf, thou art in jeopardy. | 
K. Jobn. No more than he that threats, To Arms let's hie. 
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SCENE I. 


Alarms, Mee ons: Enter Baſtard with W 


Wa Now by my Life, this Day grows wondrous hot; 

25 aiery Devil hovers in the Sky, 
An pours 17 Miſchief. Auſtria's Head lie chere, * 

Bunter King John, Arthur, and Hubert. : 
While Philip breathes. 

K. Fohn. Hubert, keep this Boy. Philip, make up 

My Mother is affailed in our Tent, 9 
And talen, I fear. 2 wy 

| Baſt. My Lord, I reſcued her: © 
Her Highne is in fafety, fear you not, f 
But on, my Liege, for very little Pains 


. 1 , 1 


Will bring this Labour to an happy end. Exe 
Alarms, Excurſions, Retreat. Enter King John, | Elinor, - 


Arthur, Baſtard, Hubert, and Lords. 
R. John. So ſhall it be; your Grace ſhall flay F 5 
So rongly guarded: Couſin, look not ſad, 1 
Thy Grandam loves thee, and thy Uncle will 
As dear be to thee, as thy Father was. mn 
Arth. O this will make my Mother die with Grief, 
K. Fohn. Couſin, away for England, haſte before, 
And ere our coming ſee thou ſhake the Bags 
Of hoarding Abbots, impriſoned Angels _ 
Set at Liberty: the fat Ribs of Peace oo 
Muft by the hungry now be fed upon:  * 
_ Uſe our Commiſſion in its utmoſt Force.  * * 
Baſt. Bell, Book, and Candle, ſhall not Gebe back; 
When Gold and Silyer becks me to come on. T 
I leave your Highneſs: Grandam, I will pray, | 
ot ever I remember to be holy) : 
we" ens r fair Safety; ſo 1 kiſs your Hand, 4 
Farewel, gentle Couſin · w 
K. Fohn. Cor, farewel. | 
Eli. Come hither little Kinſman, AY a ward. 
XK. Fohn. Come hither, Hubert. O my gentle Haber, 
Fe. owe * much; _ this Wall of may 1 
T 
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There is a Soul counts thee her Creditor, 
And with Advantage means to pay thy Love: 
And, my good Friend, thy voluntary Oath 
Lives in this Boſom, dearly cheriſned. 
Give me thy Hand, 1 had a thing to ay —— 
But I will fit it with ſome better tune. 
By Heay'n, Hubert, I am almoſt aſham'd 
To ſay what good Reſpect I have of thee. 
Hub. I am much bounden to your Majeſty. 
K. Fohn. Good Friend, thou haſt no cauſe to ſay ſo yet, 
But thou ſhalt have; and creep time ne'er ſo flow, | 
Yet it ſhall come for me to do thee good. Y | 
I had a thing to ſay — but let it go: | | 
The Sun is in the Heay'n, and the proud Day, 
Attended with the Pleaſures of the World, 
Is all too wanton; and too full of gawds, 
To give me Audience: If the midnight Bell 
Did, with his Iron Tongue and brazen Mouth, 
Sound on into the drowſie Race of Night; 
If this ame were a Church-yard where we ſtand, 
And thou poſſeſſed with a thouſand Wrongs; 
Or if that ſurly Spirit, Melancholy, 5 
Had bak d thy Blood, and made it heavy, thick, 
Which elſe runs tickling up and down the Veins, 
Making that Idiot Laughter keep Mens Eyes, 
And ſtrain their Cheeks to idle Merriment, 
A Paſſion hateful to my Purpoſes; 887 
Or if that thou couldſt ſee me without Eyes, 
Hear me without thine Ears, and make reply 
Without a Tongue, uſing Conceit alone, 4 
Without Eyes, Ears, and harmful ſound of words; 
Then, in deſpight of brooded watchful Day, 
I would into thy Boſom pour my Thoughts: 
But, ah, I will not — yet I love thee well. 
And by my troth I think thou lov'ſt me well. 
Hub, So well, that what you bid me undertake, 
Though that my Death were adjunct to my Act, 
By Heav'n I would do it. | 
K. John. Do not 1 know thou wouldſt? 
Good Hubert, Hubert, Hubert, throw thine Eye 
| „ 
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On yon young Boy: I'll tell thee what, my Friend, 
He is a very Serpent in my way, | 
And whereſoe'er this Foot of mine doth tread, . 

He lyes before me; doſt thou ungerſiand me? 1 
Thou art his Keeper. * | I 
Hub. And Ill keep him ſo, | | 
Thy he ſhall not offend your Majeſty. 
K. John. Death. 4 
Hub. My Lord? f Mi 
K. Jom. A Grave. «Fi as 
Hub. He ſhall not live, 55 | 
Kk. John. Enough. 5 
I could be merry now. Hubert, I love ah 
Well, I'll not ſay what I intend for the: 
Remember: — Madam, fare you well. . 
I'll ſend thoſe Powers o'er to _ Majeſty. 
Eli. My Bleſſing go with 5 
K. John. For Eng Cena go. N 
Hubert ſhall be your Man, to attend on you _ | 
With all true e Puy, on toward Calais, boa. [ Exeunt, 
8G EN E IliIf. | 
Enter King Philip, Lewis, Pandulpho, and Attendants. 
K. Philip. So by a roaring Tempeſt on the Flood, | 
A whole Armado of convicted Sail 2 
Is ſcatter d and disjoind from fellowſhip. 0 
Pand. Courage and Comfort, all ſhall yet go well. 
EK. Philip. What can go well, when we have run ſo ill? 
Are we not beaten ? Is not Angiers loſt? 
Arthur ta en Priſoner? Divers dear Friends linz 
And bloody England into England gone, 
Ofer-bearing Interruption, ſpight of France: 7 
Lewis. What he hath won, that hath he ſortiſyd: 

So hot a Speed, with ſuch Advice diſpos d, 

Such temperate Order in ſo fierce a Cauſe, 

Doth want Example; who hath read, or heard | ” 

Of any kindred-Action like to this? 

K. Philip. Well could I bear that England had this Freie, 

So we could find ſome Pattern of our Shame. 

- Ewe 


— — 
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Enter Conſtance. | | 
Look, who comes here? A Grave unto a Soul, 
Holding th' eternal Spirit againſt her Will, 
In the vile Priſon of afflifted Breath; Ks 
I prithee, Lady, go away with me. 
Lo, now; now ſee the Iſſue of your Peace. 
K. Phil, Patience, good Lady; comfort, gentle Conſtance. 
Conſt. No, I defie all Counſel, all Redreſs, | 
But that which ends all Counſel, true Redreſs; 
Death, Death, oh amiable, lovely Death, 
Thou odoriferous Stench; ſound Rottenneſs, 
Ariſe forth from the Couch of laſting Night, 
Thou Hate and Terror to Proſperity, 
And I will kiſs thy deteſtable Bones 
And put my Eye-Balls in thy vaulty Brows, 
And: ring theſe Fingers with thy houſhold Worms, 
And ſtop this Gap of Breath with fulſom Duſt, 
And be a Carrion Monſter like thy ſelf; | 
Come, grin an me, and I will think: thou ſmil ft, 
And buls thee as thy Wife; Miſery's Love! 
O come to me. 
K. Philip. O fair Affliction, Peace. 
Conſt. No, no, I will not, having Breath to zi 
O that my Tongue were in the Thunder: Mout 
Then with a Paſſion I would ſhake the World, 
And rouze from Sleep that fell Anatomy 
Which cannot hear a Lady's feeble Voice, 
Which ſcorns.a modeſt Invocation. | 
Pand. Lady, you utter Madneſs, and not Sorrow. 
Conſt. Thou art not holy to belie me fo; 
I am not mad; this Hair I tear is mine, 
My Name is Conſtance, I was Geffrey's Wife: 
Young Arthur is my Son, and he is loſt: 
I am not mad, I would to Heav'n I were, 
For then tis like I ſhould. forget my ſelf. 
©, if I could, what Griet ſhould I forget! 
Preach ſome Philoſophy. to make me mad; 
And thou ſhalt-be canoniz'd, Cardinal; 
For, being not mad, but ſenſible of Grief; 
My reaſonable Part produces Reaſon. 


In 
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How I may be deliver'd' of theſe Woes, 
And teaches me to kill or hang my ſelf. 
If I were mad, I ſhould fo 2 my Son, | 1 
Or madly think a Babe of Clouts were he: | 


— 


I am not mad; too well, too well I feel 


The different Plague of each Calamity. 

K. Philip. Bind up thoſe Treſſes; O what Love! note 
In the fair multitude of thoſe her Hair; | 7 
Where but by chance a filver Drop hath fall'n, 4 | 
Even to that Drop ten thouſand wiery Friends = 
Do glew themſelves in ſociable Grief,” | = 


Like true, inſeparable faithful Loves. 

Sticking together i in Calamity. | | | 115 N 
Conſt. To England, if you will. | 1 9 
K. Philip. Bind up your Hairs. = - 


Conft, Yes, that 1 will; and een wil 1 
1 tore them from their Bonde, and cry d aloud, 
O, that theſe Hands could ſo redeem my Son, 
As they have given theſe Hairs their Liberty; | 45 . 


Fut now I envy at their Liberty, ( h 1 , 
And will again commit them to their Bonds 
Becauſe my poor Child is a Priſoner. 1 


And Father Cardinal, I have heard you fax 1 

That we ſhall ſee and know our Friends in Heay' 0 A 
If that be true, T ſhall ſee my Boy again. 1 
Tor ſince the Birth of Cain, the 45 Male- Child, 
To him that did but Yeſterday ſuſpire, +2594 1366 
There was not ſuch a gracious Creature born. ' * 


But now will Canker- Sorrow eat my Bud, bi 
And chaſe the native Beauty from his Cheek, = 
And he will look as hollow as a Ghoſt, 7 
As dim and meagre as an Agues Fit, *\ 
And ſo he'll die; and rifing ſo again, N 


When I ſhall meet him in the Court of Heav'n |, 
I ſhall not know him; therefore never, never . 
Muſt I be hold my pretty Arthur more. bf 1 mn 
Pand. You hold too hainous areſpe& of Grief, a 
Conſt. He talks to me that never had a Son. . M 
K. Philip You areas fond of Grief, as of your 8 4 
Conſt. Grief fills the Room up of my abſent . 
Jes 
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Lyes in his Bed, walks up and down with me; 4 

Puts on his pretty Looks, repeats his Words, 

Re members me of all his gracious Parts; | 

Stuffs out his vacant Garments with his Form, 

Then have I Reaſon to be fond of Grief. 

Fare you well; had you ſuch a Loſs as I, 

I could give better Comfort than you do. 

I will not keep this Form upon my Head, 

When there is ſuch Diſorder in my Wit. 

O Lord, my Boy, my Arthur, my fair Son! 

My Life, my Joy, my Food, my all the World, 

My Widow-Comfort, and my Sorrow's Cure! Exit. 
K. Philip. I fear ſome Outrage, and III follow her. 
Lewis. There's nothing in this World can make 4 joy,. 

Life is as tedious as a twice told Tale, | 

Vexing the dull Ear of a drowſie Man; 

A bitter Shame hath ſpoil'd\the ſweet Words taſte, 

That it yields nought but Shame and Bitterneſs, 

Pand. Before the curing of a ſtrong Diſeaſe, 

Even in the Inſtant of repair and health, 

The Fit is ſtrongeſt: Evils that take Leaye, 

On their Departure, moſt of all ſhew evil. 

What have you loſt by lofing of this Day? 

Lewis. All Days of Glory, Joy, and Happineſs: 

Fand. If you had won it, certainly you had. 

No, no; when Fortune means to Men moſt good, 

She looks upon them with a threatning Eye. | 

'Tis ſtrange to think how much King John hath loſt 

In this, which he accounts {6 clearly won. 

Are not you griev'd that Arthur is his Priſoner ? 

Lewis. As heartily as he is glad he hath him, 

Pand. Your Mind is all as youthful as your Blood, 
Now hear me ſpeak with a prophetick Spirit; 
For even the 'Breath of what I mean to _ 7 
Shall blow each Duſt, each Straw, each little rub 
Out of the Path which ſhall directly lead © FO 
Thy Foot to England's Throne: And therefore mark. 
Fohn hath ſeiz'd Arthur, and it cannot be, 4 | 

bat whilſt warm Life plays in that Infant's Veins, * 
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The miſplac d Jahn ſhould entertain an Hour, id + | 


A Minute, nay; one quiet Breath of Reft. | 1 5 


A Scepter 2 with an unruly Hand. 5 
Muſt be as boyſt rouſly d e 'd as gain d. . 
And he that ſtands upon a ſſippery Place, wy "I | 
Makes nice of no vile Hold to ſtay him up. | 
That John may ſtand, then Arthur needs muſt fall, 
So be it, for it cannot be but ſo. | 
Lewis. But what ſhall I gain by young Arthur's aur 
Pand. You, in the right of Lady 
May then make all the Claim & ab Arthur did. 

And loſe it, Life and all, as Arthur did. | 
Pang. How een you are, and freſh in this old Worlds 
Jahn lays you lots; the Times conſpire with you; 3 
For he 44 ſteeps his Safety in true Blood,  _ 4 0 
Shall find but bloody Safety and untrue. 2 41s 
This Act ſo evilly born ſhall cool the Hearts 
Of all his People, and freeze up their Zeal, 1 


That none ſo ſmall Advantage al ſep forth. iP 7 13 


To check his Reigh, but they will cheriſh it; 


No natural Exhalation in the Sky, + Loads \ 


No Scope of Nature, no diſtemper d Day, 
No common Wind, no cuſtomed Event, 
But they will pluck away his natural Cauſe, 
And call them Meteors, Frodigies, and Signs, 
Abortives, Preſ 9.4 and Tongues of Heay'n, 
Plainly rb: mw 5 KR upon ohn. 

Lewis, May be he wi 
But by himſelf ſaſe jo; A A 

Pand. O, Sir, when he ſhall, hear of our Approa 
If that young Arthur be not gone n <p >, 
Even at this News he dies; and then the Hearts * 
Of all his People ſhall revolt from him, ot 
And kiſs the Lips of unacquainted Change, 
And pick ſtrong Matter of Revolt and Wrath, 
Out of the bloody Fingers Ends of Folm. 


Methinks I ſee this Hurley all on foot; 7445 | . 


And O, what better matter breeds for you, 
Than I have nam d. The Baſtard Eaulconbridge 


Is now in England, ranſacking the Church, | KY 
OP; 


* 


Blanch your Wife, 


— Sw 1 2 
- — 5, — 
z * - 


not touch young Artur ting! «i | 


3 


en 
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Offending charity. If but a dozen French 

Were there in Ams, they would be as 2 Call 

To train ten thouſand Engliſh to their wy 

Or, as a little Snow, tumbled about, 

Anon becomes a Mountain. O noble 

Go with me to the King, tis wonderful, 

What may be wrought out of their Diſcontent. 

Now that their Souls are top full of Offence; - 

For Exgland go; I will whet on the King. 
Lewis. Strong Reaſon makes ſtrong Actions, let us 8 


If you fay as er ng tree © og Eren. 


» 0007. 
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Ar w. SCENE J. 


Enter Hubert and Executioner. 


Hub. EAT me theſe Irons hot, and look you ſtand 
Within the Arras; when I ſtrike my root | 

Upon the Boſom of the Ground, ruſh forth Me. 

And bind the Boy, which you ſhall find with me, 

Faſt to the Chair: Be heedful; hence, and watch. 
Exe, I kope your Warrant will bear out the Deed! 
Hub Unclealy Scruples! fear not you; look to't, 

NE Lad come forth; I have to yy n you. 

Enter Arthur. 
Ab. Good Morrow, Hubert. L113 
Hub. Good Morrow, little Prince. 
Arth. As little Prince, kaving ſo great a Title 

To be more Prince, as may be. You are ſad. 
Hub. Indeed I have been merrier. 

Arib. Mercy on me; 

Methinks no Body ſhould be fad but I; 

Yet I remember when Iwas in France, | 

Young Gentlemen would be as {ad as Night, 

Only tor Wantonneſs; by my Chriſtendom, 

So I were out of Priſon, and kept Sheep, 

I ſhould be as merry as the Day is long: 

e ber that I doubt 


—__ 
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My Uncle praftiſes more Harm to me. 
He is afraid of me, and 1 of him. 7 
Is it my Fault that I was Geffrey's Son? 
o indeed ist not, and I would to:Heav'n 
I were your Son, ſo you would love me, Hubert. 
Hub. If i talk to him, with his Innocent Prate 
He will awake my Mercy, which lyes dead; 
Therefore I will be ſudden, and diſpatch. 


Inſooth I would you were a little ſick, '£ y 
That I might fit all Night and watch with you, 
I warrant I love more than you do me. 


Hub. His Words do take Poſſeſſion of e 
8 


ing a Paper. 
[ Aſide. 's 


Read here, young Arthur. , [s 

How now, fooliſh Rheume, | 
Turning diſpitious Torture out of Door! 
I mult be brief, leſt Reſolution drop 


Out at mine Eyes in tender Womaniſh Tears, — 


Can you not read it? Is it not fair writ? 


a -— 5 
$40 


b. Too fiirly, Hubert, for I ful EHE lt. 
Muſt you with hot Irons burn out both mine Eyes? 


Hub. Young Boy, I muſt. 

Arth. And will you? 

Hub, And I will. | 

Arth. Have 
I knit my Handkerchief about yeur Brows, 
(The beſt I had, a Princeſs wrought it me) 
And I did never ask it you again; 
And with my Hand, 
And like the, watchful Minutes, to the Hour, 
Still and anon chear'd up the heavy Time, 


at Midnight held your Head ; 


Saying, what lack you? and, where lyes your Grief? 


Or what goed Love may I perform for you? 
Many a poor Man's Son would have lain ſtill, . 
And ne'er have {poke a loving Word to you: 
But you, at your fick Service had a Prince: 


Nay, you may think-my Love was crafty Love, ; 


And call it 3 Do, and if you will. 
If Heay'n be pleas d, that you muſt uſe me il. 
Why then you muſt. Will you put out mine Eyes? 


Theſe 


A, 
Arth. Are you ſick, Hubert? you look pale to Day; 1 


you the Heart? When your Head did but 
lake, 


++ 
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Theſe Eyes that never did, nor never ſhall 

So much as frown on you? 

Hub. I have ſworn to do it; 

And with hot Irons muſt I burn them out; WW 
Arth. Ah, none but in this Iron Age would do it: 

The Iron of it ſe f, though heat red hot, | 

Approaching near theſe Eyes, would drink my Tears, 

And quench its fiery Indignation, 

Even in the Matter of mine Innocence: 

Nay, after that. conſume away in Ruſt, 

But for containing Fire to harm mine Eye. 

Are you more ſtubborn hard, than hammer'd Iron? 

And if an Angel ſhould have come to me, 

And told me Hubert ſhould put out mine Eyes, 

I would not have beliey'd him; no Tongue but Hubert's. 
Hub. Come forth; do as I bid you do. . - vgs 
Arth. O ſave me, Hubert, ſave me! my Eyes are out 

Even with the fierce Looks of theſe brody Men. 

Hub. Give me the Iron 1 ſay, and bind him here. 

Arth. Alas, what need you be fo boiſterous rough? 
I will not ſtruggle, I will ſtand ſtone-ſtill. 

For Heav'n ſake, Hubert, let me not be bound: 

Nay, hear me, Hubert, drive theſe Men away, 

And I will fit as quiet as a Lamb. 

I will not tir, nor wince, nor ſpeak a Word, 

Nor look upon the Iron angerly: 

Thruſt but theſe Men away == 1 II forgive you, 

Whatever Torment you do put me to. | 
Hub. Go, ſtand within; let me alone with him. 

Exe. I am beſt pleas d to be from ſuch a Deed. 

Arth, Alas, I then have chid away my Friend, 

He hath a ſtern Look, but a gentle Heart; 

Let him come back, that his Compaſſion may 

Give Life to yours. ee 104 427M 
Hub. Come, Boy, prepare your ſelf. 

Arth. Is there no Remedy? 

Hub. None, but to loſe your Eyes. | F 
Arth. O Heay'n, that there were but a Moth in yours, 
A Grain, a Duſt, a Gnat, a wandring Hair, | 
Any .Annoyance in that precious Senſe; 33 


Then 


— 
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Then feeling what ſmall things are boiſterous there, 
Your vile Intent muſt needs ſeem horrible. 
Hub. Is this your promiſe? Go too, hold your Tongue. 


Arth. Hubert, the Utterance of a brace of ne nl 1 | 


Muſt needs want pleading for a pair of Eyes: 
- me not hold my Tongue, let me not, Hubert; 
Or, Hubert, if you will, cut out my Tongue, 

So I may keep mine Eyes. O ſpare mine Eyes, 
Though to no uſe, but ſtill to look on you. 
Lo, by my troth, the Inſtrument is cold, 
And would not harm me. 

Hub. I can heat it, Boy. 

Arth. No, in good ſooth, the Fire is dead with Grief, 
Being create for Comfort, to be usd 
In .undeſery'd Extreams; ſee elſe; your ſelt, 
There is vo Malice in this burning Coal, 
The Breath of Heay'n hath blown his Spirit out, 
And ftrew'd repentant Aſhes on his Head. 

Hub. But with my Breath 1 can revive it, Boy. 

Arth. And if you do, you will but make it b uſh, 
And glow with Dome of your Proceedings, Hubert: 
Nay, it perchance will ſparkle i in your Eyes 
And, like a Dag that is compell'd to fight, | 
Snatch at his Maſter that doth ſer him on. 
All things that you ſhould uſe to do me Wrong 
Deny their Office; only you do lack 
That Mercy which fierce. Fire, and Iron extends, 
Creatures of note for Mercy, lacking Uſes. 

Hub.” Well, ſee to live; | will nat touch he Eye 

—— all the Treaſure f. he ons owes: | . 

et am I fWorn, an di e, Boy, 
With this ay very Iron to n oe 8 

Arth. O now you UT Up" Hubert, Al this while 
You were diſguis d 

Hub. Peace: No more. Adieu, 
Your Uncle muſt not know but you are 3 7 
II fill theſe er Spies with falſe R 
And, pretty Child, fleep doubtleſs, and 9 N N 
That Huberr, for the Wealth of all the Would, 22 
e N 2 
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Arth. O Heav'n! I thank you, Hubert. 
Hub. Silence, no more; go cloſely in with me. 
Much Danger do I undergo for thee, Eren. 


Enter King John, Pembroke, + bor and * Lords. 


K. John. Here once again we fit, once again crown'd, 
And look'd upon, 1 hope, with chearful Eyes. 
Pemb. This once again, but that your Highneſs pleas'd, 
Was once ſuperfluous; you were crown'd before, 
And that high Royalty was ne'er pluck d off: 
The Faiths of Men, neer ſtained with Revolt: 
Freſh Expectation troubled not the Land 
With any long'd-for Change; or better State. 
=, Therefore to be poſſeſs d with double Pomp, 
guard a Title that was rich before 
To gi refined Gold, to paint the Lilly, 
row « Perfume on the Violet, 
„10 ſmooth the Ice, or add another Hew 
Unto the Rainbow, or with Taper. Light = 85 
To ſeek the beauteous Eye of Heav'n to gartiſh, | 
Is waſteful and ridiculous Exceſs. | 
Pemb. But that your royal Pleaſure muſt be done; 
This Act is as an ancient Tale new told, 
And in the laſt repeating troubleſome, 
1 urged at a time unſeaſonable. 
. In this the antick and well noted Face 
of plain old Form is much disfigured, 
And like a ſhifted Wind unto à Sail, | 
It makes the Courſe of Thoughts to fetch about; 
Startles and frights Conſideration: © 
Makes ſound Opinion fick, and Truth ſuſpected, 
For putting on ſo new a faſhion'd Robe. | 
Pemb. When Workmen ftrive to do better hin els” 
They do confound their Skill in Covetouſneſs; 


And oftentimes excufing of à Fault, | 
Doth make the Fault t -worſe As int SO" ; 


As Patches ſet pon little Breath,” _ 
| Diſcredit 
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Diſcredit more in hiding of the Fault, 2 


Than did the Fault before it was ſo patch d. 


Sal. To this Effect, before you were new crown'd, 
We breath d our Counſel; but jt pleas d your Highneſs 


To over- bear it, and we are all well pleas d, 

Since all, and every part of what we would 

Do make a ſtand, at what your Highneſs will. 
K. Fohn. Some Reaſons of this double Coronation 

I have poſſeſt you with, and think them ſtrong. 

And more, more ſtrong the leſs that is my Fear, 

I ſhall endue you, with: Mean time, but as 

What you would have reform d, that is not well, 

And well ſhall you perceive, bow willingly 

I will both hear and grant you your Requeſts, _ 


Pemb, Then I, as one that am the Tongue of theſe 


To ſound the Purpoſes of all their Hearts, 

Both for my ſelf, and them; but chief of all, 

Your Safety; for the which,” my ſelf and them _ 
Bend their beſt Studies; heartily requeſt. - 
The Infranchiſement of Arthur, whoſe Reſtraint 
Doth move the murmuring Lips of Diſconteut 

To break into this dangerous Argument. 

If what in Reſt you have, in Right you hold, 
Why then your Fears, which as they ſay, attend 


The Steps of Wrong, ſhould move you to mew up, 


Your tender Kinſman, and to choke his Days 
With barbarous Ignorance, and deny his Youth 
The rich Advantage of good Exerciſe. 
That the Times Enemies may, not have this 
That you have bid us ask, his Liberty; ' 
Which art. our Goods we da no further ask, 

n, whereupon our Weal on you depending, 
Counts it, your, Weal he have his Liberty. | 
„ Dir Hubert. | 

. Jahn. Let it be ſo; I do commit his Youth _ 
To your Direction. Hubert, what News with you? 


Pemb. This is the Man ſhould. do the bloody Deed: 


He ſhew'd bis Warrant to a Friend of mine. 
The Image of a wicked heinous Fault 
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Lives in his Eye; that cloſe Aſpect of his | 
Does ſhew the Mood of a much troubled Breaft, 
And I do fearfully believe tis done, 
What we ſo fear d he had a Charge to do. 
Sal. The Colour of the King doth come and go, 
Between his Purpoſe and his Conſcience, 
Like Heralds *twixt two dreadful Battels ſet: 
His Paſſion is ſo ripe, it needs muſt break. 
Pemb. And when it breaks, I fear will iſſue thence * 
The foul Corruption of a fweet Child's Death, 
K. John. We cannot hold Mortality's ſtrong Hand. 
Good Lords, although my Will to give is living, 
The Suit which you demanJ is gone, and dead. 
He tells us Arthur is deceas'd to Night. 
Sal. Indeed we fear'd his Sickneſs was paſt cure, 
Pemb. Indeed we heard how near his Death he was, 
Before the Child himſelf felt he was ſick. 2 f 1 
This muſt be anſwer d either here or hence. | 
R. John. Why do you bend ſuch ſolemn Brows on me 
Think you I bear the Shears of Deſtiny? A. 
Have I Commandment on the Pulſe of Life? 
Sal. It is appareat foul-play, and *tis ſhame 
That Greatneſs ſhould fo groſly offer it: 
So thrive it in your Game, and fo farewel. * 
Pemb. Stay yet, Lord Salisbury, Ill go with thee, 
And find th' Inheritance of this poor Child, 
His little Kingdom of a forced Grave. 
That Blood which ow'd the Breath of all this Iſle, 
Three Foot of it doth hold; bad World the while, 
This muſt not be thus born, this will break out 
To all our Sorrows, and ere long I doubt. [Exennt, 
Enter Meſſenger. | 
X. John. They burn in Indignation ; I repent: 
There is no ſure Foundation ſet on Blood; 
No certain Life atchiev'd by others Death.  [Afige. 
A fearful Eye thou haſt; where is that Blood [To the Meſ. 
That I have ſeen inhabit in thoſe Cheeks? 
So foul a Sky clears not without a Storm; 
Pour down thy Weather: How goes all in Frause! 
| | | Me, 


Meſ. From France to England never ſuch a Power, 


For any Foreign Preparation, 

Was levy. in the Body of a Land. 

The Copy of your Speed is learn'd by them: _ 
For when you ſhould be told they do prepare, 
The Tidings come, that they are all arriy d. 


K. John. Oh where hath our Intelligence been drunk? 


Where hath it ſlept? Where is my Mother's Care? 
That ſach an Army ſhould be drawn in France, 
And ſue not hear of it?? 
Meſ. My Liege, her Far 
Is ftopt with aſt The firſt. of April dyd 
You noble Mother; and, as I hear, my Lord, 
The Lady Conſtance in a Frenzie yd 
Three Days before; but this from Rumours Tongue 
I idely heard; if true, or falſe, I know not. 


| 


E. Fobn, With-hold thy Speed, dreadful Occaſion; 


O make a League with me, till I have pleas d 
My diſcontented Peers. What? Mother dead? 
How wildly then walks my Eſtate in France? 


Under whoſe Conduct came thoſe Powers of France, 


hat thou for Truth giv'ſt out are landed here? 
Meſ. Under the Dauphin. ee 

| Enter Baſtard and Peter of. Pomfret. 
K. John. Thou haſt made me giddy. 


* 


With theſe ill Tidings. Now, What fays the World 


To your Proceedings? Do not ſeek to {tuff 

My Head with more ill News, for it is full. 
Bag. But if you be afraid to hear the worſt, 
Then let the worſt unheard fall on your Head. 


K. John. Bear with me, Couſin; for I was amaz'd 


Under the Tide; but now I breath again 
Aloft the Flood, and can give Audience 
To any Tongue, ſpeak. it of what it will. 


Baſt. How, I have ſped among the Clergy-men, N | 


The Sums I have collected ſhall expreſs: 

But as ] travell d hither through the Land, 
I find the People ſtrangely tantalied; .., 
Poſſeſt with Rumours, full of idle Dreams, 
Not knowing what they fear, but full of Fear; 
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And here's a Prophet that I brought with me 
From forth the Streets of Pomfret, whom I found 
With many hundreds treading on his Heels: 
To whom he ſung in rude harſh ſounding Rhimes, 
That ere the next Aſcenſion- Day at Noon, ro 
Your Highneſs ſhould deliver up your Crown. 
K. John. Thou idle Dreamer, wherefore didſt thou ſo? 
Peter. Fore-knowing that the Truth will fall out fo, 
K. Fohn. Hubert away with him; impriſon him, 
And on that Day at Noon, whereon he ſays 
I ſhall yield up my Crown, let him be hang'd. 
Deliver him to Safety, and return, 
For I muſt uſe thee. O my gentle Couſin, 
Hear'ſt thou the News abroad, who are arriv'd ? 
Baſt. The French, my Lord; Mens Months are full of it: 
Beſides, -I met Lord Bigot and Lord Salisbury, 
With Eyes as red as new enkindled Fire, 
And others more, going to ſeek the Grave 
Of Arthur, whom they fay is kill'd to Night, 
On your Suggeſtion. 4% 
. John. Gentle Kinſman, go | 
And thruſt thy ſelf into their Companies. 
I haye a Way to win their Loves again: 
Bring them before me. f 
Baſs. I will ſeek them out. | | : 
K. John. Nay, but make haſte; the better Foot before; 
O, let me have no Subjects Enemies, 25 
When adverſe Foreigners affright my Towns 
With' dreadful Pomp of ſtout Invaſion, 
Be Mercury, ſet Feathers to thy Heels, 
And flie, like Thought, from them to me again. 
Baſt. The Spirit of the Time ſhall teach me Speed. 
Exit. 
k. John. Spoke like a ſprightful Noble OR: | 
Go after him; for he perhaps ſhall need | 
Some Meſſenger betwixt me and the Pecrs, 
And be thou he. N RK, 3 
Mef. With all my Heart, my Liege. T LP. 
. Jom My Mother dead! | 
Wt | F Enter 
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| Enter Hubert. 

Hub. My Lord, they ſay five Moons were ſeento Night: | 
Four fixed, Fd the fifth did whirl about | 
The other. four, in wondrous Motion. 

R. John. Five Moons? 
Hub. Old Men and Beldams, in the Streets 


Do Propheſie upon it dangerouſly: 


Young Arthur's Death is common in their Mouths, 
And when they talk of him, they ſhake their Heads, 
And whiſper.one another in the Ear. 

And he that ſpeaks, doth gripe the hearer's Wriſt, 
Whilſt he that hears makes fearful Action 
With wrinkled Brows, with Nods, with rolling Eyes. 
I faw a Smith ſtand with his Hammer, thus, 


The whilſt his Iron did on th' Anvil cool, | 
With open Mouth ſwallowing a Taylor's News; 


Who with his Shears, and Meaſure in his Hand, 
Standing on Slippers, which his nimble Haſte 
Had falſly thruſt upon contrary Feet, 

Told of a many thouſand warlike French, 

That were embatteled, and rank'd in Kent. 
Another lean, unwaſh'd Artificer, 


Cuts off his Tale, and talks of Arthurs Death. 


K. John. Why ſeek ſt thou to poſſeſs me with theſe Fears? - 
Why urgeſt thou ſo oft young Arthur's Death? : 


Thy Hand hath murther d him: I had a mighty Cauſe 


To wiſh him dead, but thou hadſt none to kill him. 


F Had none, my Lord? hy, did you not provoke me? 


K. John. It is the Curſe of Kings, to be attended 
By Slaves that take their Humours for a Warrant, 
To break the bloody Houſe of Life, 
And on the winking of Authority 
To underſtand a Law; to know the Meaning 
Of dangerous Majeſty, When perchance it frowns 


| More upon Humour, than advis'd Refj 


Hub. Here is your Hand and Seal for what 1 did: 
K. John. Oh, when the laſt Account *cwixc Hern and 


1s to be made, then ſhall this Hand and Seal - Earth 
Witneſs againſt us to Damnation. Oo 


- How 
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Finding thee fit for blood 
Apt, liable to be employ' di in 
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How oft the Sight of Means to do ill Deeds, 
Make Deeds My done? Hadſt not thou been by, 
A Fellow by the Hand of Nature mark'd, 
Quoted, and fign'd to do a Deed of Shame, 
This Murther had not come into my Mind. 
Note of thy abhorred Aſpect, 


Villany, 0 


Danger, 


I faintly broke with thee of Arthur's Death. 

And thou, to be endeared to a King, 

Made it no Conſcience to deſtroy a Prince. 
Hub. My Lord 
K. Jahn. ——_— thy Head, or made a Pauſe 

When J ſpake darkly what I purpoſed : 

Or turn'd an Eye of Doubt 1. my Face; 


As bid me tell my Tale in 


expreſs Words, 
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Deep Shame had ſtruck me dumb, made me break off 
And thoſe thy Fears might have wrought Fears in me: 


But thou didſt underſt 


me by my Signs, 


And didſt in Signs again parley with Sin, 
Yea, without ſtop did'ſt let thy Heart conſent, 
And conſequently thy rude Hand, to act 
The Deed, which both our Tongues held vile to name, 
Out of my Sight, and never ſee me more. 
My Nobles leave me, and my State is bravd, 
Eyen at my Gates, with Ranks of barge NO 
Nay, in the Body of this fleſh! 
This Kingdom, this Confine 
Hoſtility and civil Tumult reigns, | 
between my Conſcience, and my Couſin's Death. 
Hub. Arm you againſt your other Encmies, 
I'll make a Peace between your Soul, and you. 
Young Arthur is alive: This Hand of mine 
Is yet a Maiden, and an innocent Hand, 


py ry and Breath. 


Not painted with the Crimſon Spots of Blood: 


Withim this Boſom, never entred yet 


The dreadtul Motion of a murderous Thought, 


And you have ſlander'd Nature in my Form, 
Which hewſoever rude exteriorly, 

Is yet the Cover of a fairer Mind, 

Thun to be Butcher of an innocent Child. 


1141. 
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k. Joln. Doth Arthurlive? O haſtethee to the Peers, | _ 
Throw this Report on their incenſed Rage, WW 
And make them tame te their Obedience. ö 
Forgive the Comment that my Paſſion made | 
Upon thy Feature, for my Rage was blind, e þ 
And foul Imaginary Eyes of Blood | | G 
Preſented thee more hideous than thou wa : | l 
: Oh, anſwer not, but to my Cloſet brin | ' 


The angry Lords, with all expedient H 
I conjure thee but ſlowly: Run more faſt. (inan. 


SCENE III. 4 Pri. 


Enter Arthur on the Walls, - hb + 


Arth. The Wall is Bib. and yet will I leap downi 
Good Ground be pitiful, and hurt me not: 
There's few or none do know me, if they did, 
This Ship-Boy's Semblance hath diſguie'd 1 me quite. 
I am afraid, and yet Il venture it, | 
If 1 get down, and do not break my Limbs, 
I'll find a thouſand Shifts to get away; | F] 
As good to die, and go; as die, and ſtay. [ Leap down. 
| Oh me, my Uncle's Spirit is in theſe Stones: 
Heav'n take my Soul, and England take my Bones. [Dies, ö 
- Enter Pembroke, Salisbury and Rigot. qi. 
Sal. Lords, I will meet him at St. — | 4 
It is our Safety, and we muſt embrace 7721 -:4i 
/ This gentle Offer of the perilous time. 1 
| Pemb. Who brought that Letter from the Cardinal? 
Sal. The Count Melun, a noble Lord of France, 
- Whoſe private with me of the Dauphin's Love, 
Is much more general than theſe Lines import. 
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Bigot. To Morrow Morning let us meet him then! 11 
Sal. Or rather then ſet forward, for twill be of Th 
Two long Days Journey, Lords, or e er we meet. If | 
Enter Baſtard. 47 £ 

Baſt. Once more to Day well met, diſtemper'd Lords We 
The King by me requeſts your Preſence ſtraight, ' - © It i 
Sal. The King hath diſpoſſeſt himſelf of us Th 
We weil not line his thin beitaned „ Fre 
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With our pure Honours: nor attend the Fut 
That leaves the Print of Blood where-cer it walks 
Return, and tell him ſo: We know the worſt. "HG 

Baſt. What &er you think, good Words I think were beſt. 

Sal. Our Griefs, and not our Manners, reaſon now. 

Baſt. But there is little Reaſon in your Grief, 

Therefore *twere Reaſon you had Manners now. 

Pemb.. Sir, Sir, Impatience hath his Privilege. 

_— "Tis true, to hurt his Mafter, no Man elſe. 

Sal. This is the Priſon: What is he lyes here? 

Pemb. Oh Death, made proud with pure and princely 
The Earth had not a hole to hide this Deed. Beauty: 

Sal. Murder, as hating what himſelf hath done, 

Doth lay it open to urge on Revenge. - 

Bigot. Or when he doom'd this Beauty to the Grave, 
Found it too precious princely for a Grave. 

Sal. Sir Richard, what think you? Have you beheld, 
Or have you read, or heard, or could you think? 

Or do you almoſt think, although you ſee, 

That you do ſee? Could Thought, without this Object, 
Form ſuch another ? This is the very Top, 

The Heighth, the Creſt, or Creſt unto the Creſt 

Of Murger's Arms; this is the bloodieſt Shame, 

The wildeſt Savagery, the vileſt Stroak | 

That ever wall-ey'd Wrath, or ſtaring Rage 

Preſented to the Tears of ſoft Remorſe. | 

Pemb. All Murders paſt, do ſtand excus'd in this; 

And this ſo ſole, and ſo unmatchable, _ | 
Shall give a Holineſs, a Purity, 

To the yet unbegotten Sin of times; 

And prove a e ſhed, but a Jeſt, 
Exampled by this heinous Spectacle. 

Baſt, It is a damned and a bloody Work, 
The graceleſs Action of a heavy Hand, 

If that it be the Work of any Hand. 

Sal. If that it be the Work of any Hand? 
We had a kind of Light, what would enſue: 
It is the ſhameful Work of Hubert's Hand, 
The Practice, and the Purpoſe of the King: 
From whoſe Obedience 1 torbid my Soul, ; 
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If thou but fron 7 me, or ſtir thy Foot, 


Kneeling before this Ruin of freet . 5 77 
And breathing to this breathleſs Excellencec. 


"The Incenſe of a Vow, a holy Vow: :.. 
Never to taſte the Pleaſures of the World. 
Never to be infected with 29 12 


dleneſs, 8 5 1 of 


Nor converſant with Eaſe and 
Till I have ſet a font to this Hand. 
By giving it the Worſhi ip of Reyenge. . 
'Pemb, Bigo. Our Sou ee thy wards: 
Enter Hu 


Hub. Lords, Lam hot with e, et lot 


* "Arthar doth live, the King hath ſent. for you, 


Sal. Oh he is bold, and bluſhes not at Death) 


Avant thou hateful Villain, 2 thee 7 


Hub. I am ne Villain. . | 5 p 


8 Sal. Muſt I rob the Law? 


| . Your Sword is bright, Sir, again. 5 
| Sal. Net till I heath it in a Murd, 5 . 
Hub. Stand back, Lord Salisbury, ſtand back, I iy, 
By Heay'n, I think my Swords as 21A as 1 
I would not have you, Lord, forget your a 
Nor tempt the Danger of my true Defence; _ 
Leſt I, = marking of your Rage, forget 
"Your Worth, your Greatneſs, and Nobilit r,. 
Biget. Out Duoghil, dar'ft thou brave a Naan 
Wt Not for 115 Lig, but yet I dare GA. ; y 
f u2ry an Emperor. | 
* I. Thou art a Murderer, = | 
Hub. Do not prove me ſo; _—_» 12 
vet I am none. Whoſe Tongue ſoe er yo fa, 
Not truly ſpeaks; who ſpeaks not A 
Pemb. Cut him to pieces. 
Baſe. K the 1 770 ay. 1 6 
Sal. Stand by, or I ſhall gaul jo Bals 6. 
Baſt. Thou wert better gal the Devil, Salary * 


J. 


1 


leen to do me Shame, 
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Bigot. What will you do, renowned Fauleonbridget 
Second a Villain, and a Murderer? | 
Hub. Lord Bigot, I am none. 
Bigot. Who kill'd this Prince? 
Hab. Tis not an Hour ſince I left him well: 
1 honour'd him, I lov'd him, and will weep 
My Date of Life out, for his ſweet Life's Loſs. 
Sal. Truſt not thoſe cunning Waters of his Eyes; 
For Villany is not without ſuch Rheume; 
And he, long traded in it, makes it ſeem 
Like Rivers of Remorſe and Innocency.  * 
Away with me, all you whoſe Souls abhor 
Th' uncleanly Savour of a Slaughter-Houſe, 
For I am ſtifled with the Smell of Sin. | 
Bigor. Away toward Bury, to the Dauphin there. 
Pemb, There tell the King he may enquire us out. 
[Exeunt Lords. 
Baſt. Here's a good World; knew you of this fair Work? 
Beyond the infinite and boundleſs Reach of _— 
(if thou didft this Deed of Death) artthoudama'd, Hwbers: 
Hub. Do but hear me, Sir. 
Baſt. Ha? III tell thee what, 
Thou'rt damn'd as black nay nothing is ſo _ 
Thou art more deep damn'd than Prince Luci 
There is not yet ſo ugly a Fiend of Hells 
As thou ſhalt be, if thou didſt kill this Child. 
Hub. Upon my Soul. 
Baſs. If thou didſt but conſent 
To this moſt cruel AQ, do but deſpair, _ the 
And if thou want'ſt a Cord, the ſmalleſt Thread 
That ever Spider twiſted from her Womb 
Will ſerve to ſtrangle thee: A Ruſh will be a Beam 
To hang thee on: Or would ſt thou drown thy ſelf, 
Put but a little Water in a | 
And it ſhall be as all the Ocean, 
140 Müpe to ſtifle ſuch a Villain up. 
Id ct thee very grievouſly. 
Hub. 1111 in Act, Conſent, or Sin of Thought, 
Be guilty of the — that ſweet Breath, 
Which was embound A * beauteous Clay, 
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Let Hell want Fains enough to torture me. | ; 

] left him well, | b 
Baſt. Go, beer him in thine Arms. « b 'Þ 

1 am amaz'd methinks; and loſe my Wax 

Among the Thorns and Dangers of this World. 

How eaſie doſt thou take all England up. 

From forth this Morſel of dead Royalty? 7; 

The Life, the Right, and Truth of all this Realm 

Is fled to Heav'n, and England _ is left * 

To tug and ſcramble, and to th Tecth 

The unowed Intereſt of p Sel ing Stute: 

Now for the bare-pickt Bone - . 7 

Doth dogged War bridle his angry C | * 

And ſnarleth in the gentle Eyes of Peace; ' | 

Now Powers from home, and Diſcontents at homo 

Meet in one Line; and yaſt Confuſion waits, 

As doth a Raven on a fick-fallen Beaſt, 4 

The imminent Decay of wreſted Pomp: 

Now happy he, whoſe Cloak and Center can + 

Hold out this Tempeſt. Bear away that Child, 

And follow me with ſpeed; Ill to the Kings 

A thouſand Buſineſſes are brief at Hand, 1 

And Heay'a it ſelf Goth frown __ the Land, Lau. ; 


. 


ACT v. 8 0 ENE E: 
Enter King John, Pandulph, and Attendants 


K. John. FH Us have yielded nd e 
7 T The Circle of my ce. | 
Pand. Take again 
From this my Hand, as holding of the Pope, 
Your Soveraign Greatneſs and Authority. 


_ , 


K. Fohn. Now kee 3 holy Word, go meet nacb, 


And from his Holineſs uſe all your Power . /' 
To ftop their Marches fore we are enflam d. woe 
Our diſcontented Counties do revolt,  _. 
Our People quarrel with Obedience, 


| Swearing 
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Swearing Allegiance, and the love of Soul 

To ſtranger-Blood, to foreign Royalty; 

This Inundation of diſtemper d Humour, 

Reſts by you only to be qualify d. Ys 
Then pauſe not; for the preſent Time's ſo ſick, 

That preſent Med cine muſt be miniſtred. | 

Or Overthrow incurably inſues. 1 

Pand. It was my Breath that blew this Tempeſt up, 

Upon your ſtubborn Uſage of the Pope: 

But ſince you are a gentle Convertite, 

My Tongue ſhall huſh again this Storm of War, 
And make fair, Weather in your bluſtring Land. 
On this A/cen/zon-Day, remember well, | 
Upon your Oath of Service to the Pope, 92 
Go I to make the French lay down their Arms. [ Exit. 

X. John. Is this Aſcenſion- Day ; Did nat the Prophet 
Say, that before Aſcenſion- Day at Noon, 

My Crown I ſhould give off? even ſo I have: 
I did ſuppoſe; it ſhould be on Conſtraint, 
But, Heav'n be thank d, it is but voluntary. 

f Enter Baſtard. 

Baſt. All Kent hath yielded, nothing there holds out 
But Dover-Cafile: London bath receiy'd, | 
Like a kind Hoſt, the Dauphin and his Powers. 

Your Nobles will not hear you, but are. gone 
To offer Service to your Enemy; 

And wild Amazement hurries up and down 
The little Number of your doubtful Friends. 

K. John. Would not my Lords return to me again, 
After they heard young Arthur was alive? 

Baſt. They found him dead, and caſt into the Streets, 
An empty Casket, where the L of Life 55 
By ſome dama d Hand was robb' d and ta en away. 

R. John. That Villain Hubert told me he did live. 

Baſt. So on my Soul he did, for ought he knew: 

Buy wherefore do you droop? Why look you ſad? 

Be great in Act, as you have been in Thought: 

Let not the World fee Fear and ſad Diftruſt 

Govern the Motion of a Kingly Eye; | 

Be ſtirring as the time, be Fire with Fire; | 
IA K 4 Threaten 


1. TT EE = 


And I have made a happy Peaceſ with him; 


And keep it ſafe for our remembrance: . 4 
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Threaten the Threatner, and out-face the Brow © 
Of bragging Horror: So ſhall inferior Eyes, W 
That borrow their Behaviours from the Great, 
Grow great by your Example, and put on 
The dauntleſs Spirit of Reſolution. ser 
Away, and gliſter like the God of Wart 
When he intendeth to become the Field; 
Shew Boldneſs and aſpiring Confidence. 
What, ſhall they ſeek the Lion in his Den, | 
And fright him there? and make him tremble there? 
Oh let it not be ſaid: Forage, and run | oe 
To meet Diſpleaſure farther from the Doors, © 
And grapple with him ere he come fo n WW 
KX. Fobm. The te of the Pope hath been with me, 
$ : 3 
And he hath promis'd to diſmiſs the Powers | 
Led by the Dauphin. rennen 
Baff. Oh inglorious League: | 
Shall we upon the — of our Land, 
Send fair-play-Orders and make Compromiſe, - 
Infinuation, Parly, and baſe Truce | 
To Arms invaſive? Shall a beardleſs Boy, H 
& cockred- ſilken Wanton brave our Fields, 8 


— Ire . n 


And fleſh his Spirit in a war-like Soil, | 


Mocking the Air- with Colours idely ſpread, 
And find no check? Let us, my Liege, to Arms 
Perchance the Cardinal cannot make your Peace; 
Or if he do, let it at leaſt be ſaid | 

ſaw we had a purpoſe of defence. 


— - 


K. Jehu. Have thou the ordering of this preſeny 
" Baſt. Away then with good Courage; yet I kne; 


Our Party may well meet a prouder Foe, LFeuunt. 
„„ OP 
Enter, in Arms, Lewis, Salisbury, Melun, Pembr; l „ 
| Bigot, and 2245 J. . ' | * 


Lewis, My Lord Melwn, let this be copied out, | iN > 


= 
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Return the Preſident to theſe Lords again, 

That having our fair Order written down, | 
Both they and we, peruſing o'er theſe: Notes, 
May know wherefore we took the Sacrament, 
Ani keep our Faiths firm and inviolable. 

Sal, Upon our ſides it never ſhall be brokeg, 
And, noble Dauphin, albeit we ſwear © * 
A voluntary Zeal, and an un-urg'd Faith 
To your Proceedings; yet believe me, Prince, 

I am not glad that ſuch a Sore of Time | 
Should ſeek a Plaiſter by contemn'd Revolt, 
And heal the ——— Canker of 2 

By making many: Oh it grieves m , | 
That 1 — this Metal — y Side 

To be a Widow. maker: Oh, and there 

Where honovrable Reſcue, and Defence, 

Cries out upon the Name of Saliibury. 

But ſuch is the Infection of the time, oke 

- That for the Health and Phyſick of our Right, 
We cannot deal but with the very Hand 

Of ſtern Injuſtice, and confuſed Wrongs: = 

And is't not Pity, oh my grieved Friends, 

That we, the Sons and Children of this Ile; 
Were born 9 an Heur as this, 
Wherein we a march 

Upon _ gentle Boſom, aud fl up | 
Her Enemies Ranks? 1 muſt withdraw and weep 
Upon the ſpot of this enforced Cauſe, 
To grace the Gentry of a Land remote, 

And follow unacquainted Colours here 
What here? O Nation that thou couldſt remove; 
That Neptunes Arms who clippeth thee 

Would bear thee from the knowledge of thy ſelf, 
And cripple thee unto a Pagan Shore, 

Where theſe two Chriſtian Armies might combine 
The Blood of Malice, in a vein of League, 

And not to ſpend it ſo un- neighbourly. 

Lewis. A noble Temper doit thou ſhew in this, 
And great AﬀeCtions wreſtling in thy Boſom 
Doth make an * Nobility. 


1 Oh 
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: Chahat 0 noble Gonteb tut Gy ng, aq * 
Between Compulſion, and a brave R 2 * 
Let me wipe off this honourable Der { 
That filverly doth on thy Cheeks: | ol Wd 

My Heart hath m ted at a Lady's Tears, F419 15 


Being an ordinary Inundation: 4 
But this Effufion of ſuch Manly Drops, : be 
This Shower blown up by tempeſt of the Soul, nas 

Startles mine Eyes, and makes me more * 
Than had I ſeen the vaulty top of Heav'n: | rs” 
Figur'd quite oer with burning Meteors. ut 
Lift up thy Brow, renowned Salia , þ 
And with a great Heart heave away this Storms: 1H 
Commend theſe Waters to thoſe Baby-Eyes Pr 
That never faw the Giant-World enrag'd, 
Nor met with Fortune, other than at Feaſts, 
Full warm of Blood, of Mirth, of Goſſipping, 4 
Come, come, for thou ſhalt thruſt thy Hand a6 w dap. 1 101 
Into the Purſe of rich Proſperity 197 writ? 
As Lewis himſelf; ſo, Nobles ſhall you all, 
That knit your Sinews to the ſtrength of mine, 
* " Enter Pandalpho. - + 
And even there, methinks an Angel ſpake, 
Look where the holy Lepate comes — | 
To give us Warrant from wr Hand o Heav' . 
And on our Actions ſet the Name of Right | 
With holy Breath. 2 16 BY 
Pand. Hail, noble Prince of France. 
The next in this: King John bath reconcil'd_ SY 
Himſelf to Rome, his Spirit is come in, 
That ſo ſtood out againſt the holy Church, 
That great Metropolis and See of Rome: NE}. 
Therefore thy threatning Colours now wind * 
And tame the Savage Spirit of wild War, arts. | 
That like a Lion foſtered up at Hand, 
It may lye gently at the foot of Peace, 
And be no further harmful than in ſhew: 17 
þ Lewis. Your Grace ſhall pardon me, I will not back; 
I am too high- born to be propertied, 
To be a ** at Controul, 
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Or uſeful Serving · mon, and Inſtrument 

To any Soveraign State throughout the World: 
Your Breath firſt kindled the — Coal of Wars, 
Between this chaſtis d Kingdom and my ſelf, 
And brought i in Matter that ſnould feed ds Fire: 
And now tis far too huge to be blown out 
With that fame weak Wind: which enkindled it: 
You taught me how to know the face of Right, 
Acquainted me with Intereft to this Land, 

Yea thruſt this Enrerprize-into: my Heart, | 
And come ye now to tell me Joꝶm bath made 

His Peace with Rome ? What is that Peace to me? 
I, by the Honour of my Marriage bed, 

Atte young Arthur, . this Land for mine; 
And now it is half conquer d, muſt I back, | 
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Becauſe that Jem bath — his Peace with Rome? 


Am I Rome's Slave? What Penny hath Rome born? 
What Men provided? What Munition ſent 
To under- prop this Action? Ist not I, 

That under-go this Charge? Who elſe bur I, 

And ſuch as to my Claim are liable. 
Sweat in this Buſineſs, and maintain this War? 
Have I not heard theſe Iflanders ſhout out ' 
Vive le Roy, as I have bank's their Towns? 
Have I not here the beſt Cards for the Game 
To win this eaſie Match, plaid for a Crown? | 
And ſhall I now give o'er the yielded Set? 

No, no; on my Soul it ſhall-never be ſaid. 


Pand. You look bur on the outfide of this Werk. 


Lewis. Outſide or inſide, I will not return, 
Till my Attempt ſo much be gloriſied, 
As to my ample Hope was promiſed, 
Before I drew this gallant head of War, 
And cull d theſe fiery Spirits from the World 
To out- look Conqueſt, and to win Renown 


. 
Ul 
— 


Even in the javvs of Danger, and of Death: [Trumpet ſound; 


What luſty Trumpet thus doth ſummon us? 
Buer Baſtard. 
Baſt. According to the fair-play of the World, 
Let me have Audience: 1 to ſpeak: 
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My holy Lord of Milain, from the og 1501 
I come, to learn how 
And as you anſwer, I Ido 
And warrant limited unto my Tongue. 

Fand. The Dauphin is too wilful, oppoſite, - 
And will not temporize with my Entreaties: 
He flatly fays, he'll not lay down his Arms. | 
Bat. By all the Blood that ever Fury breath d. 
The Youth ſays well. Now hear our Engliſh ws 
For thus his Royalty doth ſpeak in me: 
He is prepar d, 2 tao ike ſhould. 


This apiſh and unmannerly A ch, 


This harneſs d Mask, and unadyiſed Revel, 

This unheard Sawcineſs and boyiſh Troops, 

The King doth ſmile at, and is — -- 
To whip this dwarfiſh War, theſe Pigmy Arms 
— tha Circle of his Territories. 
That Hand which had the ſtrength, even at 
To cudgel you, and make you take the 
To dive like Buckets in concealed Wells, 
To crouch in Litter of your Stable Planks,  _ 
To lye like-Pawns, lock d up in Cheſts and Trunks, 
To "tub with Swine, to ſec ſweet Safety. out 


In Vaults and Priſons, and to thrill and ſhake 


Even at the crying of-our:Nation's Crow, 
Thinking his Voice an armed Engli/ſb Man; 


Shall that victerious Hand be feebled here, 


That in your Chambers; gave y +/+» wget T 
No; know: the Match indians, 
And like an Eagle, Sat did Ainry:touer's, Tg} 
To] ſouſe Annorance that comes near his Neſt; - 
ou degenerate, you ingrate Revolts, 
A. Nero's ripping up the Womb 


of your dear Mother-England, bluſh for ſhame: 


For your own Ladies, and pale-vilag'd Maids, . 


Like A4mazors,.come tripping after Drums: ity ; 


Their Thimbles into armed Gantlets change, 
Their Needles to Lances, and their gentle Hearts 
To fierce and bloody Inclination. | 


Tu. There end thy — turn thy Facein Peace; 


ou have dealt bin: 1 0 
know the Scope Ok 1 


1 


: 
\ L . 
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hogs out-ſcold _ it 
e too to ap 
With hack a Babler. — R 
of. No, 1 will gat 
Baſt. No, 
Lewis, We will attend to neither: | . 
Strike up the Drums, and let the Tongue of War 
Plead for IS and our being 3 
Baſt. In ur Drums being beaten, out; 
And ſo fhall you, being beaten; do but ſtart * 
An eccho with the Clamour of thy Drum. 
And even at hand, a Drum is ready brac d, * 
That ſhall reverberate all; as loud as thine, | IKE oh Y 
Sound but another, and another ſhall, | 1 
As loud as thine, rattle the Welkin's Ear, 
And mock the deep-mouth'd Thunder; for at band 


(Not truſting to this halti te here, 
Whom he hath us'd rather for TD: 


Is warlike John; and in his Forchead fits 
A bare-ribb'd Death, whoſe Office is this 
To feaſt upon whole thouſands of the French. ; 
Lewis, Strike up our Drums, Gal dl, Danger ar 
Baſt, And thou ſal fin it, Dauphin, do not doubt. 


Brau; 


SCENE III. 


Alm. Enter Ning John and Hubert. | 
. John. er ces the Day with us / Oh tell me, Huber 
22 Badly, I fear; how fares your Majeſty? | 
K. John. This Feaver that bath troubled me ſo long, 
Lyes heavy on me: oh, my Heart is ſick. 
Enter a Meſſenger. 
Meff. My Lerd, your valiant Kinſman, nun. 
Deſires your Majefty to leave the Field, 
And ſend him word by me, which way you go. 
K. Fohn. Tell wy, toward Swinſted, to the Abby there. 
Be of good Comfort : For the Supply, 
4 * by the Dauphin wag * 1 


1 


3 Are wrack'd three Nights ago on . Sands, 
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This News was ht to:Richard but eren now, © - / 

The French fight:coldly; :and:retire'themſelves:. 
K. John. Ay me, this Tyrant Feaver burns NN 7 

And will not let me welcome this good News. 

Set on toward Swinſted; to my Litter Seizhe,”; 1 a 


Wraknen 11 me, and ] am vr [Exrunt. 


SCENE W. 


Da YM. 2 N ©) 4 
Sal. Ld vet e Þ Nor wth Friends, 
Pemb, Up once again; in the French: | 


If they miſcarty, Cs t 224 | 


Sal. That miſ-begotten Devil, Faulconbridge, | 
In Ko .of ſpi gh, alone ids the Day. 
bey l. y King John ſore fick, hath left the re 
'** Enter Melun med. — 
Melun, Leal the to 0 evblts of Euglan n 
Sal. When, wilt, 1. bad other Nane 12 
Pemb. It is the Co a 0 5 


al.. W. By ich: rene Oo 
$852 noble Er ou ai tight J 1s 
Uithread tlie rude Eye "ip x 0 


And wvelcome home again diſcarded Faith, 
Seek out King John, and fall before his Feet: 
For if the . be Lords of this loud Day, 
He meaps to recompeace the Pains. 2 take, 
y cutting off. your Heads; thus hath he ſworn, _ 
nd 1 with him, and many more with me, N 
Upon the Altar at St. Eumondibury, 
Even on that Altar, where we ſwore to "Y | 
Dear Amity, and everlaſting Love. 
Sal. May this be poſſible! May this be true? 
Melun. Flave I not hideous Death within * View, 
Retaining but a quantity of Life, 
hich bleeds away, even as a Form of War 
Reſolveth from his Figure gainſt the Fire? 
What in the World ſhould make me now deceive, 
Since I muſt loſe the uſe of all Deceit : 
hy ſhould I tken be falſe, ſince it is true 


as e ion op er ens 
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That I muſt die here, and live hence, by Truth ) 
I fay again, if Lewis do win the Day, 
He is forſworn if e er thoſe Ryes of yours 77 
Behold another Day break in the Eaſt; | bat 
But even this Night, whole black contagious. EA 
Already ſmeaks about the burning Creſt 
Of t old, feeble, and day-wearied Sun, 
Eyen'this ill Night, your breathing ſhall expire, - 
Paying the Fine of rated Treachery,c 1) 2 
Even with a treacherous! Fine of all your od 
If Lewis, by your aſſiſtance win the Day. 
Commend me to one Hubert. with your 
The Love of him, and this Reſpect beſides, 1 
For that my Grandfire vas an Bigliſhman. } 
- Awakes myiConfcience:to confeis all this. 
In lieu whereof, 1 ray you bear me hence 0 
From forth the rumour of the Field 
Where I may think the remnant of my Thought | 
In; peace; and part this Body and my Soul, * 
With « Contemplation, and devout Deſires, | 7 
Sal. We do believe: thee; d bene my Soul, 02 
But I do love the Favour, and the Form 
Of this molt fair. Occafion, by the' which 
We will untread the ſteps of damned flight, 
And like a bated and retired Flood, | 
Leaving our Rankneſs, and irregular Courſe, 
Stoop low within thoſe Bounds we have o er. look dl. 
And calmly run on in Obedience. | 
Even to our Ocean, to our great King Fohn. 
My Arm ſhall give thee help to bear "ee hence, . 
For I do ſee the cruel Pangs of Death 
Right in thine Eye. Away, my Friends, new Aight; h 
And happy Newnefſs that intends old Right, [Exeunt; 


8 CEN E V. 
Ener Lewis and his Train. 


Lewis. The Sun of Heay'n, methought, was loth to ſet; 
But ſtaid, and made the Weſtern Welkin bluſh, 


oa th Bit meaſure backward their own Ground 
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In faint Retire: Oh bravely came we aſt. 
When with a Volley . " 6: 7 
After ſuch bloody'Toil, we bid good Night, 21 511 
And wound our tott ring Colours clear! 
Laſt in the Field, — en 
Enter a Meſſenger. 

Aa. Where is my Prince, the Dawpbin? 

Lewis. — News? 10 
| ade; The Count Males is lin; the uin Lords | 
By? his nes 19s 8 fall'n _— - * 

y, which you have wiſh' 

——— and funk On Gondwin Sands, * 

Lewis, Ah foul ſhrewd News. Beſhrew thy very Heart 3 
I did not think to be ſo fad to Night 
T Who was he that ſaid 
ohn did fly an Hour or tvo before | 
mbling —— 

The Who tier thoke it, it is true, my Lord. 

Lewis. Well; keep good Quarter, and good carero Night 
The Day ſhall not 1 7 1 1 ; 
To, try the fair Adventure of to-Morrow. pt lune, 


k SCENE VI. 


| Enter Baſtard and Hubert . | 
Hub. Who's there? Speak, hoa, ſj uickly, or I ſhoot, 
Baſt.” A Friend. What ome ra 2. 85 
Hub. r 119 5 
Ba. Whither doſt thou go? 
Hab. What's that to thee? Tit 
Why may not I demand of thine Aﬀfirs, 
As well as thou of mine? 
Baff. Hubert, I think. 
Hub. Thou baft a perfect Thought: 
1 will upon all Hazards well believe - 
Thou art my Friend, that know'ſt my REP fo well: 
Who art thou? _ 
Ba. Who thou wilt; and if thou pleaſe _ 
Thou may'ſt be. friend me ſo much, as to — 
Te of the Plantageners, © 


Hub, 


I left him almo 
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Hub. Unkind Remembrance; thou, and endleſs Night, 
_ done me _ _ aro pardon me, 
t any accent breaking from thy Tongue, 
Should ſcape the true acquaintance of mine Ear. 
Baſt. Come, come; ſans complement, what News abroad! 
Hub. Why here walk I, in the black Brow of Night, 
To find you out. | 49K 
| Baſt. Brief then: and what's the News? 
Hub. O my ſweet Sir, News fitting to the Night, 
Black, fearful, comfortleſs, and horrible. | 
Baff. Shew me the very Wound of this ill News, 
I am ne Woman, VI! not ſwoon at it. 
Hub. The King I fear is poiſon'd by a Monk, 
| ſpeechleſs, and broke out | 
To acquaint you with this Evil, that you might 
The better arm you to the ſudden time, 
Than if you had at leiſure known of this. 
Baſt. How did he take it? Who did taſte to him? 
Hub. A Monk, I tell you, a reſolved Villain, 
Whoſe Bowels ſuddenly burſt out; the King 
Yet ſpeaks, and peradventure may recover. ; 
Baſt. Who didſt thou leave to tend his Majeſty ? | 
Hub. Why, know you not? The Lords are all comeback, 
And hrought Prince Henry in their Company, 
At whoſe requeſt the King hath pardon'd them, 
And they are all about his Majeſty, | 
Baſt. With-hold thine Indignation, mighty Heay'n, 
And tempt us not to bear above our Power.. 
Tl! tell thee, Hubert, half my Power this Night 
Paſſing theſe Flats, are taken by the Tide, 
Theſe Lincoln-Waſhes have deyoured them ; 
My ſelf, well mounted, have eſcap'd. * 
Away before: Conduct me to the King. 5 
I doubt he will be dead, or &er I come. [Exeum; 


SCENE vi. 

Enter Prince Henry, Salisbury and Bigo:. 
how It is too late, the Life of all his Blood 
Is ctouch'd"ocempubly en fur pure Draka, | | 


TY : * — 
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Which 2 ſuppoſe the Soube frail dwelling Houſe, 
Doth, by the idle Comments that it makes, 
Foretel the ending of Mortality. 
Enter Pembroke. 
ens, fi Highnels yet doth Wo and d hola beef, 
That being brought into the © | 
Tt erg. allay the burning qu 
Of that fell Poiſon which lend bim. 
Henry. Let bim be brought into the dane Nei 

Dotz he {till rage? | | 

Pemb. He is more patient 
Tban when you left ray ; even now he 7 mY 

Henry. Oh vanity of Sickneſs! fierce Extreams - 
In their continuance will not fell themſelves. 
Death having. prey'd upon the outward Parts 
Leaves them Heard and his Siege is now 
Againſt the Mind, the which he pricks and wounds 
With many Legions of ſtrange Fantaſies. 
Which in their throng and to that laſt hold. 
Confound themſelves. Tis that Death ſhould ling ; 
I am the Cygnet to this pale faint Swan; | 
args gs. a doleful * to ohh 2 Death, 

rom the Or of Frailt 

His Soul and 8 their laſting if nk 

Sal. Be of good comfort, 4 75 for you are born 
To ſet a Form upon that indige geſt | 
Which he hath lofe ſo ſhapeleſs and ſo rude. 

King John brought in. 

E. John. I marry now my Soul bath Elbow room, 
It would not out at Windows, nor at Doors, 
There is ſo hot a Summer in my Boſom, 
That all my Bowels crumble up to Duſt; 
I am a ſcribled Form drawn with a Pow, . . 
Upon a Parchment, and againſt this Fire 
Dol ſhrink up. 

Henry. How fares your Majeſty? 

K. John. Poiſon d, ill Fare: — * forſook, caſt off, 
And none of you will bid the Winter dome 
To thruſt his Jey Fingers in my Mar; 
Nor let my Kingdoms Rivers take their h 51 
Through my burn d Boſom: Nor intreat the North 
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” of King Jon, 2 
To make his bleak Winds kiſs my parched Lips. 
And comfort me with cold. I do not ask you m 
I beg cold Comfort; and you are ſo ſtraight 
-_ ſo ungrateful, you deny me that. any 
y. Oh hab che there were ſome Virte in wy Tears, | | 
That is might reheye'you, é 
K John. The Salt of them is hot. 
Within me is a Hell, and there the Poiſon 
Is, as a Fiend, -confin'd to tyrannize, 
Or unrepreevable condemned Blood. 
Enter Baſtard. 
Baſt Oh, Jam ſcalded with my violent Motion 
* Spleen of ſpeed to ſee your Majeſty. 
K. John. Oh Couſin, thou art come to ar mine Eye: 
The tackle of my Heart is crackt and burnt, 
an turned to one Thread, one little Hair: 
Heart hath one poor String to ſtay it by, 
w ich holds but till thy News be uttered, 
And then all this thou ſeeſt, is but a Clod, 
And 22 of con founded N 4, 
Baſt, The Dauphin is pre itherwa 
Were Heav'n he knows Lore ten nl anſwer him. 
For in a Night the beſt Part of my Power, 
As I upon advantage did remove, 
Were in the Waſhes all, unwarily, 1K 3 
Devoured by the unexpected Flood, [The King dies: 
Sal. You breath theſe dead News in as dead an Ear: 
* Liege, my Lord; but now a King, now thus. 
ay — Even ſo muſt I run on, and eyen fo ſtop, 
What of the World, what hope, what ſtay, 
When this þ was now a King, and now is Clay? 
Ba. Art thou gone ſo? I do but ſtay behind 
To de the Office for thee, of Revenge, | . 
And then my Soul ſhall wait on thee to Heav 'n, 
As it on Earth hath been thy Servant ſtill. 
Now, now you Stars, that move in your right Spheres, 
Where be your Powers? Shew now your m mended ae, 
And inſtan l return with me again, De 
To puſh Dellruction, and perpetual Shame, 
Out of the "we Door of ur blaring Land: | 
| — 
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Straight let us ſeek, or ſtraight we ſhall be ſought, 
The Dauphin rages at our very Heels. ; 
Sal. It ſeems you know not then ſo much as we: 
The Cardinal Pandulph is within at reſt, 
Who half an hour ſince came from the Dauphin, 
And brings from him ſuch Offers of our Peace, 
As we with Honour and Reſpe& may take, 
With purpoſe preſently to leave this War. 
Baſt. He will the rather do it, when he ſees 
Our ſelves well finewed to our Defence. 
Sal, Nay, 'tis in a manner done already, 
For many Carriages: he hath diſpatch'd 
To the Sea-fide, and put his Cauſe and Quarrel 
To the diſpoſing, of the Cardinal, 5 
With whom your ſelf, my ſelf, and other Lords, 
If you think meet, this Afternoon will poſt, 
To conſummate this bufineſs happily. 
Baſt. Let it be ſo; and you, my noble Prince, 
With other Princes that may beſt be ſpar'd, 
Shall wait upon your Father's Funeral. 
Henry. At Worceſter muſt his Body be interr'd, 
For ſo he will d it. 
Baſt. Thither ſhall it then, 
And bappily may your ſweet ſelf put on 
The lineal State, and glory of the Land, 
To whom with all Submiſſion on my Knee, 
Ide bequeath my faithful Services, 
And true Subjection everlaſtingly. 
Sal. And the like tender of our Love we make, 
To reſt without a Spot for eyermore. 97591 16 
Hen. I have a kind Soul that would give you Thanks, 
And knows not how to do it but with Tears. 
Baſt. Oh let us pay the Time but needful Wo, 
Since it hath been el with our Griefs 
This England never did, nor never ſhall 
Lye at the proud Foot of a Conqueror, 
But when it firſt did help to wound it ſelf. | 
Now, theſe her Princes are come home again, 
Come the three Corners of the World in Arms, _ 
And we ſhall ſhock them: Nopght ſhall make us rue, 
If England to it {elf do reſt but true. ¶ Exeunt onmes, 
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2 King Richard, John of Gaunt, with aber 
Nobles and Attendants. | 


KING RICHARD. | 
= LD Fohn of Gaunt, time honour d 
ET: Lanta | 
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i 18 : Haſt bend, according to Ns Oath and 

: — Here pr. "make To the boiſterous * 
Appeal, N 


which then our Leiſure would not let us hear, 
Againſt the Duke of Norfolk, Thomas Mowbray? 
Gaumt. I have, my Liege. 
. Rich. Tell me moreover, haſt thou ſounded bun, 1 
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If he appeal the Duke on ancient Malice, 
Or worthily, as a good Subject ſhould, 
On ſome known ground of Treachery in him? 
Gaunt. As near as I could fift him on that Argument, 
On ſome apparent Danger ſeen in him 4 
Aim'd at your Highneſs, no inveterate Malice. 
K. Rich. Then call them to our Preſence, Face to Face, 
And frowning Brow to.Brow, our ſelves will hear 
Th Accuſer, and the Accuſed freely ſpeak: 
igh ſtomach d are they both, and full of Ire, _, 
In Rage, deaf as the Sea; haſty as Fire. 
Enter Bullingbroke and Mowbray, © 
Bulling. Many Years of happy Days befal 
My gracious Soveraign, my moſt loving Liege. 
Mowb. Exch Day till better others Happineſs; 
Until the Heay'ns envying Earth's good Hap, __ 
Add an immortal Title to your Crown. n. 
K Rib. We thank you both, jet one bat fatters'us, 
As well appeareth by the Cauſe you come; 
Namely, to appeal each other ot bigh Treaſon. 
Couſin of Hereford, what doſt thou object 
Againſt the Duke of Norfolk, Thomas Mowbray _, 
Bulling. Firſt Heav'n be the Record to my Speech, 
- [ne een of a Subject's Love, 
ing the precious Safety of my Prince, .. 
And free e miſ — 5 Har & F 
Come I Appealant to this Princely Preſence, 
Now Thomas Mowbray do ] turn to thee, ' 


And mark my greeting well; for what I ſpeak, _ — 


My Body ſhall make good upon this Earth, 


Or my divine Soul anſwer it in Heav'n. 


Thou art a Traitor and a Miſcreant; * 
Too good to be ſo, and too bad to live. K. 


Since the more fair and cryſtal is the Sky 3 
The uglier ſeem the Clouds that in it fl . 


Once more, the more to aggrave the Note / 
With a foul Traitor's Name ſtuff I thy Throat, 

And wiſh, ſo pleaſe my Soveraign, eie 1 moye;, 
What my Tongue ſpeaks, my right drawn Sword may prove. 
- Aonb. Let not my cool Words here accuſe my Zeal; 
EL, Kn nee. 1 8 AF; ; 
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Tis not the Trial of a Woman's War, 

The bitter Clamour of too eager Tongues, 

Can arbitrate this Cauſe betwixt us twain; 

The Blood is hot that muſt be cool'd for this. 
Yet can I not of ſuch tame Patience boaſt, 

As to be huſht, and nought at all to ſay. - 

Firſt the fair 8 of your PISS curbs me, 
From giving Reins an sto m Speech 
Which elſe would poſt, n 
Theſe Terms of Treaſon doubly down his Throat. 
Setting aſide his high Blood's Royalty, 

And let him be no Kinſman to my Liege, 

I do defie him, and I ſpit at him, 

Call him a ſlanderous Caward, and a Villain; 
Which to maintain, I would allow him odds, 
And meet him, were I ty'd to run a- foot 

Even to the frozen Ridges of the Alps, 

Or any other Ground inhabitable, — 
Where- ever Engliſhman durſt ſet his Foot; 

Mean time, let this defend m 1 

By all my Hopes molt falſly doch e lie. 

Bulling, Pale trembling Coward, there I throw my Gage, 

Diſclaiming here the Kindred of a King, 

And lay aſide my high Blood's Royalty, 

Which Fear, not Reverence, makes thee to except; 
It guilty Dread hath left thee ſo much Strength, 
As to take up mine Honour's Pawn, then ſtoop. 
By that, and all the Rights of Knighthood elſe, 
Will I make good againſt thee Arm to Arm, 
What have I ſpoken, or thou canſt deviſe. 

Mows, I take it up, and by that Sword I ſwear, 
Which gently laid my Knighthood on my Shoulder, 
I'll anſwer thee in any fair Degree, 

Or Cs of knightly Trial; 
And when Fmount, alive may J not light, 
If I be Traitor, or unjuſtly fight. 

K. Rich, What doth our Couſin lay to Mowbray's Charge? 
It muſt be great that can inherit us 
So much as of a Thought of Ill in him. 

Bulling. Look what 1 ſaid, my Life ſball prove it true, 
Vor. III. L That 
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That Mowbray hath receiv d eight thouſand Gabe 
In name of Lendings for. your Highneſs Soldiers, 


The which he hath detain'd for lewd Impuguments; 


Like a falſe Traitor and injurious Villain; 
Beſides, I ſay, and will in Battel prove, 
Or here, or elſewhere, to the furtheſt Verge 
That ever was ſurvey'd by Engliſh Eye; - 
That all the Treaſons for theſe cphreen Years, | 
Complotted and contrived in this Land, Fae 
Ferch from falſe Mowbray their firſt Head and Spring. 
Further I ſay, and further will maintain 
Upon his bad. Life, to make ail this good, 
That he did plot the Duke of Gloucefter's 58 
Suggeſt his — believing Adverſaries, 
And conſequently, like a Traitor Coward, * 
Sluc'd out his innocent Soul through Streams of Blood ; 
Which Blood, like ſacrificing Abels, cries, 
Even from the tongueleſs Caverns of the Earth, 
To me for Juſtice, and rough Qualtiſementy, 
And by the glorious worth of my Deſcent, - 
This Arm ſhall do it, or this Life be ſpent. 
EX. Rich, How high a pitch his Refolution ſoars. 
Thomas of Norfolk, what fay'ſt thou to this? 
Mowb. O let my Soveraign turn away bis Face, 
And bid his Ears a little while be deaf, & 
Till I have told this Slander of his Blood, 
How God and good Men hate ſo foul a Liar. 
K. Rich. Mowbray, impartial are our Era and Ears. 
Were he my Brother, nay, our Kingdom' 8 Heir, 
As he is but my Father's Brother's Son; + 
Now by my Scepter's awe, I make a Vow, : 
Such-neighbour-nearneſs to our ſacred Blood, 
Should nothing privilege him, nor partialize | 
The unſtooping Firmneſs of my upi ight Soul. 
He is our Subject. Mowbray, ſo art thou, 
Free Speech and fearleſs I to thee allow. 
Mowb, Then, Bullingbroke, as low as to thy Heart, 
Through the falſe Paſſage ot thy Throat. has lieſt! 
Three parts of that Receipt I had for Calder 
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Disburſt I to his Higneſs Soldiers: 
The other part reſervd I by. conſent, 
For that my Soveraign Liege was in my 
Upon remainder of a dear Account, 
Since laſt I went to' France to fetch his Queen: 
Now ſwallow down that Lie. For Glowceſter's Death, 
I flew-him not, but to mine own Dilgrace, - _ 
Negle&ed my ſworn Duty in that Cale. + 
For you, my noble Lord of Lancaſter, | hs 
The honourable Father to my Foe, _ 
Once I did lay an Ambuſh for your Life, 
A Treſpaſs that doth vex my. grieved Soul; 
But ere I laſt receiv'd- the Sacrament, 
I did confeſs it, and exactly begg d 
Your Grace's Pardon; and I hope I had i 
This is my Fault; as for the reſt appeal d, 
It iſſues from the Rancor of a Villain; 
A Recreant and moſt degenerate Traitor, 
Which in my. ſelf I boldly will defend, | 
And interchangeably hurle down my Gage 
Upon this overweening Traitor's Foot, 
To prove my {elf a loyal Gentleman, | 
Even in the beſt Blood chamber'd in his Boſom. 
In haſte whereof moſt heartily I pray 
Your Highneſs to afſign our Trial Day. TY 
R. Rich. Wrath-kindled Gentlemen, be rul'd by me; 
Let's purge this Choler without letting Blood : 
This we preſcribe, though no Phyſician, 
Deep Malice makes too deep Inciſion. Ks 
Forget, forgive, conclude and be agreed, 
Our Doctors ſay, this is no time to bleed. 
Good Uncle, let this end where it begun, 
We'll calm the Duke of Norfolk, you your Son. 
Gaunt. To be a Make-peace ſhall become my Age 
Throw down, my Son, the Duke of Norfolk's Gage. 
K. Rich, And, Norfolk, throw down his. 
Gaunt. When Harry, when? Obedience bids, 
Obedience bids, I ſhould not bid again. | 
K. Rich. Norfolk, throw down, we bid; there is no boot. 
Mowb. My ſelf I throw, __ Soveraign, at thy Foot. 
2 


My 
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My Life thou ſhalt command, but not my Shame, Be z 
The one my Duty owes; but my fair Name, 

Deſpight of Death that lives upen my Grave, 

To dark Diſhonours uſe, thou ſhalt not have. 

I am-diſgrach'd, impeach d, and baffled here, | 
Pierc'd to the Soul, with Slanders venom'd Spear. 
The which no Blame can cure, but his Heart Blood 
Which breath'd this Paiſon. LET. 

K. Rich. Rage muſt be withſtood: 17 i 

Give me his Gage: Lions make Leopards tame. 

Mowb. Yea, but not change his Spots: Take but my Shame; 

And I refign my Gage. My dear, dear Lord, 

The pureſt Treaſures mortal times afford, Y 
Is ſpotleſs Reputation; that away, | 
Men are but guilded Loam, or painted Clay. <4 
A Jewel in a ten- times barr'd up Cheſt, 12. 

Is a bold Spirit in a Loyal Breaſt, 1 55 
Mine Honour is my Life; both grow in one 
Take Honour from me, and my Life is done. 
Then, dear my Liege, mine Honour let me try, 

In that I live, and for that will I die. wy 
K.Rich. Couſin, throw down your Gage; do you begin. 
Bulling. Oh Heav'n defend my Soul from fuch foul Sin. 

Shall I tcem Creft-fal'n in my Father's Sight, 
Or with pale d Fear impeach my hight 
Before this out-dar'd Baftard? Ere my Tongue 
Shall wound my Honour with ſach feeble Wrong 
Or ſound ſo baſe à Parle, my Teeth ſhall tear 
The {laviſh Motive of recanting Fear, | 


1 


Ya 2 


And ſpit it bleeding in his high Diſgrace, 3 
Where Shame dorh harbour, even in Mowbray's Fate 
| [Ext Gaunt, 


K. Rich. We were not born to fue, but to command, 
Which fince ws cannot do to make you Friends, 
Be ready, as your Lives ſhall anfwer it, 4 
At Coventry, upon Saint Lambert's Day; oF 
There all your Swords and Lances arbitrate © 
The ſwelling Diffetcace of your ſettled Hate: 
Since we cannot attone you, you ſhall fee 
Juſtice decide the Victor's Chivalry, : 
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Lord Marſhal, command our Officers at Arms, 


Be ready to direct theſe home Alarms. [ Exeuns. 
W SCENE IL. 
© Entey Gaunt and Datcheſe of Glouceſter, 


Gaunt. Alas, the part I had in Gloffer's Blood, 


Doth more ſollicit me than your Exclaims, 13 


To ſtir againſt the Butchers of his Life. 

But ſince Correction lyeth in thoſe Hands 

Which made the Fault that we cannot correct, 

Put we our Quarrel to the Will of Heav'n; 

Who when they ſee the Hours ripe on Earth, 

Will rain hot Vengeance on Offenders Heads. 
Duteh. Finds Brotherhood in thee no ſharper Spur 

Hath Loye in thy old Blood no living Fire? 

Edward's ſeven Sons, whereof thy ſelf art one, 

Were as ſeven Vials of his ſacred Blood; 

Or ſeven fair Branehes ſpringing from one Root: 

Some of thaſe ſeven are dry d by Nature's Courſe; 

Some of thoſe Branches by the Deftinies cut : 

But Thomas, my dear Lord, my Life, my Gloſter ; 

One Vial full of Edward's ſacred Blood, 

One flouriſhing Branch of his moſt Royal Root, 

Is crack'd, and all the precious Liquor ſpilt; 

Is hackt down, and his Summer Leaves all faded 

By Envy's Hand, and Murder's Bloody Axe. 

ak Gaunt! his Blood was thine; that Bed, that Womb, 

That Mettle, that ſelf-Mould that faſhion'd thee, 

Made him a Man; and- thou liv't and breath ſt, 

Yet art thou ſlain in him; thou doſt conſent 

In ſome large Meaſure to thy Father's Death; 

In that thou ſeeſt thy wretched Brother die, 

Who was the Model of thy Father's Life. 

Call it not Patience, Gaunt, it is Deſpair; 

In ſuffering thus thy Brother to be {laughter's, 

Thou ſhew'ſt the naked Pathway to thy Lite, 

Teaching ſtern Murther how to butcher thee. 

That which in mean Men, we entitle Patience, 

Is pale cold Cowatrdiſe in noble Breaſts, 

T5402 L 3. What 
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What ſhall I fay? to ſafeguard thine own Life, 

The beſt way is to venge my Gloſter's Death, 1 
Gaunt, Heav'n's is the Quarrel; for Heav'n's Subſtitute, 

His Deputy anointed in his Sight, 5 

Hath caus d his Death; the which if wrongfully 

Let Heay'n revenge, for I may never lift © 17 

An angry Arm againft his Miniſter. 
Dutch. Where then, alas, may I complain my ſelf? - 
Gaunt. To Heav'n, the Widow's Champion and Defence. 
Dutch. Why then 1 will: Farewel, old Gaunt; 

Thou go' to Coventry, there to behold - 


Our Couſin Hereford and fell Mowbray fight. + 
. 


O ſit my Husband's' Wrongs on Hereferd's Spear, 


That it may enter Butcher Mowbray's Breaſt: t: 
Or if Misfortune miſs the firſt Career, CM 

Be Mowbray's Sins ſo heavy in his Boſom, WE! 1& 
That they may break his foaming Courſer's Back 


And throw the Rider headlong in the Liſts, 
A Caytiff recreant to my Couſin Hereford. _ | 
Farewel, old Gaunt; thy ſometimes Brother's Wife 
With her Companion Grief, muſt end her Life. 
Gant. Siſter, farewel; I muſt to Coventr . 
As much Good ſtay with thee, as go with me. 
Dutch. Vet one word more; Grief boundeth where it fa 


Not with the empty hollownefs, but weight: 
I take my Leave, before I have begun; 1141 
For Sorrow ends not, when it ſeemeth done. us 
Commend me to my Brother, Edward York. 
Lo, this is all; nay yet depart not ſ 
Though this be al do not ſo quickly go: 0 


I ſhall remember more. Bid him oh, wh a 1 
With all Speed at Plaſhie viſit me. et Wi 
Alack, and what ſhould good old York there ſee 
But empty Lodgings, and unfurniſh'd Walls, | 
Un-peopled Offices, untrodden Stones? w 1480 
And what hear there for Welcome, but my Groans? _ 
Therefore commend me, let him not come there 
To ſeek out Sorrow that dwells every where; 
Deſolate, deſolate will 1 hence, and die; ave 50008 
The laſt Leave of thee, takes my weeping Eye. ¶ Exeunt. 
* 1 SCENE 


o 
* 


SCENE Ill. 


Enter Marſhal and Aumerle. 


Mar. My Lord Aumerle, is Harry Hereford arm'd? 
Aum. Yea, at all Points, and longs to enter in. 
Mar. The Duke of Norfolk, ſprightfully and bold, 
Stays but the Summons of the Appealant's Trumpet. 
Aum. Why then the Champions are prepar'd, and ſtay 
For nothing but his Majeſty's Approach. [ Flowuriſh. 
Enter King Richard, Gaunt, Buſhy, Bagot, Green, and 
others; then Mowbray in Armour, and an Herald. 
R. Rich. Marſhal, demand of yonder Champion 
The Cauſe of his Arrival here in Arms; 
Ask him his Name, and orderly proceed 
To {wear him in the Juſtice of his Cauſe. 0 
Mar. In God's Name and the King's, ſay who thou art? 


[To Mowb. 


And why thou com'ſt, thus knightly clad in Arms? 


Againſt what Man thou com'ft, and what's thy Quarrel; 


Speak truly on thy Knighthood, and thine Oath; 
And ſo defend thee Heaven, and thy Valcur. 


Mewb. My Name is Themas Mowbray, Duke of Norfolk, 


Who hither come, engaged by my Oath, 

Which Heav'n defend a Knight ſhould violate, 

Both to defend my Loyalty and Truth, 

To God, my King, and his ſucceeding Iſſue, 

Againſt the Duke of Hereford, that appeals me; 

And by the Grace of God, and this mine Arm, 

To prove him, in defeading of my ſelf, 

A Traitor to my God, my King, and me; 

And as I trul ht, defend me Heav'n. | 
A Tucket ſounds, Enter Bullingbroke, and an Herald. 
K. Rich. Marſhal, ask yonder.Kaight in Arms, 

Both who he is, and why he cometh hither, 

Thus placed in Habiliments of War: 

And formally according to our Law 

Depoſe him in the Juftice of his Cauſe. 

Mar. What is thy Name and wherefore com'ſt thou hither 


; 


Before King Richard, in his Roval Liſts? [To Bulling.. 


L3 Againſt 


of Ring RIc HARD II. 24> 


248 The Life and Deatb 


Againſt whom com'ſt thou? And what's thy Quarrel? | 
Speak like a true Knight, ſo defend thee Heav'n. 
Bulling. Harry of Hereford, Lancaſter and Derby, 
Am I, who ready here do ſtand in Arms, | 
To prove, by Heav*n's Grace, and my Body Valour, 
In Liſts on Thomas Mowbray Duke of Norfolk, 5 
That he's a Traitor foul and dangerous, 
To Ged of Heay'n, King Richard, and to me; 
And as I truly fight, defend me Heav'n. 
Mar. On Pain of Death, no Perſon be fo bold, 
Or daring hardy, as to touch the Liſts, 
Exeept the Marſhal, and ſuch Officers 
Appointed to direct theſe fair Deſigns. 7 . of 
Bulling. Lord Marſhal, let me kiſs my Sovereign's Hand, 
And bow my Knee before his Majeſty: 
For Mowbray and my ſelf are like two Men 
That vow a long and weary Pilgrimage, 
Then let us take a ceremonious Leave 
And loving Farewel of our ſeveral Friends. = 
Mar. The Appealant in all duty greets your Highneſs, 
[To K. Rich. 
And craves to kiſs your Hand, and take his leave. 
K. Xich, We will deſcend and fold him in our Arms. 
Couſin of Hereford, as thy Cauſe is juſt, 
o be thy Fortune in this Royal Fight; 
Farewel, my Blood, which if to Day thou ſhed, 
Lament we may, but not Revenge thee dead. | 
Bulling. Oh let no noble Eye prophane a Tear | ( 
For me, if I be gor'd with Mowbray's Spear: | 5 
As confident, as is the Faulcon's flight I 
Againſt a Bird, do I with Mowbray fight. | 
My loving Lord, I take my leave of you, 
of you, my noble Couſin, Lord Aumerle; 
Not fick, although I have to do with Death, 
But luſty, young, and chearly drawing Breath. 
Lo, as at Engliſh Feaſts, fo I regreet 
The daintieſt laſt, to make the end moſt ſweet. 
Oh rhou the Earthy Author of my Blood, 
Whoſe youthful Spirit in me regenerate, 
Doth with a two-fold Vigour lift me up 
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To reach at Victory above my Head, 

Add proof unto mine Armour with thy Pra 

And with thy Bleſlings ſteel my Lance's Point, 

That it may enter Mowbray's Waxen Coat, 

And furniſh new the Name of Jahn a Gaunt 

Even in the luſty *haviour of his Son. ; 
Gaunt. Heav'n in thy good Cauſe make thee proſperous, 

Be ſwift like Lightning in the Execution, | 

And let thy Blows, doubly redoubled, 

Fall like amazing Thunder on the Cask 

Of thy amaz'd pernicious Enemy. 19% 

Rouze up thy youthful Blood, be valiant, and live. 
Julling. Mine Innocence, and St. George to thrive. 
Mowb. However Heav'n or Fortune caſt my Loy 

There lives, or dies, true to King Richard's Throne, 

A loyal, juſt and upright Gentleman 

Never did Captain with a freer Heart 

Caſt off his Chains of Bondage, and embrace 

His Golden uncontrouFd Enfranchiſement, 

More than my dancing Soul doth celebrate 

This feaſt of Battel, with mine Adverſary. 

Moſt mighty Biege, and my Companion Peers, 

Take from my Mouth the wiſh of happy Years; 

As gentle, and as jocund, as to jeſt, 5 

Go I to fight: Truth hath a quiet Breaſt. 

K. Nich. Farewel, my Lord, fecurely I eſpy 

Virtue with Valouse, couched in thine Eye. 

Order the Trial, Marſhal, and in. Favs 

Mar. Harry of Hereford, Lancaſter and Derby, 

Receive thy Launce, and Heay'n defend thy Right. 
Bulling. Strong as a Tower, in hope, 1 cry Amen. 
Mar. Go bear this Launce to Thomas Duke of Norfolk: 

1 Her. Hari of Hereford, Lancaſter aud Derby, ; 

Stands here for God, his Soveraign, and himſelf, 

On pain to be found falſe and recreant, 

To prove the Duke of Norfolt, Thomas Mowbray, 

A Traitor to his God, his King, and him, 

And dares him to ſet forward to the fight, | 

2 Her. Here ſtandeth Thomas Mowbray, Duke of Norfolk, 

On pain to be found falſe and recreant, 5 
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Both to defend himſelf, and to approve 
Henry of Hereford, Lancaſter, and Derby, 
To God, his Sovereign, and to him diſloyal: 
Couragiouſly, and with a free-Defire, - | 
Attencing but the Signal to begin. [A Charge ſounded. 
Mar. Sound Trumpets, and ſet forward Combatants. 
Stay, the King hath-thrown his Warder down. — _ 
K. Rich. Let them lay by their Helmets, and their Spears, 
And both return back to their Chairs again: 
Withdraw with us, and let the Trumpets ſound, 
While we return theſe Dukes what we decree. - 


TE A long Flowriſh, 
Draw near, and liſt S Sn 


What with our Council we have done. 
For that our Kingdom's Earth ſhould not be ſoil'd. 


With that dear Blood which it hath foſtered, 


And for our Eyes do hate the dire aſpect 0% 
Of civil Wounds plough'd-up with Neighbours Swords, 
Which ſo rouz d up with boiſteruous untun'd Drums, 
With harſh reſounding Trumpets dreadful bray, 
And grating ſhock of wrathful Iron Arms, 
Might from our quiet Confines fright fair Peace, 
And make us wade even in our Kindreds Blood: | 
Therefore, we baniſh you our Territories. 5 
You Couiin Hereferd, upon pain of Death, 1150 
Till twice five Summers have enrich'd our Fields, 
Shall not regreet our fair Naminions, | 
But tread the ſtranger Paths of Baniſnment. } 
Bulling. Your Will be done: This muſt my Comfert be, 
That Sun that warms you here, ſhall ſhine on me. 
And thoſe his golden Beams to you here lent, 


Shall point on me, and gild my Baniſhment, 


K. Rich. Norfolk, for thee remains a heavier Doom, 
Which 1 with ſome unwillingneſs pronounce, 75 
The fly flow Hours ſhall not determinate 

The dateleſs limit of thy dear Exile: 

The hopeleſs Word, of never. to return 

Breathe I againſt thee, upon pain of Life, 


- + Mowb. A heavy Sentence, my-moſt Soyeraign Liege, 


Aud all unlook d for from your Highneſs Mouth: 
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A dearer Merit, not ſo deep a Main, 
As to be caſt forth in the common Arr, 
Haye I deſerved at your Highneſs Hands. 
The Language I have learn d theſe forty Years, 
My native Engli/þ, now 1 muſt forgo, 
And now my Tongue's uſe is to me no more, 
Than an unſtringed Viol, or a Harp, 
Or like a cunning Inſtrument cas'd up, 
Or being open, put into his Hands ; 
That knows no touch to tune the Harmony. 
Within my Mouth you have engoal'd my Tongue, 
Doubly portcullis'd with my Teeth and Lips; 
And dull, unfeeling, barren Ignorance, 
Is made my Goaler to attend on me. 
I am too old to fawn upon a Nurſe, 
Too far in Years to be a Pupil now: 
What is thy Sentence then, but ſpeechleſs Death, 
Which robs my Tongue from breathing native Breath? 
K. Rich. It boots thee not to be compaſſionate; 
After our Sentence, plaining comes too late. ; 
Mowö. Then thus I turn me from my Country's Light, 
To dwell in ſolemn Shades of endleſs Night. 
K. Rich. Return again, and take a Oath with ye. 
Lay on our Royal Sword your baniſh'd Hands; 
Swear by the Duty that you owe to Heav'n, 
(Our part therein we banifh with your ſelves,) 
To keep the Oath that we adminiſter: 
You never ſhall, ſo help you Truth, and Heay'n, 
Embrace each others Love in Baniſhmeat, 
Nor ever look upon each others Face, 
Nor ever write, regreet, or reconcile 
This low'ring Tempeſt of your home-bred Hate, 
Nor ever by adviſed purpoſe meet, 
To plot, contrive, or complot any IIl, 
_Gainft us, our State, our Subjects, or our Land. 
Bulling, I ſwear. | 
Mowb. And I. to keep all this. 
Bulling. Norfolk, ſo far, as to mine Enemy, 
By this time, . had the King permitced us, 
One of our Souls had wandred in the Air, 
Baniſh'd 
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Baniſh'd this frail Sepulchre of our Fleſh, 
As now our Fleſh is baniſh'd from this Land. 
Confeſs thy Treaſons, ere thou fly this Realm, 
Since thou' haſt fat to go, bear not along 
The clogging Burthen of a guilty Soul. * 

Mowb, No, Bullimgbroke; if ever I were Traitor, 
My Name be blotted from the Book of Life, 
And I from Heay'n baniſh'd as from hence; | 
But what thou art, Heav'n, thou, and I do know; 


And all too ſoon, 1 fear, the King ſhall rue. 
Farewel, my Liege; now no way can I ſtray, 


Save back to'England; all the World's my way. [ Exit. 


K. Rich. Uncle, even in the Glaſſes of thine Eyes 

I fee thy grieved Heart; thy fad Aſpect. 

Hath from the Number of his baniſh'd Years 
Pluck d four away; ſix frezen Winters ſpent, 
Return with welcome home from Baniſhment. 

Bulling. How long a time lies in one little Word: 
Four lagging Winters, and four wanton Springs 

End in a Word, ſuch is the Breath of Kings. 

_ Gant, I think my Liege, that in regard of me 
He ſhortens four Years of my Son's Exile: | 
But little Vantage ſhall I reap thereby ; 

For ere the fix Years that he hath to ſpend, 

Can change the Moons, and bring their times about, 
My Oyl-dry'd Lamp, and time-bewaſted Light, 
Shall be extin& with Age, and endleſs Night: 

My inch of Taper will be burnt, and done, 

And blindfold Death not let me ſee my Son. 


K. Rich, Why Uncle? Thou haſt many Years to live. 


Gaunt, But not a Minute, King, that thou canſt give; 
Shorten my Days thou canſt with ſudden Sorrow, | 
And pluck Nights from me, but not lend a Morrow: 
Thou canſt help Time to furrow me with Ape, 

But ſtop no Wrinkle in his Pilgrimage: | 
Thy Word is currant with him, for my Death; 

But dead, thy Kingdom cannot buy my Breath. 
EK. Rich. Son is baniſh'd upon good advice, 

Whereto thy Tongue a party - verdict gave; 

Why er our Juſtice {eem/ſt thou then to ir: 
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Saum. Things fweet to taſte, prove in digeſtion ſowr: 
You urg'd me as a judge, but T had rather 
You would have bid me argue like a Father. 
Alas, I look'd when ſome of you ſhould fay, 
was too ſtrict to make mine own away: 
But you gave leave to my unwilling Tongue, 
Againſt my Will, to do my ſelf this Wrong. 
K. Rich. Couſin; farewel; and, Uncle, bid him fo: 
Six Years we baniſh him, and he ſhall go. Exit; 
ph |  Flonriſh. 
Aum. Couſin," farewel ; what Preſence muſt not know, 


From where you do remain, let Paper ſhow. 


May. My Lord, no leaye take I, for I will ride 
As far as Land will let me, by your fide. 
Gaunt. Ob to what purpoſe doſt thou hoard thy Words; 
That thou return'ſt no greeting to thy Friends? FE. 
Bulling. I have too few to take my leave of you, 


When the Tongue Office ſhould be prodigal, 


To breathe th* abundant dolour of the Heart. 
SGaunt. Thy Grief is but thy Abſence for a time; 
| Bulling, Joy abſent, Grief is preſent for that time. 

Gaunt. What is fix Winters? they are quickly gone. 

Bulling. To Men in Joy; but Grief makes one Hour ten: 

Gaunt. Call it a Travel that thou tak ſt for pleaſure, 

Bulling. My Heart will figh, when 1 miſcall it fo, 
Which finds it an inforced Pilgrimage. 

Gaunt. The ſullen Paſſage of thy weary Steps 
Eſteem a Soil, wherein thou art to ſet 5 
The precious jewel of thy home return. 

Bulling. Oh who can hold a Fire in his Hand 
By thinking on the Froſty Caucaſus? 

Or cloy the bungry edge of Appetite, 

By bare imagination of a Feaſt? | 

Or wallow:naked in December Snow © 

By thinking on tantaſtick Summer's Heat? 

Oh no, the apprehenſion of the good 

Gives but the greater feeling to the worſe; 
Fell Sorrow's Tooth doth never rankle more 
Than when it bites, bur Janceth not the Sore, 
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| Gaunt, Come, come, my Son, Il bring eon thy way 
* I thy Youth; and Cauſe, I would not ſtay. 

Then England's Ground farewel ;- ede Soil die 

My Mother and my-Nurſe, which bears me yet: A, 

Where-e'er I wander, boaſt of this I can. 4 

Though baniſn d, yet a true born Engliſhman. lena 


SCENE. IV.. 


"Enter King Richard, Aumerle, Green, and Bagot: ? 


k. Rich. We did obſerve. Couſin Aumerle 
How far brought you high Hereford on his way? ß 
Aum I brought high Hereford, if you call him ſo, | 
But to the next High- way, and there I left bim. - 1 
K. Rich. And ſay, what ſtore of parting Tears were ſhed? 
Aum. Faith none by me; except the North-Eaſt Wind, 

Which then blew bitterly againſt our Face, ; 
Awak'd the ſleepy Rheume, and ſo by chance 8" _ 
Did grace our hollow parting with a Tear. 


R. Rich. What ſaid our Couſin when mail? | 


Aum. Farewel; and for -my Heart diſdained that wy 
Tongue 8 

Should ſo prophane the word, that taught me craft 

To counterſeit Oppreſſion of ſuch Grief, | | 

That word ſeem buried in my Sorrow's Grave. 

Marry, would the word Fare wel had lengthen d m_ 

And added Years: to his ſhort Baniſhment, | 

He ſhould have had a Volume of Farewels; 

But fince it would not, he had none of me. 

K. Rich. He is our Couſin, Couſin; but tis doubt, 

When time ſhall call him home from Baniſhmeat, 
Whether our Kinſman come to ſee his Friends. 
Our ſelf, and Buſhy, Bagot here and Green | 
Obſerv'd bis Courtſhip to the common People: > 
How he did ſeem dive into their Hearts, 1 9 
With humble, and familiar Courteſie, 

What Reverence he did throw away on Slaves; 
Wooing poor Crafts. men with the craft of Souls, 
And patient under: bearing of his Fortunq̃ 

As t were to baniſh their Affects with him. 
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Off goes his Bonnet to an Oyſter-wench, 
A brace of Dray-men bid God ſpeed him well, 
And had the Tribute of his ſupple Knee, 
With Thanks, my Countrymen, my loving Friends; 
As were our England in Reverſion his, 
And he our Subjects next Degree in hope. © 

Green, Well, he is gone, and with him go theſe Thoughts, 
Now for the Rebels, which ſtand out in Ireland. 
Expedient manage muſt be made, my Liege, 
Ere further leiſure yield the further means 
For their Advantage, and your Highneſs loſs. 

K. Rich. We will our ſelf in Perſon to this War; 
And for our Coffers, with too great a Court, 
And liberal Largeſs, are grown ſomewhat light, 
We are inforc'd to farm our Royal Realm, 
The Revenue whereof ſhall furniſh us 
For our Affairs in hand; if they come ſhoxt, 
Our Subſtitutes at home ſhall have blank Charters : 
Whereto, when they ſhall know what Men are rich. 
They ſhall ſubſcribe them for large Sums of Gold, 
And ſend them after to ſupply our Wants: 
For we will make for ireland preſently. 

3 92 Enter Buſhy. 

K. Rich. What News? 

Buſhy. Old Fohn of Gaunt in veg; ek; my Lord, 
Suddenly taken, and hath ſent poſt haſte _ 
To intreat your Majeſty to viſit him. 

K. Rich. Where lyes he? | 

Buſhy. At Ely-houſe. 

K. Rich, Now put it, Heav'n, in his Phyſician's Mind; 
To help him to his Grave immediately : 
The lining of his Coffers ſhall make Coats 
To deck our Soldiers for theſe Iriſh Wars. 
Come, Gentlemen, let's all go vitt him: | 
Pray Heav'n we may make haſte, and come too late: 

be 1 |  [Exenmt. 
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Bunter Gaunt ſick, with the Duke of Tork. 
aun. WES, the King come, that I 3 


Io wholeſom Counſel . %is unſtaid Youth? © 
York. Vex not your ſelf, nor ſtrive not with yourBroath, 
For all in vain comes Counſel to his Ear. 
Gaunt. Oh but, they ſay, the Touguns' of dying Men 
Inforce Attention like deep Harmony: 
Where Words are ſcarce, they are ſe Jom ſpent i in vain, 
For they breath Truth, that breath their Words in pain. 
He that no more muſt ay, i is liſten d more, | 
Than they whom Youth and Eaſe have taught to gloſe; 
More are Mens Ends markt than their Lives be fore, 
The ſetting Sun, and Muſick in the cloſe; '% 
As the laff taſte of Sweets, is ſweeteſt laſt, | 
Writ in remembrance, more than things long paſt ;. 
Though Richard my Life's Counſel would not hear, 
My Death's ſad Tale may yet undeaf his Ear. 3 
York. No, it is ſtopt with other flatt'ring Sounds, - 
As praiſes of his State; then there are found 
civious Meeters, to whoſe venom found. 5 
The open Ears of Youth doth always liſten. 
Report of Faſhions in proud 7raly, | Wh 
Whoſe Manners ſtill our tardy apiſh Nation © 
Limps after in baſe Imitation. Gl 
Where doth the World thruſt forth a Vanity, ils 
So it be new, there's no reſpect how vile, 3 
That is not quickly bur d into their Ears? 
That all too late comes Counſel to be heard, 
Where Will doth mutiny with Wits r 
Direct not him, whoſe way himſelf will <buſe; 
Tis Breath thou lack'ſt, and that Breath wilt the loſe: 
Gaunt. Methinks I am a Prophet new inſpir'd, 
And thus expiring, do foretel of him, 
His raſh fierce Blaze of Riot cannot laſt; 
For violent Fires ſoon burn out themlelyes, | 
Small 
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Small She wers laſt long, but ſudden Storms are ſhort; 
He tires betimes, that urs too faft betimes ; 
With eager feeding, food doth choke the Feeder 
Light Vanity, inſatiate Cormorant, / 
Conſuming means, ſoon preys upon it ſelf. 
This Royal Throne of Kings, this ſcepter'd Ile, 
This Earth of Majeſty; this Seat of Mars, 
This other Eden, demy Paradiſe, 
This Fortreſs built by Nature for her ſelf, 
Againſt Infection, and the Hand of War; 
This happy Breed of Men, this little World, 
This precious Stone ſet in the Silver Sea, 
Which ſerves it in the Office of a Wall, 
Or as a Moat defenſive to a Houſe, 
Againſt the Envy of leſs happier Lands, 
This bleſſed Plot, this Earth, this Realm, this England, 
This Nurſe, this teeming Womb of Royal Kings, 
Fear'd for their Breed, and famous for their Birth, 
Renowned for their Deeds, as far from home, 
For Chriſtian Service, and true Chivalry, 
As is the-Sepulchre in ſtubborn Jury 
Of the World's Ranſom, bleſſed Marys Son; 
This Land of ſuch dear Souls, this dear dear Land, 
Dear for her Reputation through the World, 
Is now Leas'd out, I dye pronouncing it, 
Like to a Tenement or pelting Farm; 
Exgland bound in with the triumphant Sea, 
Whoſe rocky Shore beats back the envious Siege 
Of watry Neptune, is now bound in with Shame, 
With Inky Blots, and rotten Parchment Bonds. 
That England that wat wont to conquer others, 
Hath made a ſhameful Conqueſt of it ſelf. 
Ah! would the Scandal vaniſh with my Life, 
How happy then were my enſuing Death! 
Enter King Richard, Queen, Aumerle, Buſhy, Green, Bagot; 
| Roſs, and Willoughby. 

Tork. The King is come, deal mildly with his Youth; 

For young hot Colts, being rag d, do rage the more. 
ueen. How fares our noble Uncle, Lancaſter ? 

X. Rich. WhatComfort, Man? How ist with aged Gawnt ? 

* a Gauut. 
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Gaunt. Oh how that Name befits my Compoſi 
Old Gaunt indt e] and gaunt in being old - 
Within me Grief hath kept a tedious Faſt . 
And who abſtains from Meat, that is not gaunt za 
For ſleeping England long time have I watcht, 
Watching breeds Leaneſs, Leaneſs is all gaunt:;: 
The Pleaſure that ſome Fathers feed upon. 
Is my ſtrict Faſt, I mean my Childrens Looks, 
And therein faſting haſt thou made me gaunt; 
Gaunt am I for the Grave, gaunt as a Grave. 
Wheſe hollow Womb inherits nought but Bones. 
K. Rich. Can ſick Men play ſo nicely with their Names? 
Gaunt. No, Miſery makes Sport to mocł it ſelf? 
Since thou doſt ſeek to kill my Name in me, 
I mock my Name, great King, to flatter ther. 
K. Rich. Should dying Men flatter thoſe that live? 
Gaunt. No, no, Men living flatter thoſe that die. 
K Rich. Thou now a dying, ſay'ſt thou flatter'ſt'me. 
Gaunt. Oh no, thou dy'ſt, though 1 the ſicker be. 
R. Rich. 1 am in health, I breathe, I ſee thee ill. 
Gaunt. Now he that made me, knows I ſee thee ill: 
Ill in my ſelf to ſee, and in thee ſeeing ill. 
Thy Death · bed is no leſſer than the Land. 
Wherein thou lieſt in Reputation ſi ck 
And thou, too careleſs Patient as thou art, 
Committ'ſt thy anointed Body to the cure 
Of thoſe Phyſicians that firſt wounded thee: 
A thouſand Flatterers fit within thy Crown, | 
Whoſe compaſs is no bigger than thy Hand. 
And yet ingaged in ſo ſmall a Verge, - >] 
The waſte is no whit leſſer than thy Land. 
Oh had thy Grandfire with a Prophet's Eye. 
Seen how his Son's Son ſhould deftroy his Sons, 
From forth thy reach he would have laid thy Shame, 
Depoſing thee before thou wert poſleſt, "4 
Which art poſſeſt now to depoſe thy ſelf. 
Why, Couſin, wert thou Regent of the World, 
It were a ſhame to let this Land by Leaſe: | 
But for thy World enjoying but this Land, 
ls it not more than Shame, to ſhame it ſo : 
| Landlord 
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Landlord of England art thou, and not King: 
Thy ſtate of Law, is bondſlave to the La ., 
And | 1 £ zhnd i og 20 
K. Rich. And thou, a Lunatick lean-witted Fool 
Preſuming on an Agues privilege. 
Dar'ſt with thy frozen Admonition © gn 
Make pale our Cheek, chafing the Royal Blco 
With Fury, from his Native Reſidence :- 
Now by my Scat's right Royal Majeſty 
Wert thou not Brother to great Edward's Son, 
This Tongue that runs ſo roundly in thy Head, 
Should run thy Head from thy unreverent Shoulders. 
Gaunt. Oh ſpare me not, my Brother Edward's Son, 
For that I was his Father Edward's Son: 
That Blood already, like the Pelican, 
Thou haſt tapt out, and drunkenly carows d. 
My Brother Gloſter, plain well meaning Soul, 
Whom fair befal in Heav'n mongſt happy Souls, 
May be a Preſident and Witneſs good, 
That thou reſpe&'ſt not ſpilling Edward's Blood; 
Join with the prefent Sickneſs; that I have, 
And thy Unkindneſs be like. crooked Age, 
To crop at once a too long wither'd Flower. 
Live in thy Shame, but dye not ſhame with thee, 
Theſe words hereafter thy Tormentors be. 

Convey me to my Bed, then to my Grave: . 
Love they to live, that Love and Honour have. [Exis. 
K. Rich. And let them die, that Age and Sullens have; 
For both haſt thou, and both become the Grave. 8 
Tork. I do beſeech your Majeſty impure his Words 

To wayward ſicklineſs, and Age in him: 
He loves you on my Life, and holds you dear 
As Harry Duke of Hereford, were he here. | 
K. Rich. Right, you ſay true; as Hereford's Love, ſo his; 
As theirs, ſo mine; and all be as it is. | 
| Enter Northumberland. 
North. My Liege, old Gauzt commends him to your Ma- 
K. Rich. What ſay's he? Deſty. 
North. Nay nothing, all is ſaid: | 
His Tongue is now a {tringleſs Inftrument, ; 
f Words, 
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Words, Life, and all, old Lancaſter hath ſpent. 

a Be = A next, _=_ muſt wal Woe, © * 
Though Deat it ends a mor oe. 
EK. Rich. The ripeſt Froit firſt falls, and ſo doth 
His time is ſpent, our Pilgrimage muſt be: 

So much for that. Now for our Iriſh Wars, | 

We muſt ſupplant thoſe rough rug-headed Kerns, 

Which live li — where no Venom elſe 
But only they, have Privilege to live. 

_ for "the © Aﬀaire 30 do ask ſome charge, 

Towards our ce, we do ſeize to us 

The Plate, Coin, Revenues, and Moveables, 

Whereof our Uncle Gaus did ſtand poſſeſt. 

York. How long ſhall I be patient? Oh how long 
Shall tender Duty make me ſuffer Wrong? 

Not Gio ſters Death, not Hereford's Baniſnment, 
Nor Gaunt s Rebukes, nor Englands private 2 85 
Nor the Prevention of poor Bullingbroke, 

About his Marriage, nor my own Diſgrace, 
Have ever made me ſower my patient Cheek, 

Or bend one Wrinkle on my Soveraign's Face. 

I am the laſt of noble Edward's Sons, F, 
Of whom thy Father, Prince of Wales, was firſt: - 
In Wars was never Lion rag d more fierce; 75 
In Peace, was never gentle Lamb more mild. 
Than was that young and princely Gentleman; 
His Face thou haſt, for even ſo look ' d he, # 
Accompliſh'd with the Number of thy Hours: 
But when he frown'd, it was againſt the French, 
And not againſt his Friends: His noble Hand 
Did win what he did ſpend; and ſpent not thae 
Which his triumphant Father's Hand had won. 
His Hands were guilty of no Kindreds Blood, 
But bloody with-the Enemies of his Kin; 3 
Oh Richard, York is too far gone with Grief, 

Or elſe he never would compare between. 

K. Rich, Why Uncle, what's the matter: 

Tork. Ob, my Liege, pardon me if you pleaſe; if not, 
I, pleas d not to be pardon'd, am content with all; 
47 you to ſcize, and gripe into your Hands 2 
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The Royalties and Rights of baniſh'd Her 
Is not Gaunt dead, and doth not Hereford live? 
Was not Gaunt juſt, and is not Harry true? 
Did not the one deſerve to have an Heir? 
Is not his Heir a well-deſerving Son? _ 
Take Hereford's Rights away, and take from Time 
His Charters, and his cuſtomary Rights, 
Let not to Morrow then enſue to Day, 
Be not thy ſelf. For how art thou a King 
But by fair Sequence and Succeſſion ? 
Now afore God, God forbid I ſay true, 7 
If you do wrongfully ſeize Hereferd's Right, 
Call in his Letters Patents that he hath, 
By his Attorneys-General, to ſue 
His Livery, and deny his offer d Homage, 
You pluck a thouſand Dangers on your Head, 
You loſe a thouſand well diſpoſed Hearts, | 
And prick my tender Patience to thoſe Thoughts 
Which Honour and Allegiance cannot think. | 
K. Rich. Think what you will; we ſeize into our Hands, 
His Plate, his Goods, his Mony, and his Lands. 
York. Vil not be by the while; My Liege, farewel: 
What will enſue hereof, there's none can tell. 
But by bad Courſes may be underſtood, 


That their Events can never fall out good. (Ex, 
K. Rich. Go Buſhie to the Earl of Wileſhire ſireight, 
Bid him repair to us to Bly-houſe, 


To ſee this Buſineſs done: To morrow next 
We will for Ireland, and *tis time I trow; 
And we create, in abſence of our ſelf, 
Our Uncle York Lord Governor of England: 
For he is juſt, and always lov'd us well. 
Come on our Queen, to morrow muſt we part; | 
Be merry, for our time of ſtay is ſhort. [ Flouriſh, 
| Exeum King, Queen, &c. 
Manent Northumberland, Willoughby, and Roſs. 
North. Well, Lords, the Duke of Lancaſter is deac's 
Foſs. And living too, for now his Son is Duke. 
Millo. Barely in Title, not in Revenue. 
North. Richly in both, if Juſtice had her Right. 
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Roſs. My Heart is great; but it muſt break with flenoe, 
Ere't be diaburthen'd with a liberal Tongue. IF 

North. Nay ſpeak thy Mind; and let him ne er ſpeak more 
That ſpeaks 1 Words again to do thee harm. 

Willo. Tends that thou'dſt ſpeak to the Duke of Hereford ? 

If it be ſo, out with it boldly, Man: 
Quick is mine Ear to hear of good towards him. 

Roſs. No good at all that can do for him, — 
Unleſs you call it good to pity him, Ft 3055 
Bereft and gelded of his Patrimon y). 

North. Now afore Heav'n, it's Shame ſuch Wrongs are born; 
In him a Royal Prince, and many more, 
Of noble Blood in this declining Land; 
The King is not himſelf, but baſely led 
By Flatterers; and what they will inforůmm 
Meerly in Hate gainſt any of us all, _ 
That will the King ſeverely proſecute | 15 
Gainſt us, our Lives, our Children, and our Letts... | 

Roſs. The Commons bath he pill'd with grievous Taxes, 
And quite loſt their Hearts; the Nobles hath he fin'd- 
For ancient Quarrels, and quite loſt their Hearts, 
Wills. And daily new Exactions are devis'd ; 
As Blanks, Benevolences, and I wot not what: * 
But what o God's Name doth become of this? 
North. Wars have not waſted it, for war'd he hath not, 


> 


But baſely yielded upon Compromiſe, 


k 2" it. 
That which his Anceſtors atchiey'd with Blows: , 
Mcre hath he ſpent in Peace, than they in Wars. n 
Roſs. The Earl of Mileſbire hath the Realm in Farm. 
Willo. The King's grown Bankrupt, like a broken Man. 
North. Reproach and Diſſolution Gs over him. 
Roſs. He bath not Mony for theſe Iriſh Wars, 
His Burthenous Taxations notwithſtanding, 3 
But by the robbing of the baniſh'd Duke. wy |. 
North. His noble Kinſman -—- moſt degenerate King! 
But Lords, we hear this fearful Tempeſt fing, 


- Yew ſeek no Shelter to avoid the Storm: . 


We ſee the Wind fit fore upon our Sails, 


And yet we ſtrike not, bur ſecurely 185 19 
| Roſs, 
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Roſs. We ſee the very Wreck that we muſt — 1 
And unavoided is the Danger no w-. 
For ſuffering ſo the Cauſes of our wreck. 
North Not ſo: Even through the hollow Eyes of Death 
I ſpie Life peering; but 1 dare. not ſay 
How near the Tidings of our Comfort is. 
MWillo. Nay, let us ſhare thy Thoughts, as thou Joſt ours. 
Roſs. Be confident to ſpeak, Northumberland, a 
We three are but thy ſelb, and ſpeaking ſo, a 
Thy Words are but as Thoughts, therefore be bold. 
North. Then thus: I have from Port le Nan, 
A Bay in Britain, receiv'd Intelligence, 
That Harry Duke of Hereford, Rainald Lord Cobham, 
That late broke from the Duke of Exeter, 
His Brother, Archbiſhop late of Canterbury, 
Sir Thomas Erpingham, Sir ohn Ramon, 5 
Sir John Norberie Sir Robert Waterton, and Francis Dwoim, 
All theſe well furniſh'd by the Duke of Britan, 
With eight tall Ships, three thouſand Men of War, 
Are making hither with all due Expedience, 
And ſhortly mean to touch our Northern Shore; 
Perhaps they had ere this, but that they ſtay 
The firſt departing of the King for Ireland. 
If then we ſhall ſhake off our flaviſh Yoak, 
Imp out our drooping Country's broken Wing, 
Redeem from broken Pawn the blemifh'd Crown, 
Wipe off the Duſt that hides our Scepter's Gilt, 
And make high Majeſty look like it ſelf, 
Away with me in haſte to Ravenſpurg ; 
But if you faint, as fearing to do ſo, 
Stay, and be ſecret, and my ſelf will go, 
Roſs. To Horſe, to Horſe; urge Doubts tothem that fear, 
Will. Hold out my Horſe, and1 will firſt be there. [Exennt, 


SCENE II. 


nter Queen, Buſhy, and Bagot. 
Buſhy. Madam, your Majeſty is too much fad: 
You promis'd, when you parted with the King, 
To lay aſide ſelf-barming Heavinels, 
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Py © 


And entertain a chearful Diſpoſition.  _ 
Queen. To pleaſe the King, I did; to pleaſe my ſelf 
IT cannot do it; yet I know no Cauſe f 


hy I ſhould welcome ſuch a Gueſt as Grief, | | 


Save bidding farewel to ſo: ſweet a Gueſt 1 
As my ſweet Richard; yet again methinkss 


Some unborn Sorrow, ripe in Fortunes Womb, 


Is coming toward me, and my inward Soul 
With nothing trembles; at ſomething it grieves, 
More than with parting from my Lord the King. 


Buſhy. Each Subſtance of a Grief hath twenty Shadows 


Which ſhews like Grief it ſelf, but is not ſo: _ 
For Sorrow's Eye, glazed with blinding Tears, 
Divides one thing entire, to many Objects, 
Like Perſpectives, which rightly gaz d upon 
:Shew nothing but Confuſion; ey d awry, nn 


Diſtinguiſn Form: So your ſweet Majeſty, 


Looking awry upon your Lord's Departure, | | 
Find Shapes of Grief, more than himſelf to wail, 
Which leok'd on as it is, is nought but Shadows 

Of what it is not; then thrice gracious Queen, 


More than your Lord's Departure weep not, more's not ſeen: | 
Or if it be, tis with falſe Sorrow's Eye, Ft 
Which for things true, weeps things imaginary, |, 


* 
: 


een; It may be ſo; but yer my inward Soul 
Perſuades me it is otherwiſe: How-e'er it be, 
I cannot but be ſad; ſo heavy ſad, 1 
As though on thinking on no Thought I think, ; 
Makes me with heavy nothing faint and ſhrink. + 
Buſhy. Tis nothing but Conceit, my gracious Lady. 
een. Tis nothing leſs; Conceit is ſtill deriv'd « 


From ſome fore- father Grief, mine is not ſo, . 
For nothing hath begot my ſomething Grief; 


Or ſomething, hath the nothing that I grieve, KF: 
*Tis in Reverſion that I do poſſeſs; [ | 
But v hat it is, that is not yet known, what 9 
I cannot Name, tis nameleſs Wo I wot. 

2 Enter Green, 


Green Heav'n fave your Majeſty,and well met Gent! Wn | 
| I hope the King is not yet ſhipt for Ireland. " 
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ueen. Why hop'ſt thou ſo? Tis better hope he is: 

For his Deſigns crave haſte, good Hope, 
Then wherefore doſt thou hope he is not ſhipt? | 

Green, That he, our Hope, might have retir'd his Power, 
And driven into deſpair an Enemies Hope, © | 
Who ſtrongly hath ſet footing in this Land. 
The baniſh'd Bullingbroke repeals himſelf; 
And with up-lifted Arms is fafe arriv'd 
At Ravenſpurg. 

Queen. Now God in Heay'n forbid. | 

Green. O, Madam, tis too true; and what is worſe, 
The Lord Northumberland, his young Son Henry Percy, 
The Lords of Roſs, Beaumond, and Willoughty, | 
With all their pow/erful Friends, are fled to bim. 

Buſhy. Why have you not proclaimd Northumberland, 
And the reſt of that revolted Faction, Traitors ? 

Green. We have: Whereupen the Earl of Worceſter 
Hath broke his Staff, refign'd his Stewardſhip, | 


And all the Houſhold Servants fled with him to Bullinghroke, 


een. So Green, thou art the Midwife of my Woe, 
And Bullingbroke my Sorrow's diſmal Heir: 
Now hath my Soul brought forth her Prodigy, 
And I a gaſping new delivered Mother, 
Have Wo to Wo, Sorrow to Sorrow join'd. 
Buſhy. Deſpair not, Madam. 
een. Who ſhall hinder me? 
I will deſpair, and be at enmity 
With cozening Hope; he is a Flatterer, 
A Paraſite, a-keeper back of Death, 
Wao gently would diſſolve the Bands of Life, 
Which falſe Hopes linger in Extremity. 
Enter York, 
Green, Here comes the Duke of York, 
een. With Signs of War about his aged Neck, 
Oh fall of careful Buſineſs are his Looks: | 
Uncle, for Heav'n's fake ſpeak comfortable Words. 
York, Comfort's in Heay'n, and we are on the Earth, 
Where nothing lives but Croſſes, * abs and Grief, 
Your Husband he is gone to fave far off, 
Whilſt others «ome to make him loſe at home, 
4 M 4 1 
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Here am I left to underprop his Land; 2 
Who, weak-with Age, cannot ſupport my ſelf — _ 
* comes his fick Hour that his Surfeit made, 
ow ſhall he try his Friends that flattered him. 
Enter a Servant. | 5 
Serv. My Lord, your Son was gone before I came. 
York. He was; why fo, go all which way it will: 
The Nobles they are fled, the Commons they are cold, 
And will, I fear, revolt on Hereford's ſide. alia 
Sirrah, get thee to Plaſhie, to my Siſter Glo ger; 
Bid her ſend me preſently a thouſand Pound: 
.Hold, take my Ring. {hp ahh | 
Ser. My Lord, I had forgot $4 pats he | 
To tell your Lordſhip, to Day I came by, and call'd there, 
But I ſhall grieve you to report the reft. 14 
Fork. What is't, Knave? 578 
Serv. An Hour before I came, the Dutcheſs dy d. 
Werk. Heav'n for his Mercy, what a Tide of Woes ©. 
Come ruſhing on this woful Land at once? 4 
1 know not what to do: 1 would to Heav'n, 
So my Untruth had not provok'd him to it, 
The King had cut off my Head with my Brother's. 
What, are there Poſts diſpatch'd for Ireland? 
How ſhall we do for Mony for theſe Wars? 
Come Siſter, (Couſin, I would ſay,) pray pardon me. 
Co Fellow, get thee home, provide ſome Carts, [Torhe Servant, 
And bring away the Armour that is there. 
Gentlemen, will you muſter Men? 
If I know how, or which way to order theſe Affairs 
Thus diſorderly thruſt into my Hands, | 
Never believe me. Both are my Kinſmen; 
Th' one is my Soveraign, whom both my Oath 
And Duty bids defend; th' other again 
Is my Kinſman, whom the King hath wrong'd, 
Whom. Conſcience and my Kindred bids to right: 
Well, ſomewhat we muſt do: Come, Coulin, 
PI! diſpoſe of you, Gentlemen, go muſter up your Men, 
And meet me preſently at Barkley Caſtle: _ 
I ſhould, to Naſbie too, but time will not permit; 
All is uneven, and every thing is left at fix and ſcren, 
& | ¶Exennt York and Queen. 
Buſhy, 
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Buſhy. The Wind fits fair for News to go to Ireland, | 
But none returns; for us to leyy Power 
Proportionable to th Enemy, is all impoſſible. 

Green. Beſides, our Nearneſs to the King in love, 

Is near the Hate of thoſe love not the King. | 
Bagot. And that's the wavering Commons, for tale Lowe 

Lies in their Purſes, and whoſo empties them, 

By ſo much fills their Hearts with deadly hate, 
Buſhy. Wherein the King ſtands generally condemn d. 
Bagot. If Judgment lye in them, then ſo do we, 

Becauſe we have been eyer near the King. | 
Green. Well; Iwill for Refuge ſtreight to Briſtol Calle, 

Tp Earl of Wi leſhire i is already there. 

Buſhy. Thither will 1 — you; for little Office 

Will the hateful Commons per form for us, 

Except like Curs, to tear us all in Pieces: 

Will you go along with us? 

Bagot. No, I will to Ireland to his Majeſty. 
Farewel: If Hearts Preſages be not vain, 

We three here part, that ne'er ſhall meet again. 
Buſhy. That's as York thrives to beat back Bullingbroke, 
Geeen. Alas poor Duke, the Task he undertakes 

Is numbring Sands, and drinking Oceans dry, 

Where one on his {ide fights, thouſands will flye, 


.- Buſhy. Farewel at once, for once, for all, and ever. 
Green, Well, we may meet again. | 
Bagot. I fear me never. 515 [ Exernt. 
SCENE H. 
Enter Bullingbroke, and Northumberland. 


Bulling. How far is it, my Lord, to 1 y now? 
Nas Believe me, noble Lord, 
am Stranger here in 'Glo' Ret ſhire. 2 
Theſe high wild Hills, and rough uneven AR | 
Draw out our Miles, and make them weariſome: 
And yet our fair Diſcourſe hath been as Sugar, 
Making the hard Way ſweet and delectable. 
But I bethink me what a weary Way 
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From Ravenſpurg to Cottſhold will be found, 


In Roſs and Willoughby, wanting your Company, 
Which I proteſt hath very much beguil'd 
The Tediouſneſs and Proceſs of my Travel: 
But theirs is ſweetned with the Hope to have 
The preſent Benefit that 1 poſſeſs: 
And hope to joy, is little leſs in Joy, 
Than Hope enjoy'd: By this, the weary Lords | 
Shall make their way ſeem ſhort, as mine hath done, 
By fight of what I have, your noble Company. 
Bulling. Of much leſs Value is my Company, 
Than your good Words: But who comes here? 
Enter Percy. 
North. It is my Son, young Harry Percy, | 
Sent from my-Brotber. Worceſter: Whenceſoeyer, 


Harry, how tares your Uncle? 


Percy. J had thought, my Lord, to have learn'd his 
Health of 1! 
North. Why, is he not with the Queen? 17 25 
Percy. No, my good Lord, he hath forſook the Court, 
Broken his Staff of Office, and diſperſt 
The Houſhold of the King. 
North. What was his Reaſon? t 
He was not ſo refolv'd, when we laſt ſpake together. 
Perey. Becauſe your Lordſhip was proclaimed Traitor. 
But he, my Lord, is gone to Ravenſpurg, 


To offer Service to the Duke of Hereford, 


And ſent me over by Barkley, to diſcover 
What Power the Duke of York-had-levy'd there, 
Then with Direction to repair to Ravenſpurg. 
North. Have you forgot the Duke of Hereford, Boy ? 
Percy. No, my good Lord; for that is not forgot 
Which ne'er I did remember; to my Knowledge, 
I never in my Life did look on him. 
North. Then learn to hoo him now ; this is the Duke: 
Percy. My gracious Lord, I tender you my Servic: © 
Such — it 4 — tender, raw, and —— oe * 
Which elder Days ſhall ripen, and confirm 


To more approved Service and Deſert, 
Bulling. 1 thank thee, gentle Percy, and be ſure 
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I count my ſelf in nothing elſe fo happy, 
As in a Soul remembring my good Friends: 
And as my Fortune ripens with thy Love, 
It ſhall be ſtill thy true Love's Recompence,, 
My Heart this Covenant makes, my Hand thus ſeals it. 
North. How far is it to Barkley? and what ſtir 
Keeps good old York there with bis Men of War? 
Percy. There ftands the Caſtle by yond Tuft of Trees 
Mann'd with three hundred Men, as I have heard, 
And in it are the Lords of York, Barkley and Seymour; 
None elſe of Name, and noble Eſtimate. | 
a Enter Roſs and Willoughby. 
North. Here come the Lords of Roſs and Willoughby, 
Bloody with fpurring, flery red with haſte. 
Bulling, Welcome, my Lords; I wot your Love purſues 
A baniſhc Traitor; all my Treaſury | 
Is yet but uafelt Thanks, which more enrich'd, 
Shall be your Love and Labours Recompence. 
Roſs. Yow Preſence makes us rich, moſt noble Lord. 
Wiilo. And far ſurmounts our Labour to attain it. 
Bulling. Evermore Thanks, th* Exchequer of the poor, 
Which, till my infant-forrune comes to Years, b 
Stands for my Bounty. But who comes here? 
Enter Barkley. - 
North. It is my Lord of Barkley, as I gueſs. 
Bark. My Lord of Hereford, my Meſlage is to you. 
Bulling. My Lord, my Anſwer is to Lancaſter, 
And I am come to ſeek that Name in England, 
And I muſt find that Title in your Town, 
Before I make reply to ought you ſay. | 
Bark. Miſtake me not, my Lord, tis not my meaning 
To raze one Title of your Honour our. 
To you, my Lord, I come, what Lord you will, 
From the moſt glorious of this Land, 
"The Duke of York, to know what pricks you on 
To take Advantage of the abſent time, 
And fright our native Peace, with ſelf. born Arms. 
. — Enter —— a 
Bulling. I ſhall not need tranſport my Words by you, 
Here comes his Grace in Perſon, My noble Uncle. [Kneels. 
«3 M 3 | York, 
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York. Shew me thy humble Heart, and not thy Knee, 
Whoſe Duty is deceivable and falſe, 

Bulling. My gracious Uncle. | 

York. Tut, tut, Grace me no Grace, nor Uncle me, 
Jam no Traitor's Uncle; and that Word Grace, 
In an ungracious Mouth, is but prophane. 
Why have theſe baniſh'd, and forbidden Legs, 

d once to touch a Duſt of Englands Ground? 

But more then, why, why have they dar d to march 
So many Miles upon her peaceful Boſom, 
Frighting her pale-fac'd Villages with War, 
And Oſtentation of deſpiſed Arms? 
Com'ſt thou becauſe th anointed King is hence? 
Why, fooliſh Boy, the King is left behind, 
And in my loyal Boſom lyes his Power. 
Were I but now the Lord of fuch hot Youth, 
As when brave Gam, thy Father, and my ſelf 
Reſcued the Black Prince, that young Mars of Men, 
From forth the Ranks of many thouſand French; 
Oh then, how quickly ſhould this Arm of mine, 
Now Priſoner to the Palſie, chaſtiſe thee, | 


And miniſter Correction to thy Fault. I 


Bulling. My gracious Uncle, let me. know my Fault, 
On what Condition ſtands it, and wherein? 
York. Even in condition of the worft degree; 
In groſs Rebellion, and deteſted Treaſon; 
Thou art a baniſh'd Man, and here art come 
Before the Expiration of thy time, - | 
In braving Arms againſt thy Soveraign, TR 
Bulling. As I was baniſh'd, I was baniſh'd Hereford; - 
But as I eome, I come for Lancaſker. © 1 
And, noble Uncle, I beſeech your Grace, 
Look on my Wrongs with an indifferent Eye: 
Tou are my Father, for methinks in you 
I ſee old Gawnt alive. Oh then, my Father, 
Will you permit that I ſhall ſtand. condemn'd 


A wandring Vegabond ; my Rights and Royalties 


Pluckt from my Arms perforce, and given away 
To upſtart Unthrifts? Wherefore Was I horn? 


| U char wy Couli King, be- vg of Inga, . 
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It muſt be granted I am Duke of Lazcaſter. 

You have a Son, Aumerle, my noble Kinſman, 

Had you firſt dy d, and he been thus trod down, 

He ſhould have found his Uncle Gaum a Father, 

To rowꝛe his Wrongs, and chaſe them to the Bay. 

I am deny'd to fue my Livery here, 

And yet my Letters Patents give me leave: 

My Father's Goods are all diſtrain d and fold, 

And theſe and all, are all amiſs imploy'd. 

What would you have me do? I am a Subject, 

And challenge Law: Attorneys.are deny'd me, 

And therefore perſonally I lay my Claim 

To mine Inheritance of free Deſcent. 
North. The noble Duke hath been too much abus d. 
Roſs. It ſtands your Grace upon to do him right. 
Willo, Baſe Men by his Endowments are made great. 
York, My Lords of England, let me tell you this, 

1 have had feeling of my Coulin's Wrongs, 

And labour'd all I could to do him right: 

But in this kind, to come 1n-braving Arms, 

Be his own Carver, and cut out his Way, 

To find out Right with Wrongs it may not be; 

And you that do abet him in this kind, 

Cheriſh Rebellion, and are Rebels all. 
North. The noble Duke hath ſworn his coming is 

But for his own; and for the right of that, 

We all have ſtrongly ſworn to give him Aid, 

And let him ne'er ſee Joy that breaks that Oath. 
York, Well, well, 1 ſee the Iſſue of theſe Arms; 

I cannot mend it, I muſt needs confels, 

Becauſe my. Power is weak, and all ill left: 

But if I could, by him that gave me Life, 

I would attach you all, and make you ſtoop 

Unto the Sovereign Mercy of the King. 

But fince I cannot, be it known to you, 

I do remain as Neuter. So fare you well. 

Unleſs you pleaſe to enter in the Caftle, 7 

And there repoſe you for this Night. 
Bulling. An Offer, Uncle, that we will accept; 

But we muſt win your Grace to go with us 

. M4. To 
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To Briſtow. Caſtle, which they ſay is held 

By Buſhy, Bagot, and their Complices, 

The Caterpillars of the Common-wealth, 
Which I have ſworn to weed, and pluck away. 


York, It _y be I will go with you, but yet I'll pauſe, 


For I am loath to break our Country's Laws: 

Nor Friends, nor Foes, to me welcome you are, 

Things paſt redreſs, are now with me paſt Care, ¶ Exeunt. 

SCENE IV. 
| Enter Salisbury, and a Captam. '' . - 

On My Lord of Salisbury, we have ſtaid ten Days, 

And hardly kept your Countrymen together, | 

And yet we hear no Tidings from the King: 

Therefore we all diſperſe our ſelyes: Farewel. ' 
Salis. Stay yet another Day, thou truſty N eichman, 

The King repoſeth all his Truſt in thee. 80 

Cap. Tis thought the King is dead, we will not ſtay, 

The Bay-Trees in our Country are all wither'd, | 

And Meteors fright the fixed Stars of Heav'n; - 

The pale fac'd Moon looks bloody on the Earth, 

And lean-look'd Prophets whiſper fearfu) Change; 

Rich Men look ſad, and Ruffians dance and leap; 

The one in fear to loſe what they enjoy, 

The other to enjoy by Rage and War: 

Theſe Signs forerun the. Death of Kings. 

Farewel; our Countrymen are gone and fled, | 

As well afſur'd, Richard their King is dead. Exit. 
Salis. Ah Richard, with Eyes of heavy Mind,  _ 

I fee thy Glory like a ſhooting Star, 

Fall to the baſe Earth from the Firmament: 

Thy Sun ſets weeping in the lowly Weſt, 

Witneſſing Storms to come, Wo, and Unreft: 

Thy Friends are fled to wait upon thy Foes, 
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"ACT IL. SCENE I 


Enter Bullingbroke, York, Northumberland, Roſs, Percy 
Willoughby, with Buſhy and Green Priſoners. 


Bg JJ Ring forth theſe Men: ö 
D Buſhy and Green, I will not vex your Souls, 
Since preſently your Souls muſt part your Bodies, 
Witk too much urging your pernicious Lives, 
For *twere no Charity; yet to waſh your Blood 
From off my Hands, here in the View of Men, 
I will unfold ſome Cauſes of your Deaths. 
You have miſ-led a Prince, a royal King; 
A happy Gentleman in Blood and Lineaments, 
By you unhappy'd, and disfigur'd clean : 
You have in manner with your ſinful Hours 
Made a Divorce betwixt his Queen and him, 
Broke the Poſſeſſion of a royal Bed, | 
And ftain'd the Beauty of a fair Queen's Checks 
With Tears drawn from her Eyes, with your foul Wrongs. 
My ſelf a Prince, by Fortune of my Birth, 
Near to the King in Blood, and near in Love, 
Till you did make him miſ{-interpret me, 
Have ſtoopt my Neck under your Injuries, 
And ſigh'd my Engliſh Breath in foreign Clouds, 
Fating the bitter Bread of Baniſhment; 
While you' have fed upon my. Seigniories, | 
Diſ- park d my Parks, and fell'd my Foreſt Woods; 
From mine own Windows torn my Houſhold Coat, 
Raz'd out my Impreſs, 1 me no Sign, 6 
Save Mens Opinions, and my living Blood, 
To ſhew the World I am a Gentleman, | 
This, and much more, much more than twice all this, 
Condemns you to the Death: See them deliver'd over 
To Execution, and the Hand of Death. _ | 
Buſhy. More welcome is the Stroak of Death to me, 
Than Bullingbroke to England. 
Green, My Comfort is, that Heav'n will take our Souls, 
* M 5 And 


27þ The Lift and Drath 


And plague Injuſtice with the Pains of Hell. . 
Bulting. My Lord Northumberland, ſee them diſpagch'd, 
Uncle, you fa y the Queen is at your Houſe; Ds: 
For Heav'ns ſake, fairly let her be intreated; 
Tell her 1 fend to her my kind Commends ; 
Take ſpecial care my Greetings be deliver d. 
York, A . of mine 1 have diſpatchd 
With Letters of your Love to her at large. l | 
- Bulling, Thanks oy Unde: Come Lords 101 
To bebt with Glendowey, and his * bang 02 
| A while to work, and after Benden. [EN 


SCENE ii. 
Flip: Drums, and Trumpets, 


Enter King Richard, Aumerle, Biſhopof Carliſle, and Soldiers, 
K. Rich. Bay Caſtle call you this at hand? 
Aum. Yea, hong 0 v Re your Grace the Air, 

After your late toſſing on the breaking Seas? 

K. Rich Needs muſt 1 like it well; I weep for Joy 

To ſtand my Kingdom once again. 

Dear Farth' I ther with — Hand, | 

Though Rebels wound thee with their Horſes Hoofs: | 

As a long parted Mother with her Child, 

Plays fondly with her Tears, and ſmiles in meeting; 

So weeping, ſmiling,” greet I thee my Earth, 

And do thee Favour with my Royal Hands. 

+ Feed not th 7 s Foe, my gentle Earth, 

Nor with thy Sweets comfort his rayenous Senſe : 

But let thy Spiders that ſuck up thy Venom, 

And heavy-gaited Toads lie in their way, 

_ Annoyance do the treacherous Feet, 

Which with uſurping Steps do trample thee. 4 

. 
; 


"Yield ſtinging Nettles to mine Enemies; 


And when they from thy Boſom pluck a Flower, \ 
Guard it I prithee with a 5 Adder, 0 
Whoſe double Tongue m a mortal touen ; 
Throw Death upon thy <A 6b Enemies. f 
Mock not my ſenſeleſs Conjuraion Lords; 0 


* 
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; This Earth ſhall have a feeling, and theſe Stones 
| Prove armed Soldiers, ere her native King | 
| Shall falter under foul rebellious Arms. | 
Biſhop. Fear not, my Lord, that Power that made you King 
Hath Power to keep you King, in ſpight of all. | 
Aum. He means, my Lord, that we are too remiſs, 
Whilft Bullingbrołe through their Security, 
Grows ſtrong and great, in Subſtance and in Friends. 
K. Rich, Diſcom fertable Couſin, know'ft thou not, 
2 | That when the ſearching Eye of Heavn is hid, | 
X Behind the Globe, that lights the lower World, 
1 7 Then Thieves and Robbers range abroad unſeen, 
In Murders, and in Outrage bloody here. 
But when from under this terreſtrial Ball 
He fires the proud Tops of the Eaſtern Pines, 
And darts his Lightning through ev'ry guilty Hole; 


% Then Murders. Treaſons, and deteſted Sins, ' 
| The Cloak of Night being pluck'd from off their Backs, 
r, Stand bare and naked, trembling at themſelves. | 


So when this Thief, this Traitor Bullmgbroke, 
Who all this while hath revell'd in the Night, 
| Shall ſee us rifing in our Throne, the Eaft, 
His Treaſons will ſet bluſhing in his Face, 
| Not able to endure the Sight of Day; 
But ſelf-affrighted, tremble at his Sin. 
Not all the Water in the rough rude Sea 
Can wafh the Balm from an anointed King; 
The Breath of worldly Men cannot depoſe 
The Deputy elected by the Lord: 
For every: Man that Bullingòrote hath preſt, 
To lift ſhrewd Steel againſt our Golden Crown, 
Heay'n for his Richard hath in heav'nly Pay 
A glorious Angel; then if Angels fight, 
; Weak Men muſt fall, for Heav'n ſtill guards the Right. 
, 
; 


. 


| Enter Salisbury. 
Welcome, my Lord, how far off lies your Power? 
Salis. Nor near, nor farther off, my gracious Lord, 
Than this weak Arm; Diſcomfort guides my Tongue, 
And bids me ſpeak of nothing but De ſpair: 
One Day too late, I fear, my noble Lord, 


Hath 
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Hath clouded all my happy Days on Earth. TY: 
Oh call back Yeſterday, bid Time return, 1 14h 
And thou ſhalt have twelve thouſand fighting Men: 
To Day, to Day, unhappy Day too late ws. 
O'erthrows thy Joys, Friends, Fortune, and thy State. 
For all the Wel/hmen hearing thou wert dead, \ 
Are gone to Bullingbroke, diſperſt and fled. 
Aum. Comfort, my Liege; why looks your Grace ſo pale? 
K. Rich. But now the Blood of twenty thouſand Men 
Did triumph in my Face, and they are fled, 15 
- And 'till ſo. much Blood thither come again, * 

Hove I not reaſon to look pale, and dead? 

All Souls that will be ſafe, fly from my Side, 

For Time hath ſet a Blot upon my Pride. N 
Aum. Comfort, my Liege, remember who you are. 
K. Rich. I had forgot my ſelf: Am I not King? 

Awake thou ſluggard Majeſty, thou ſleepeſt: 

Is not the King's Name, forty thouſand Names ? 

Arm, arm my Name; a puny Subject ſtrikes 

At thy great Glory. Look not tothe Ground, 

Ye Favourites of a King; are we not high? _ 

High be our Thoughts: I know my Uncle York 

Hath Power enough to ſerve our | 

But who comes here? | 'F 

Enter Scroop- +132." 
Seroop. More Health and Happineſs betide my Liepe, 

Than can my, care-tun'd Tongue deliver him. 
K. Rich, Mine Ear is open, and my Heart prepar'd : 

The worſt is worldly Loſs, thou canſt unfold: - 

Say, is my Kingdom loſt? Why 'twas my Care: 

And what Loſs is it to be rid of Care? 

Strives Bulingbroke to be as great as we? 

Greater he ſhall not be; if he ſerve God, 

We'll ſerye him teo, and be his Fellow fo. 

Revolt our Subjects? That we cannot mend; 

They break their Faith to God as well us: 

Cry Wo, Deſtruction, Ruin, Loſs, Decay; 6 

The worſt is Death, and Death will have his Day. 
| Scroop, Glad am I, that your Highneſs is fo arm'd 
To bear the Tidings of Calamity. | 
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Like an unſeaſonable * 5 4 7 
Which makes the filyer Rivers drown their Shores, 
As if the World were all diffolv'd to Tears: 
So high above his Limits, {wells the Rage 
Of Bullmgbroke, covering your fearful Land 
With hard bright Steel, and Hearts harder than Steel. 
White Bearns have arm'd their thin and. hairleſs Scalps 
Againſt thy Majeſty, and Boys with Womens Voices 
Strive to ſpeak big, and clap their female Joints 
In tiff unwieldy Arms, againſt thy Crown; 
The very Beadſmen learn to bend their Bows 
Of double fatal Ewe, — States 5 
Vea diſtaff Women manage ruſty Bills; 
Againſt thy Seat both young and old rebel, 
And all goes worſe than I have Power to tell. 
K Rich, Too well, too well thou tell'ſt a Tale ſo ill. 
Where is the Earl of Wiltſhire? Where is Bagot? 
What is become of Buſhy? Where is Green ? 
That they have let the dangerous Enemy . 
Meaſure our Confines with ſuch peaceful Steps? 
If we prevail, their Heads ſhall pay for it. | 
I warrant they have made Peace with Bullingbroke. | 
Scroop. Peace they have made with him, indeed, my Lord. 
K. Rich. O Villains, Vipers, damn d without Redemption, 
Dogs, eaſily won to fawn on any Man, 
Snakes in my Heart-blood warm d, that fling my Heart, 
Three Fudaſſes, each one thrice worſe than Fudas ! | 
Would they make Peace? Terrible Hell make War 
Upon their ſpotted S9uls for this Offence. 
Scroop. Sweet Love, I ſee, changing his Property, 
Turns to the ſowreſt and moſt deadly Hate: 
Again uncurſe their Souls; their Peace is made | 
Wich Heads, and not with Hands: Thoſe whom you curſe 
Have felt the worſt of Death's deſtroying Hand, 
And lye full low, grav'd in the hollow Ground. | 
Aum. Is Buſhy, Green and the Earl of Wiltſhire dead ? 
Scroop. Yea, all ot them at Briſtow loſt their Reads. 
Aum. Where is the Duke my Father, with his Power? 
K. Rich. No matter where; of Comfort no Man ſpeak: 
Let's talk of Graves, of Worms, and Epitaphs, 
FO. Make 
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Make Duſt our Paper, and with rainy Eyes 
Write Sorrow in the Boſom of the Earth. ' ” 
Let's chuſe Executors, and talk of Wills 
And yet not ſo— for what can we F 
Save our depoſed Bodies to the Ground? + 
Our Lands, our Lives, and all are Bullingbroke's, 
And nothing can we call our own, but Death, 
And that ſmall Model of the barren Earth, _ 
Which ſerves as Paſte, and cover to our Bones. 
For Heay'ns ſake let us fie upon the Ground, 
And tell ſad Stories of the Death of Kings: 
How ſome have been depos d, ſome ſlain in War: 
Some haunted by the Ghoſts they have depos d, 
Some poiſon'd by their Wives, ſome ſleeping kill d, 
All murther'd, — For within the hollow Crown, 
That rounds the mortal Temples of a King. 

Keeps Death his Court, and there the Antique ſits 
Scoffing his State, and grinning at his Pomp, 
Allowing him a Breath, a little Scene "| jp 
To Monafchize, be fear'd, and kill with Looks, 
Infuſing him with ſelf and vain Conceit, 
As if this Fleſh, which walls about our Life, 
Were Braſs impregnable: And humour'd thus, 
Comes at the faſt and with a little Pig | 
Boars through his Caſtle Walls, and farewell King: 
Cover your Heads, and mock not Fleſh and Blood 
With ſolemn Reverence: Throw away Reſpect, 
Tradition, Form, and ceremonious Duty, | 

For you have but miſtook me all this While: 

I live'with Bread like you, feel Want. 
Taſte Grief, need Friends; ſubje&ed thus, 
How can you ſay to me, I am a King? } 

Curl. My Lord, wiſe Men ne'er wall their preſent Woes, 
But preſently prevent the Ways to wail: ; | 
To fear the Foe, fince Fear oppreſſeth Stren 28 
Gives, in your Weakneſs, Strength unto your 
Fear, and be flain, no worſe can come to fi 
And fight and die, is Death deſtroying Death 
Where tearing, dying, pays Death ſer yile Breath, 
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Aum My Father hath a Power, enquire of him, 
And learn to make a Body of a Limb. 

K. Rich. Thou chid'ſt me well: Proud Bull of Doo 1 
To change Blows with thee, for our Day 
This Ague-fit of Fear is oyer-blown, 
An eaſie Task it is to win our own. 
Say, Scroop, where lyes our Uncle with his Power? 
Speak ſweetly Man, although thy Looks be ſower. 

Scroop. Men judge by the Complexion of 5 9 8 , 
The Sette and Ine * of the Day; | 
So uw you by my dull and heavy Eye: 
My Tongue hath but a heavier Tale to lay: : 
I play the Torturer, by ſmall and ſmall it? of 
To lengthen out the worſt, that muſt be ſpoken; - 
Your Unele York is join d with Bullingbroke, 
And all your northern Caſtles yielded up, 


And all your ſouthern Gentlemen a Arms 


Upon his Faction. 

K. Rich. Thou haſt faid enough. | 
Beſhrew thee, Coufin, which-didit 620 me forth 
Of that ſweet way I vyas in to 
What fay you now? what Comfort — bo] 
By Heay' n I'll hate him everlaſtingly * 

That bids me be of comfort any more. 

Go to Flint-Cafile, there I'll pine away, 

A King, Wo's Slave, ſhall kingly Wo obey: 

That Power J have, diſcharge, and let em 

To ear the Land, that hath ſome Hope to on 
For I have none. Let no Man ſpeak again 

To alter this, for Counſel is but in rain, 

Aum. My Liege, one Word. 

K. Rich. He does me double Wrong, 
That wounds me with the Flatteries of his T 
Diſcharge my Followers: let them hence away, 
From Richard's Night, to Bullingbroke's fair Day. 


Wo * Life. ond De 
| SCENE It, 14 


Encer 
1 thumberland, and Attendants. 


Bulling. So that by this Intelligence we learn 
The Welchmen are diſpers'd, and Salisbury 
Is gone to meet the King, who lately landed 
With ſome few private Friends upon this Coalt, 


North. The News is very fair and 8909, my Lord, 


Richard not far from hence, hath hid his Head. 
York, It would: beſeem the Lord Northumberland, 

To ſay King Richard. Alack the heavy Day, 

When ſuch à ſacred King ſhould, hide he Head, 


th. Drum and h Bulli ngbroke, York, Nor- 


North. Your Grace miſtakes me; only te be brief, , 


Left I his Title out. 

York. The time: hath been, 
Would you have been ſo brief with him, he would 
Have been ſo brief with you, to ſhorten you, 
For taking ſo the Head, your whole Head's length, 


Leſt you miſtake; the Heav'ns are o er 2 Head. 
Billing. 1 know it, Uncle, and oppoſe 
Againſt their Will But who comes here? bu 
Enter Percy. 
Welcome Hoy: what, will not this Calle yield? 
Percy., The Caſtle royally is mann d, my Lord, 
Againſt thy Entrance. 
Bulling. Royally? Why, it contains no king: 
Percy. Yes, my good e 1 
, It doth contain a King: King Richard lyes 
* Withia the Limits of yond Lime and Stone, 
And with him the Lord Aumerle, Lord Salisbury, 
Sir Stephen Scroop, beſides a Clergy-man 
Of boly Reverence: who, I cannot learn. 
North, Oh, belike it is the Biſhop of Carli ite. 
Bulling: Noble Lord, 
Go to the rude Ribs of that ancient Caſtle, _ 
Through brazen Trumpet ſend the breath of Parle 


oe 
Bulling. Miſtake not, Uncle, farther than you ſhould. | 
York... Take not, good Couſin, farther than you ſhould, 


not my ſelf 


E. To North, 


Into 
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Into his ruin'd Ears, and thus deliver: 

Henry Bullingbroke upon his Knees doth kiſs 

King Richara's Hand, and ſends Allegiance _ = 2 
And true Faith of Heart to his Royal Perſon ; hither come 
Even at his Feet, to lay my Arms and Power, 
Provided, that my Haniſhment repeal'd, 

And Lands reſtor d again, be freely granted; 

If not, L' uſe the Advantage of my Power, | 
And lay the Summer's Duſt with Showers of Blood, 
Rain'd from the Wounds of ſlaughter'd Engliſhmen ; 
The which, how far off from the Mind of Bullingbroke 
It is, fach Crimſon Tempeſt ſhould bedrench —_ 
The freſh green Lap of fair King Richard's Land, 
My ſtooping Duty tenderly ſhall ſhew. . 

Go fignifie as much, while here we march 

Upon the graſſie Carpet of this Plain;. 

Let's march without the Noiſe of threatning Drum, 
That from this Caſtle's tatter d Battlements 

Our fair Appointments may be well perus'd. 
Methinks King Richard and my felf meet 

With no leſs Terror than the Elements 

Of Fire and Water, when their thundring Smoak 

At mecting tears the cloudy Cheeks of Heav'n: 

Be he the Fire, I'll be the yielding Water: 

The Rage be his, while on the Earth I rain 

My Waters; on the Earth, and not on him, 

March on and mark King Richard how he looks. 


Parle without, and Anſwer within ; then a Flouriſh. Enter on 


the Walls, King Richard, the Biſhop of Carliſle, Aumerle, 

Scroop and Salisbury. | | 

See, ſee, King Richard doth himſelf a 

As doth the bluſhing diſcontented Sun, 

From out the fiery Portal of the Eaſt, 

When he perceives the envious Clouds are bent 

To dim his Glory, and to ſtain the Tract 

Of his bright Paſſage to the Occident. | 
York, Yet looks he like a King; behold his Eye 

As bright as is the Eagle's, lightens forth 

Controlling Majefty ; alack, alack, for Wo, 

That any Harm ſhould ſtain fo fair a Show. 
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E. Rich. We are amaz d, and thus long haye we ſtood 
To watch the fearful bending of thy Knee, [To North: 
Becauſe we thought our {elf thy lawful 8 N 
And if we be, how dare thy Joints forget 
To pay the awful Duty to 5 Preſence? 

If we be not, ſhewy us the Hand of God, 
That hath diſmiſs d us from our Stewardſhip; 
_ well we know, no Hand of Blood and Bone 
pe the ſacred Handle of our Scepter, 
Bale b he do prophane, ſteal or uſurp. | 
And though you Fink, that all, as you have done; 
Have tern their Souls, by turning them from us, 
And ve are barren, and bereft of Friends: | 
Yet know, my Maſter, God Omnipotent, © 
Is muſtering i 4 his Clouds on our _hehbalf, 
Armies of Peſtilence, and they ſhall ſtrike | 
Your Children yet unborn, and unbegot, _ 
That lift your Vs {al Hands againſt my Head, 
And threat the Glory of my precious Crown. ; 
Tell Bullingbroke, for yond methinks he is, 
That every Stride he makes upon the Land 1 
Is dangerous Treaſon, he is _ to ope . 
The purple Teſtament of bleeding War; 
But ere the Crown he looks for, live in Peace, 
Ten thouſand bloody Crowns of Mothers Sons 
Shall ill become the Flower of England's Face, 
Change the Complexion. of her Maid-pale Peace 
bY Senlet Indignation, and bede r 

r Paſtors Grals with faithful Engli/h Blood, 

© North. The King of Heav n forbid, our Lord the King 
Should ſo with Fivul and uncivil Ame "by 
Be ruſh'd upon: Thy thrice-noble Couſin, 

Harry Bullingbroke, doth humbly kiſs thy Hand, 

And& by the, honourable Tomb he {wears . 

That ſtands upon your Royal Grandſire's Bones, 

And by the Royalties of both your Bloods, 

Currents, that {pring from one moſt gracious gd, 

And by the bury'd Hand of warlike Gant. 

And by the Worth and Honour of himſelfff 

Compriſing all that may be ſworn, or ſaid, 1 _— 
18 
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His coming hither hath no farther Scope, - 
Than for his lineal Royalties, and to beg 
Infranchiſement immediate on his Knees: 
Which on thy Royal Party granted once, 
His glittering Arnis he will commend to Ruſt; 
His barbed Steeds to Stables, and his Heart 
To faithful Service of your Majeſty: 
This ſwears he, as he is a Prince, is juft, 
And as I am a Gentleman, I credit him. Pe 
K. Rich. Northumberland, ſay thus the King returns! 
His noble Couſin is right welcome hither, 
And all the Number of his fair Demands 
Shall be accomplifh'd without Contradiction; 
With all the gracious Utterance thou haſt, 
Speak to his gentle Hearing kind commends, a 
We do debaſe our ſelf, Coufin, do we not, [To Aum; 
To look ſo poorly, and to ſpeak ſo fair? 
Shall we call back Northumberland, and ſend 
Defiance to the Traitor, and ſo die? | 
Aum. No, good my Lord, let's fight with gentle Words, 
Till time lend Friends, and Friends their hopeful Swords. 
. Rich. Oh God, oh God that e er this Tongue of mine, 
That laid the Sentence of dread Baniſhment E 
On yond proud Man, ſhould take it off again 
With Words of ſooth; oh that I were as great 
As is my Grief, or leſſer than my Name; 
Or that I could forget what I haze been, 
Or not reniember what 1 muſt be now. ng 
Swell' thou, proud Heart? I'll give thee Scope to beat, 
Since Foes have Scope to beat both thee and me, 
Am Northumberland comes back from Bullingbrole. 
X. Rich. What muſt r Muſt he ſubmit? 
The King ſhall do it: Muſt he be depogd? _ 
The King ſhall be contented: Muſt he loſe 
The Name of King? o'Ged's Name let it go. 
I'll give my Jewels for a Set of Beads; 
My gorgeous Palace, for a Hermitage 
My gay Apparel, for an Almg-man's Gown; AT: 
My Bur d Goblets, for a Diſh of Wood Der 
My Scepter, for a Palmer's walking Staff; 
- My 
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My Subjects, for. a Pair of caryed Saints, 

And my large Kingdom, for a little Grave, 

A little little Grave, an obſcure Grave, +- 

Or Ill be bury'd in the King's Highway 

Some way of common Trade, where Subjects Feet 

May hourly trample on their Soveraign's Head; 

For on my Heart they tread now, whilſt I live; 

And bury'd once, why not upon my Head? 

Aumerle, thou weep'ſt, my tender hearted Couſin, 

We'll make foul Weather with deſpiſed Tears. 

Our Sighs, and they, ſhall lodge the Summer Corn, 

And make a Dearth in this revolting Land. 

Or ſhall we play the Wantons with our Woes, 

And make ſome pretty Match with ſhedding Tears? 

As thus, to drop them till upon one Place, 

Till they have fretted us a Pair of Graves, 

Within the Earth; and therein laid, there lyes 8 

Two Kinſmen digg'd their Graves with weeping Eyes? 

Would not this ill de well? Well, well, Iſee 

I talk but idely, and you mock at me. * 

Moſt mighty Niner my Lord Northumberland, 

What ſays King Bullingörołe? Will his Majeſt7 

Give Richard leave to live. till Richard die?? 

Fou make a Leg, and Bullingbroke ſays I. 1 
Nerth. My Lord, in the bale Court he doth attend 

To ſpeak with you, may it pleaſe you to come down. 
K. Rich. Down, down I come, like gliſt'ring Phaeton, 

Wanting the Manage of unruly. Jades. F 

In the baſe Court? baſe Court where Kings grow baſe, 

To come at Traitors Calls, and do them Grace. 

In the baſe Court come down; down Court, d 

For Night. Owls fhrick, where mounting Lark 
Bulling. What ſays his Majeſty? ? | 

North. Sorrow, and Grief of Heart 


o 


Id ſing. 


Makes him ſpeak fondly like a frantick Man; 
vet he is come. 5 nt 4 
Bulling. Stand all apart. "13 
And ſhew fair'Dury to his Majeſty. i 
My gracious Lord, © | 
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K. Rich. Fair Couſin, you debaſe your Princely Knee, 
To make the haſe Earth proud with kiſſing it, 
Me rather had my Heart might feel your Love, 

Than my un- pleas d Eye ſee your Courteſie. 
Up Coufin, up, your Heart is up, 1 know, 
Thus high at leaft, although Jour Knee be low. 

Bulling. My gracious Lord, I come but for mine own. 
K.Rich. Your own is yours, and I am yours, and all, 
Bulling. So far be mine, my moſt redoubted Lord, 

As my true Service ſhall deſerve your Love. 8 
EK. Rich. Well you deſerv d: They well deſerve to have, 
That know the ſtrong'ſt and ſureſt way to get. 
Uncle, give me your Hand; nay, dry your Eyes, 
Tears ſhew their Love, but want their Remedies. 
Coutin, I am too young to be your Father, 
Though you are old enough to be my Heir. 
What you will have, I'Il give, and willing too, 
For do we muſt, what Force will have us do. 
Set on towards London? Couſin, is it ſo? 
Bulling. Yea, my good Lord. | | 
K. Rich. Then 1 muſt not ſay no. {Flouriſh. Exeumt. 


SCENE V. 


Enter Queen, and two Ladies. 


Queen. What Sport ſhall we deviſe here in this Garden, 
To drive away the heavy thought of Care? 

Lady. Madam, we'll play at Bowls. 

Queen. Twill make me think the World is full of Rubs, 
And that my Fortune runs againſt the Bias. 

Lady. Madam, we'll dance. 4 

Qucen. My Legs can keep no Meaſure in Delight, 
When my poor Heart no Meaſure keeps in Grief, 
Therefore no dancing, Girl; ſome other Sport. 

Lady. Madam, we'll tell Tales. 

Pueen. Of Sorrow, or of Joy? 
Lady. Of either, Madam. 
ueen, Of neither, Girl. 

For if of Joy, being altogether wanting, 
It doth remember me the more of Sorrow : 
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Or if of Grief, being altogether e oI., 
It adds more Sorrow to my want of Joy: 14 
For what I have, I need not to repeat: I 
And what I want, it boots not to complain. "I 
Lady. Madam, III fing. | 
deen. Tis well that thou haſt Cauſe : 

But thou ſhould'ſt pleaſe me better, would'ſt thou weep. 
'Lady. 1 could weep, Madam, would it do you good. 
. And 1 could fing, would weeping hy 00 

And, neyer borrow any Tear of thee, | 

© © Enter a Gardiner, and two Servants, 

But ſtay, here come the Gardiners; FM 

Let's ſtep into the Shadow of theſe Trees. 

My Wretchednef, unto a row of Pines, 

They'll talk of State; for every one doth ſo, 

inſt a Change; Wo is fore-run with Wo. 
Gard. Go bind thou up yond 1 · Apticocky- 

Which like unruly Children, make their Sire L 

Stoop with Oppreſſicn of their prodigal Weight: 

Give ſome ſupportance to the bending Twige. | "Ml 

Go thou, abi fk ike an Executioner _ : 

Cut off the Heads of too faſt growing ſprays, 18 

That look too lofty in our Commonwealth: 

All muſt be even in our Government. 

You thus imploy'd, I will go root away 

The noifom Weeds that without profit ſuck 


» 
W 
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The Soil's fertility from wholſom Flowers. 
Serv. Why ſhould we in the compaſs of a Pale, 
Keep Law and Form, and due Proportion, F 


Shewing, as in a Model, our firm State? 

When our Sea-walled Garden, the whole Land, 

Is full of Weeds, her faireſt Flowers choakt up, 

Her Fruit-trees all uprun'd, ber Hedges ruin'd, | 

Her Knots diforder'd, and her wholiom Herbs 8 

Swarming with Caterpillers? ; Gn 
Gard. Hold thy Peace, 

He that hath ſuffer d this diſorder'd i; 

Hath now himſelf met with the fall of Leaf; 4 

| The Weeds that his broad-ſpreading Leaves did eher. 


That ſeem d in eating him, to hold him up, 
Are 
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Are pull'd 53 Root and all, by Bullingbroke ; 

I mean the Earl of Wiltſhire, Buſhy, Green. 
Serv. What, are they dead? 1 
Gard. They are, 122 x 

And Bullingbroke bath ſeiz d the waſteful King. 

What pity is it, that he had not trimm'd 

And dreſt his Land, as we this Garden at time of Year; 

And wound the Bark, the Skin of our Fruit-trees, 

Leſt being over proud with Sap and Blood, 

With too much Riches it confound it ſelf? 

Had he done fo, to great and growing Men, 

They might have liv'd to bear, and he to tafte 

Their Fruits of Duty. All ſuperfluous Branches 

We lop away, that bearing Boughs may live: 

Had he done fo, himſelf had born the Crown, 

Which waſte and idle Hours hath quite thrown down. 
Serv. What, think you the King ſhall be depos'd? 
Gard. Depreſt he is already, and depos d 

Tis doubted he will be. Letters came laſt Night 

To a dear Friend of the Duke of York, ... 

That tell black Tidmgs. + 5 8 N . 1 5 

ueen. Oh J am preſt to Death through want of ſpeaking ; 

1 old Adam's Fikeneſe ſet to dreſs this G king 

How dares thy harſh Tongue ſound this unpleaſing News ? 

What Eve? What Serpent hath ſuggeſted iow, | 

To make a ſecond Fall of curſed Man? 

Why doſt thou fay, King Richard is depos d? 

Dar ſt thou, thou little better thing than Earth, 

Divine his downfal? Say, where, when, and how 

Cam'ſt thou by this ill Tidings? Speak, thou Wretch. 
Gard. Pardon me, Madam. Little Joy bave 1 

To breath theſe News; yet what I ſay is true; 

King Richard, he is in the mighty bold 

Of Bullingbroke, their Fortunes both are weigh'd: 

In your Lord's Scale is nothing but himſelf, 

And ſome few Yanities that make him light: 

But in the Ballance of great Bulling broke, 

Beſides himſelf, are all the -Bugliſh Peers, zi 2h 

And with that odds he weighs King Richard Cown, 

Poſt you to London, and you'll find it ſo; | 
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I ſpeak no more, than every one doth know.  _- T 
— Nimble Miſchanc: that art ſo light of Foot, —＋ 
Doth not thy Embaſſage belong to me? 1 1 F 
And am I laſt that knows it? Oh thou think't - 
To ſerve me laſt, that | may longeſt keep * 
Thy Sorrow in my Breaſt. Come Ladies, go, 8 
To meet at London, London's King in wo. Ya C 
hat, was I born to this! That my fad Look, E 
Should grace the Triumph of great Bullingbroke-! V 
Gard' ner, for telling me theſe News of wo, 9 1 
I would the Plants thouj graft'ſt may never grow. ¶ Exit. T 
Gard. Poor Queen, ſo that thy State might be no worſe, A 
I would my Skill were ſubje& to thy Curſe. | In 
Here did ſhe drop a Tear, here in this place T 
III ſet a Bank of Rew, ſowr Herb of Grace: 
* Rew, ev'n for Ruth, here ſhorily ſhall be ſeen,  _ 
In the remembrance of a weeping Queen. [Exit, In 
—ſ w3¶.— — — „ Tt 
— l 433 ; - it. $8 - By 
ACT IV. SCENE 1. ||: 


Tuter as to the Parliament, Bullingbroke, Aumerle, Nor- I 
; thumberland, Percy, Firz water, Surry, Brſhop of Carliſle, An 
; » JIAbbot of Weſtminſter, Herald, Officers, and Bagot. KB Wl 


68 ALL forth Bagot. 4 F 
I Now Bagot, freely ſpeak thy Mind, 8 : 
What thou doſt know of noble Glo ſters Death; : 7 
Who wrought it with the King, and who perform'd In! 
The bloody Office of his timelefs End. ow” 
Bagot. Then ſet before ny Face the Lord Aumerle. To 
Bulling. Couſin, ſtand forth, and look upon that Man. Of | 
Bagot. My Lord Aumerle, I know your daring Tongue 2 
Scorns to unſay, what it hath once deliver'd. MO and 
In that dead time when Glo ſters Death was plotted, Ove 

I heard you ſay, Is not my Arm of length, 1 8 
That reacheth from the reſtful Engliſh Court = 1 
As far as Calais to my Uncle's Head? | a 
Amongſt much other talk, that very time, | : E. 

I heard you ſay that you had rather refuſe 3 
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The offer of an hundred thouſand Crowns, _ 

Than Bullingbroke return to England; adding withal, 

How bleſt this Land would be in this your Couſin's Deathy 
Aum. Princes, and noble Lords, | 

What Anſwer ſhall 1 make to this baſe Man? 

Shall I ſo much diſhonour my fair Stars, 

On equal terms to give him chaſtiſement ? 

Either I muſt, or have mine Honour ſpoil'd 

With the Attainder of his fland'rous Lips. | 

There is my Gage, the manual Seal of Death, 

That marks thee out for Hell. Thou lieſt, Ti 

And I'll maintain what thou haſt ſaid, is falſe, 

In thy Heart Blood, though being all too baſe, 

To ſtain the temper of my Knighty Sword. 
Bulling. Bagot, forbear, thou ſhalt not take it up. 
Aum. Excepting one, I would he were the belt 

In all this Preſence that bath moved me ſo, 4 
Fitzw. If that thy Valour ſtand on Sympathie: 

There is my Gage, Aumerle in Gage to thine: 

By that fair Sun, that ſhews me where thou ſtand ' ſt, 

I heard thee ſay, and vauntingly thou ſpak'lt it, 

That thou wert cauſe of noble Glofter's Death. 

If thou deny'ſt it, twenty times thou lieſt, ' 

And I will turn thy falſnood to thy Heart, 

Where it was forged, with my Rapier' point, 

Aum. Thou dar'ſt not, Coward, live to ſee the Day. 
Fitzw, Now, by my Squl, I would it were this Hour, 
Aum. Fitzwater, thou art daman'd to Hell for this. 
Percy. Aumerle, thou lieſt; his Honour is as true, 

In this Appeal, as thou art all unjuſt: 

And that thon art fo, there I throw my Gage 

To prove it on thee, to th' extreameſt point 

Of mortal Breathing. Seize it, if thou dar 'ſt. 
Aum. And if I do not may my Hands rot off, 

And never brandiſh more revengeful Steel, 

Over the glittering Helmet of my Foe, | 
Surrey. My Lord Futzwater,, 

I do remember well. the very time 

Aumerle and you did talk, 

Fitxw. My Lord, + 

VoL, III. N 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 


2090 The Life and Death 


Tis very true: You were in Preſence then; 1 
And you can witneſs with me, this is true. 
Surrey. As falſe, by Heav'n, as Heav'n it ſelf. is true. 
Fitzw. Surrey, thou lieſt. 
Surrey. Diſhonourable Boy, 
That Lie ſhall lye ſo heavy on my Sword, 
That it ſnall render Vengeance and Nevenge, 
Till thou the Lie- giver, and that Lie, do lye, 
In Farth as quiet, as thy Father's Scull. 
In proof whereof; there is mine Honour's Pawn, 
Engage it to the Trial, if thou dar'ſt. 

Fitzw, How fondly do'ft thou ſpur a forward Horſe? 
If I dare eat, or drink, or breath, or live, | 
I dare meet Surrey in a Wilderneſs, 

And ſpit upon him, whilſt I ſay he lies, 
And lies, and lies; there is my Bond of Faith, 
To tie thee to my ſtrong Correction. T4 v 
As I intend to thrive in this new World, Y 
Aumerle is guilty of my true Appeal. v 
Beſides, I heard the baniſht Norfolk fay, | U 
That thou Aumerle didſt ſend two of thy Men, 7 
L 
V 
A 


4 


W 


To execute the noble Duke at Calais. 
Aum. Some honeſt Chriſtian truſt me with a Gage, 
That Norfolk lies; here do I throw down this, 


If he may be repeal'd, to try his Honour. | T 
Bulling. Theſe Differences (Mall all reſt under Gage, A 
Till Norfolk be repeal'd: Repeal'd he ſhall be; WW 
And though mine Enemy, reſtor'd again | Hl 
To all his Lands and ———— when he's return'd, At 
Againſt Aumerle we will enforce his Trial. | | Be 
Carl, That honourable Day ſhall ne'er be ſeen. | Ar 
Many a time hath baniſht Norfolk fought - [Tt 
For Jeſt Chriſt, in plotious Chriſtian Field OY: Sh 
Streaming the Enſigi of the Chriſtian Croſs | : If 
Againſt black Pagans, Turks, and Saracens: | Sti 
And toil'd with works of War, retir'd himſelt MM) 
To Lab, and there at Venice gave - Is; 
His Body to that pleaſant Country's Earth, An 
Th 


And his pure Soul unto his Captaiu Chriſt, | : 
| | dank Under Ane 
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Under whoſe Colours he had fought ſo long. 
Bulling. Why, Biſhop, is Norfolk dead? 
Carl. As ſure as I live, my Lord. 
Bulling. Sweet Peace conduct his ſweet Soul 
To the Boſom of good old Abraham. 
Lords Appealants, your Differences ſhall all reſt under gage 
Till we aflign you to your Days of Trial. 
Enter York. 
York. Great Duke of Lancaſter, I come to thee 
From plume-pluckt Richard, who with willing Soul 
Adopts thee Heir, and his high Scepter yields 
To the Poſſeſſion of thy Royal Hand. 
Aſcend his Throne, deſcending now from him, ' 
And long live Henry, of that Name the Fourth, 
Bulling. In God's Name, I'll aſecnd the Regal Throne 
Carl. Marry, Heay'n forbid. | : 
Worſt in this Royal Preſence may I ſpeak, 
Yet beſt beſeeming me to ſpeak the truth. 
Would God, that any in this noble Preſence 
Were enough noble to be upright Judge 
Of noble Richard, then true Nobleneſs would 
Learn him forbearance from ſo foul a Wrong. 
What Subject can give Sentence on his King? 


And who fits here that is not Richard's Subject? 


Thieves are not judg'd, but they are by to hear, 
Although apparent Guilt be ſeen in them: 

And ſhall the Figure of God's Majeſty, 

His Captain, Steward, Deputy elect, 

Anointed, crown'd, and planted many Years, 

Be judg'd by Subject and inferior Breath, 

And he himſelf not preſent? Oh, forbid it, God, 
That in a Chriſtian Climate, Souls refin'd 

Should ſhew ſo heinous, black, obſcene a Deed, 


I ſpeak to Subjects, and a Subject ſpeaks, 
Stir'd up by Heav'n, thus boldly for his King. 
My Lord of Hereford here, whom you call King, 
Is a foul Traitor to proud Hereford's King. 
And if you crown him, let me propheſie, 
The Blood of Engliſh fhall manure the Ground, 
And future Ages groan for his foul Act. 
: N 2 
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Peace ſhall go ſleep with Turks and Infidels, 

And in this Seat of Peace; tumultuous Wars 

Shall Kin with Kin, and kind with kind confound. 


Diſorder, Horror, Fear and Mutin 
Shall here inhabit, and this Land be call'd 


| "The Field of Golgotha, and dead Men's Sculls. 


Oh, if you rear this Houſe, againſt this Houle, 
It will the wofulleſt Diviſion prove, | 
That ever fell upon this curſed Earth: 
Prevent it, reſiſt it, let it not be fo, 
Leſt Child, Childs Children cry againſt you, wo. 
North. Well have you argu'd, Sir; and for your Pains, 
Of Capital Treafon we arreſt you here. | 
My Lord of Weſtminſter, be it your Charge, 
To keep him ſafely, till bis Day of Trial. 
| May it pleaſe you, Lords, to grant the Commons Suit? 
Balling. Fetch hither Richard, that in common View 
He may ſurrender: ſo we ſhall proceed | 
Without Suſpicion. - 


York. I will be his Conduct. [Exit 


Bulling. Lords, you that are here under our Arreſt, 
Procure your Sureties for your Days of Anſwer: 
Little are we beholding to your Love, , 

And little look d for at your helping Hands. 
Ry Enter King Richard and York. 

K. Rich. Alack, why-am I ſent for to a King, 
Before I have ſhook off the regal Thoughts 
Wherewith I reign'd? I hardly yet have learn'd 
To inſinuate, flatter, bow, and bend my Knee, 

Give Sorrow leave a while, to return me 
To this Submiſſion. Yet I well remember 
The favours of theſe Men: Were they not mine? 
Did they not ſometime cry, All hail to me? 
So Judas did to Chrift: But he in twelve, 
Found truth in all, but one; I. in twelve thouſand, none. 
God {ave the King: Will no Man ſay, Amen. 
Am I both Prieſt and Clark? Well then, Amen. 
God fave the King, although I be not he: 
And yet Amen, if Heav'n do think him me. 
To do what Service, am I ſent for hither? 
| 15 U 
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* York. To do that Office of thine own good Will, 
Which tired Majeſty did make thee offer : 
The Reſignation of thy State and Crown 
To Henry Bullingbroke. | 
K. Rich. Give me the Crown; Here Couſin ſeize the Crown, 
Here Coufin, on this fide my Hand, on that fide thine. 
Now is this Golden Crown like a deep Well, 
hat owes two Buckets, filling one another, 
he emptier ever dancing in the Air, 
The other down, unſeen, and full of Water: 
That Bucket down, and full of Tears am I, 
Drinking my Griefs, whilſt you mount up on high. 
Bulling. I thought you had been willing to reſign, 
K. Rich. My Crown I am, but ſtill my Griefs are mine; 
You may my Glories, and my State depoſe, 
But not my Griefs; till am 1 King of thoſe, 
Bulling. Part of your Cares you give me with your Crown, 
K. Rich. Your Cares ſet up, do not pluck ray Cares down, 
My Care, is loſs of Care, by old Care done, 
Your Care, is gain of Care, by new Care won. 
The Cares I give, I have, though given away, 
They tend the Crown, yet {tl} with me they ſtay. 
Bulling. Are you contented to reſign the Crown ? 
R. Rich. I no; no I, for ] muſt nothing be: 


Therefore no no, for I reſign to thee, 


' Now, mark me how I will undo my ſelf; 
I give this heavy Weight from off my Head, 


And this unwieldly Scepter from my Hand, 
The pride of Kingly Sway from out my Heart, 


With mine own Tears I waſh away my Blame, 
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With mine own Hands I give away my Crown, 
With mine own Tongue deny my facred State, 

With mine own Breath releaſe all dutious Oaths: 

All Pomp and Majeſty I do forſwear: | 

My Manors, Rents, Revenues, I forgo 

My Acts, Decrees, and Statutes I deny: 

God pardon all Oaths that are broke to me, 

God keep all Vows unbroke are made to thee: 

Make me, that nothing have, with nothing griev'd, 
And thou with all pleas'd, that haſt all atchiev'd; 
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Long may'ſt thou live in Richard's Seat to fit, 

And ſoon lye Richard in an Earthy Pit. 

God ſave King Henry, un-king'd Richard ſay 

And ſend him many Years of Sun-ſhine Da s,. 

What more remains? ys 
North. No more; but that you read 

Theſe Accuſations, and theſe grievous Crimes 

Committed by your Perſon, and your Followers, 

Nw the State and Profit of this Land: 

That by confeſſing them, the Souls of Men 

May deem that you are worthily depos'd. 

K. Rich. Moft I do ſo? And muſt I ravel out 

My weav d- up Fellies? Gentle Northumberland, 

N thy Offences were upon Record, 

Would it not ſhame thee, in ſo fair a Troop, 

To read a Lecture of them? If thou . 

There ſhould'ſt thou find one heinous Article, 

Containing the depoſing of a King, | 

And cracking the ſtrong Warrant of an Oath, 

Mark'd with a blot, damn'd in the Book of Hezv'n. 

Nav, all of you, that ſtand and look upon me, 

Whilſt that my wretchedneis doth bait my ſelf, 

Though ſome of you, vyith Pilate waſh your Hands, 

Shewing an outward Pity: Yet you Pilates 

Have here delivered me to my ſower Croſs, 

And Water cannot waſh away your Sin. 
North. My Lord, diſpatch, read o'er theſe Articles. 
K. Rich. Mine Eyes are full of Tears, I cannot ſee: 

And yet Salt-water blinds them not ſo much, 

But they can ſee a ſort of Traitors here, 

Nay, if I turn mine Eyes upon my ſelf, 

I find my ſelf a Traitor with the reſt: 

For I have given here my Soul's conſent, 

Tundeck the pompous Body of a King; 

Made Glory baſe ; a Soveraign, a Slave; 

Proud Majeſty, a Subject; State, a Peaſant. 

North. My Lord. 5 
K. Rich. No Lord of thine, thou haught- inſulting Man; 

No, nor no Man's Lord: I have no Name, no Title; 

i ko oe that on WY 
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But *tis uſurpt. Alack the heavy Day, 
That I have worn ſo many Winters out, 
And know not now, what Name to call my ſelf. 
Oh, that I were a Mockery, King of Snow, 
Standing before the Sun of Bullingbroke, 
To melt my ſelf away in Water- drops. | 
Good King, great King, and yet not greatly good. 
[To Bulling, 
And if my Word be Sterling yet in England, 
Let it command a Mirdor hither ſtreight, 
That it may ſhew me what a Face J have, 
Since it is Bankrupt of his Majeſty. 
Bulling. Go ſome of you and fetch a Looking-Glaſs: 
North. Read o'er this Paper, while the Glaſs doth come- 
K. Rich, Fiend, thou torment'ſt me, ere 1 come to Hell. 
Bulling. Urge it no more, my Lord Northumberland. 
North. The Commons will not then be ſatisfy d. 
R. Rich. They ſhall be ſatisfy q: PII read enough, 
When I do ſee the very Book indeed, | 
Where all my Sins are writ, and that's my ſelf. 
Enter one with a Glaſs. 
Give me that Glaſs, and therein will I read. 
No deeper Wrinkles yet? Hath Sorrow ſtruck 
So. many Blows upon this Face of mine, 
And made no deeper Wounds? Oh flatt'ring Glaſs, 
Like to my Followers in Proſperity, 
Thou doſt beguile me. Was this Face, the Face 
That every Day under his Houſhold-roof 
Did keep ten thouſand Men ? Was this the Face, 
That like the Sun did make Beholders wink? 
Is this the Face, which fac'd ſo many Follies, 
That was at laſt out-fac'd by Brllingbroke ? 
A brittle Glory ſhineth in this Face, . 
As brittle as the Glory, is the Face, 
For there it is, crackt in an hundred Shivers. 
Mark, ſilent King, the Moral of this ſport, 
How ſoon my Sorrow hath deſtroy'd my Face! 
Bulling. The-Shadow of your Sorrow hath deſtroy'd 
The Shadow of your Face, 
K. Rich. Say that again. 
The Shadow of my Sorrow! ha, let's ſee, 
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Tis very true, my Grief lies all within, | 
And theſe external Manners of Laments 
Are merely Shadows to the unſeen Grief, 
That ſwells with ſilence in the tortur'd Soul. "f 
There lies the Subſtance: And I thank thee, King, 
Fer thy great Bounty, that not only * 't 5 
Me Cauſe to wail, but teacheſt me t 
How to lament the Cauſe, I'll beg one + Fi 
And then be gone, and trouble you no more. 
Shall I obtain it? 
Bullng. Name it, fair Couſin, | 
E. Rich. Fair-Couſin! I am greater than a King 
For when I was a King, my Flatterers 
Were then but Subjects; being now a . 
1 have a King here to my Flatterer: | | 
Being ſo great, I have no need to beg, 1 
Bulling. Yet ask. ' | SECS | 
K. Rich. And ſhall I have? 
Bulling. You ſhall. 
K. Rich. Then give me leave to g0. 
Bulling. Whither? 
EK. Rich, Wnither you will, ſo I were from your ſights. 
Bulling. Go ſome of you, eonvey him to the Tower, 
K. Rich, Oh good; convey: Conveyers are you a 1 
That riſe thus nimbly by a true King's fall. 4 
Bulling. On Wedneſday next we 1 arc ſet down 
Our Coronation: Lords, prepare your ſelves, _ - 
Ex. all but Abbot, Biſhop of Carliſle and Aumerle. 
Abbot. A woful Pageant have we here beheld. 
Biſhop. The wo's to come, the Children yet unborn, 
Shall feel this Day as ſharp to them as Thorn. 
Aum. You holy Clergy-men, is there no Plot 
To rid the Realm of this pernicious Blot? 1 8 
Abbot. Before I freely ſpeak my Mind e 
You ſhall not only take the Sacrement, | 
To bury mine Intents; but alſo to effect 
Whatever I ſhall happen to deviſe. 
I ſee your Brows are full of Wr | bg 
Your Hearcs of Sorrow, and your Eyes of Tears 
Tome home with me to Supper, I If lay a Plot, 
Shall ſhew us all a merry Day, [Exennt. 
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ACT V. SCENE l. 


Euter Queen and Ladies. 
E HIS way the King will come: This is the way 
To Fulius Ce/ar's ill-ereted Tower, 
To whoſe flint Boſom, my condemned Lord 
Is doom'd a Prifoner, by proud Bullingbroke. 
Here let us reſt, if this Rebellious Earth 
Have any reſting for her true King's Queen. 
Enter King Richard and Guards. 

But ſoft, but ſee, or rather do not ſee, 
My fair Roſt wither; yet look up; behold, 
That you in pity may diſſolve to Dew, 
And waſh him freſh again with true-love. Tears. 
Thou the Model, where old Troy did ſtand, [To K. Ric. 
Thou Map of Honour, thou King Richard's Tomb, 
And not King Richard; thou moſt beauteous Inn, 
Why ſhould hard-favour'd Grief be lodg'd in thee, 
When Triumph is become an Ale-houſe Gueſt? 

K. Rich. Join not with Grief, fair Woman, do not 6, 
To make my End too ſudden : Learn, good Soul, 
To think our former State a happy Dream, 
From which awak'd, the truth of what we are 
Shews us but this. I am ſworn Brother, Sweet, 
To grim Neceſſity; and he and! | 
Will keep a League till Death. High thee to France, 
And Cloiſter thee in ſome Raligious Houſe; 
Our holy Lives muſt win a new World's Crown, 
Which our prophane Hours here haye ſtricken down. 

Queen. What, is my Richard both in Shape and Mind 
Transform'd and weakened? Hath Bullingbreke 
Depos'd thine Intellect? Hath he been in thy Heart? 


The Lion dying thruſteth forth his Paw, 


And wounds the Earth, if nothing elſe, with rage 
To be o'er-power'd * And wilt thou, Pupil-like. 
Take thy Correction mildly, kiſs the Rod, 
And fawn on Rage with baſe Humility, 
Which art a Lion and a King of Beaſts? 

K. Rich. A King of Beaſts indeed; if ought but Beaſts, 


* 


I had been ſtill a 2 King of Men. 


Good, ſometime, Queen prepare thee hence for France; 
| N 


5 Think 
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Think I am dead, and that even here thou tak'ſt, 
As from my Death-bed, my laſt· living leave. 
In Winter's tedious Nights ſit by the Fire 
With good old Folks, and let them tell thee Toles 
Of wo wy Ages, long ago betide: 
And ere thou bid good-night, to quit their Grief, 
Tell thou the lies table Fall of 5 
And ſend the Hearers weeping to their Beds: 
For why ? the ſenſeleſs Brands will ſympathize 
"The heavy accent of thy moving Tongue, 
And in Compaſſion weep the Fire out : 
And ſome will mourn in Aſhes, ſome coat-black, 
For the depoſing of a rightful King. | 
Enter Northumberland. | 
North. My Lord, the Mind of Jullingbroke i is chang'd 
Jou muſt to Fomfret, not unto the Tower, _ 
And, Madam, there is order ta en for you: 
With all ſwift ſpeed, you muſt away to France. 
EX. Rich, Nori humberland, thou oe =» nin 
The mounting Bullingbroke aſcends 5 
The time ſhall not be many Hours o | Ab 
More than it is, ere foul Sin, Aberlag «MN , 
Shall break into Corruption; 5 ſhalr think, 
Though he divide the Realm, and give thee half, 
It is too little, helping him to all : 
And he ſhall think, that thou which know'ſt the way 
To plant uorightful Kin 5 wilt know again, 
Being ne er ſo little urg d, another way 
To pluck him beadlong from th 0 Throne. 
The love of wicked Friends converts to Fear; 
That Fear to Hate; and Hate turns one, or both, 
To worthy Danger, and deſerved Death. © 
North. My Guilt be on my Head, and there san end. 
Take leave, and part, for you muſt part forthwith. 
K. Rich. Doubly divorc'd? Bad Men, ye violate 
A two-fold Marriage; 'twixt my Crown and me: 
And then betwixt me and my married Wife. 
Let me unkiſs the Oath, twixt thee and me I the Dweers 
And yet nov ſo, for with a Kiſs *rwas made. 
Part us, Northumberland: I, towards the North, 
Where ſhivering Cold and Sickneſ⸗ pines the Clime: 1 
» my 


4 


Wich flow, but ſtately Pace, kept on his Courſe: 
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My Queen to France; from whence, ſet forth in Pomp, 
She came adorned hither like ſweet May, | 7 
Sent back like Hollowmaſs, or ſhorteſt Day. | 
Queen. And muſt we be divided? Muſt we part? 
K. Rich. Ay, Hand from Hand, my Love, and Heart 
from Heart. 40 
Queen. Baniſh us both, and ſend the King with me. 
North. That were ſome Love, but little Policy. 
Deen. Then whither he goes, thither let E. go. 
K. Rich. So two together weeping, make ode wo. 
Weep thou for me in France; I for thee here: 


Better far off than near, be ne er the near. 


Go, count thy way with Sighs, I mine with Groans: 
Queen. So longeſt way, ſhall have the longeſt Means, 
EK. Rich. Twice for one = ph groan, the way being ſhort, 

And piece the way out with a heavy Heart. 
Come, come, in wooing Sorrow let's be brief, 
Since wedding it there is ſuch length in Grief: 
One Kiſs ſhall top our Mouths, and dumbly part; 
Thus give I mine, and thus take I thy Heart. [They K,. 
| een. Give me mine own again; 'twere no good Part, 
To take on me to keep, and kill thy Heart. 3 
So, now I have mine own again, be gone, [X/ again. 
That I may ftriye to kill it with a Groan. 

K. Rich. We make Wo wanton with this fond delay: 
Once more adieu; the reſt let Sorrow fay. [ Exeunt. 


SCENE II. 


Buer Yark aud his Dutcheſi. | 
Dutch. My Lord, you told me you would tell the reſt, 
When weeping made you break the Story off, 
Of our two Couſins coming into London. 


York. Where did I leaye? 
Dutch. At that ſad ſtop, my Lord, 


Where rude miſ:goyern'd Hands, from Windows tops, 


Threw Duſt and Rubbiſh on King Richard's Head. 
York. Then, as I ſaid, the Duke, great Bullingbroke, 


Mounted upon 2 hot and fiery Steed, 


Which his aſpiring Rider ſeem'd to know, 


While 
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While all Tongues cry'd, God fave thee; Bullingbroke, _ 

Tou would have thought the very Windows ipake, 
So en greedy Looks of young and odd. 

: 8 Caſements darted their deſiring Eyes 
Upon his Viſage; and that all the Walls 

With painted Imagery had ſaid at once, | 

Jeſu preſerve thee, welcome Bullingbroke. F 

Whilſt he, from one fide. to the other turning 

Bare-headed lower than his proud Steed's Neck, 

Beſpoke them thus; I thank you, Country- men; 

And thus ſtill doing, thus he paſt along. #54 eee 

Dutch, Alas! poor Richard, where rides he the whilſt? 

- York, As in a Theatre, the Eyes of Men, 1 

Aſter a well, grac d Actor leaves the Stage, 

Are idlely bent on him that enters next, 

Thinking his Prattle to be tedious: 


| 
CY 


Even ſo, or with much more contempt, Mens Eyes, 
Did ſcowle on Richard; no Man cry'd, God faye him: 
No joy ful Tongue gave him his welcome home, 
But Duſt was thrown upon his Sacred Head, 
Which with ſuch gentle Sorrow be ſhook off, 
His Face ſtill combating. with Tears and Smiles, 
The Badges of his Grief and Patience, . 
That had not God, for ſome ſtrong Purpoſe, ſteel d 
The Hearts of Men, they muſt per force have melted, 
And Barbariſm it ſelf have pitied him. 
But Heav'n hath a Hand in theſe Events, 
To whoſe high Will we bound our calm Contents/ 
To Bullingbroke are we ſworn Subjects now, 
Whoſe State, and Honour, I for aye allow). 
| Enter Aumerle. 
Dutch. Here eomes my Son Aumerle. 

Tork. Aumerle that was, | * 
But that is loſt, for being Richard's Friend. 
And, Madam, you muſt call him Rutland now: 
J am in Parliament pledge for his Truth, 
And laſting Fealty in the new- made King. 

Dutch. Welcome my Son; who are the Violets now, 
That ſtrew the green Lap of the new- come Spring? 
un. Madam, I know not, nor I greatly care, 
4 Soc 
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God knows I had as lief be none, as one. 

York, Well, bear you well in this new-ſpring of time, 
© Leſt you be cropt before you come to prime. 

What News from Oxford? Hold thoſe juſts and Triumphs? 
Aum. For ought I know, my Lord, they do. 

Tork. You will be there I know. 
Aum. If God prevent me not, I purpoſe ſo. 
York, What Seal is that that hangs without thy Boſom ? 

Yea, look'ſt thou pale? Let me ſee the Writing. | 
Aum. My Lord, tis nothing. 

York. No matter then who ſees it. 
I will be ſatisfied, let me fee the Writing. 
Aum. 1 do beſeech your Grace to pardon me, 

Ir is a matter of ſmall Conſequence, 

Which for ſome Reaſons I weuld not have ſeen. 
York, Which for ſome Reaſons, Sir, I mean to ſees 

I fear, I fear. 

Dutch. What ſhould you fear? ? 

Tis nothing but ſome Bond, that he is enter'd into 

For gay Apparel, againſt the Triumph. 

York. Bound to himſelf? What doth he with a Bond 

That he is bound to? Wife, thou art a Fool. 

Boy, let me ſee the Writing. | | 
Aum. I do beſeech you pardon me, I may not new it. 
Tork. I will be ſatisfied, let me fee it, 1 fay, 

[Snatches it, and read. 

Treaſon! foul Treaſon! Villain, Traitor, Slave. 

Dutch. What's the matter, my Lord? 

Tork. Hoa, who's within there? Saddle my Horſe, 

Heav'n for his Mercy ; what Treachery is here? 

Dutch. Why, what'is't, my Lord? 
Tork. Give me my Boots I ſay; ſaddle my Horſe 

Now by my Honour, my Life, my Troth, 

I will appeach the Villain. 

Dutch. What is the matter? 
Vork. Peace, fooliſh Woman. 

Dutch. 1 will not peace: What is the matter, Son? 
Aum. Good Mother be content, it is no more 

Than my poor Life muſt anſwer. ey 

Dutch. Thy Life anſwer! 


Enter 


- 
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Euter Servant with Boots. 4 | R 
York. Bring my Boots, I will unto the King. 


Dutch. Strike him, Aumerle. Poor Boy, thou art amaz d. 


Hence Villain, neyer more come in my a i . 
Pork. Give me my Boots, I fay. ; 
Dutch. Why, York, what wilt thou do? 

Wilt thou not hide the Treſpaſs of thine own ? 

Have we more Sons? Or are we like to have? 

Is not my teeming date drunk up with Time? 

And wilt thou pluck my fair Son from mine * 

And rob me ot n y Mother's Name? 

Is he not like thee? Is he not thine own? 

York. Thou fond mad Woman, b 
Wilt thou conceal this dark Conſpiracy? "= 
A dozen of them here have ta'en the —— 
And interchangeably haye ſet their Hands 
To kill the King at Oxford. 

Dutch. He ſhall be none: 

We'll keep cy nary then what i ay that to nan; 
York. Away fond Woman, were he twenty times 

My Son, 1 4 appeach him. my 

Dutch, Hadſt thou groan'd for him 
As 1 have done, thou dſt be more pitiful: _ 
But now I know thy Mind; thou doſt ſuſpe& 
That I have been diffoyal to thy Bed, : 

And that he is a Baſtard, not thy Son: | 
Sweet York, ſweet Husband, be not of that mind: 
He is as like thee, as a Man may be, 16 
Nor like to me, nor any of my Kin, 
And yet I love him. 
York. Make way, unruly Woman. | [ Exit, 
Dutch. After, Aumerle. Mount thee ppon Hople, 
Spur Poſt, and get before him to the King, 
And beg thy Pardon, ere he do accuſe thee, 
I'll not be long behind ; though 1 be old, 
I doubt not but to ride as faſt as York : t 
And never will-1 riſe up from the Ground. 


Till Ballingbroke: have * thee, Awo y, be gone. 
* Eeamt 
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SCENE III. 


Euter Bullingbroke, Percy, and other Lords. 


Bulling. Can no Man tell of my unthrifty Son? 
"Tis full three Months fince 1 did fee him laſt. 
If any Plague hang over us, tis he: 


I would to Heav'n, my Lords, he might be found, 


Enquire at London, mongſt the Taverns there: 

For there, they ſay, he daily doth frequent, 

With unreſtrained looſe Companions 

Even ſuch, they ſay, as ſtand in narrow Lanes, 

And rob our Watch, and beat our Paſſengers, 

Which he, young, wanton, and effeminate Boy, 

Takes on the point of Honour, to ſupport 

So diſſolute a Crew. . 

Percy. My Lord, ſome two Days ſince I ſaw the Prince, 
And told him of theſe Triumphs held at Oxford, 

Bullmg. And what ſaid the Gallant ? | 

Percy. His Anſwer was; he would unto the Stews, 
And from the common'ſ Creature pluck a Glove 
And wear it as a Favour, and with that 
He would unhorſe the luſtieft Challenger. | 

Bulling. As diſſolute as deſp'rate, yet through both 
I ſee. ſome Sparks of better hope; which elder Days 
May happily bring forth. But who comes here? 

| Enter Aumerle, 

Aum. Where is the King? 

Bulling What means our Couſin, that he ſtares 
And looks fo wildy? 

Aum. God ſave your Grace. I do beſeech your Majeſty | 
To have ſome conference with your Grace alone. 

Bulling. Withdraw your ſelves, and leave us here alone: 
What is the matter with our Couſin now ? 

Aum. For ever may my Knees grow to the Earth, [Kneels, 
My Tongue cleave to my Roof within my Mouth, 
Unleſs a Pardon, ere I rife or ſpeak, 85 

Bulling. Intended or committed was this Fault? 

If on the firſt, how heinous ere it be, | 
To win thy After-love I pardon thee, 


* 
Aum. 
— 
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Aum. Then give me leave that I may turn the Key, 
That no Man enter till the Tale be done. 
Bulling. Have thy deſire. *4 „ $f Crone within, 
York. My Liege beware, look to thy ſelf, 
Thou haſt a Traitor in thy Preſence there. 
Bulling. Villain, I'll make thee ſafe. | 
Aum. Stay thy revengeful Hand, thou haſt no cauſeto feari 
York. Open the Door,. ſecure fool-hardy King: 
Shall I for love ſpeak Treaſon to thy Face? 
Open the Door, or I will break. it open. 0 
Enter York. 15 | 
Bulling. What i is the matter, Uncle, ſpeak, recoverbreath, 
Tell us how near is danger, | 
That we may arm us to encounter it. 
York. Peruſe this Writing here, and thou walt know 
The reaſon that my, haſte forbids nie ſhow. | © 
Aum. Remember as thou read't, thy Promiſe paſt: 
I do repent me, read not my Name there, g 
Heart is not confederate with my Hand. 
ork. It was, Villain, ere thy Hand did ſet it town, 
I tore it from the Traitor's Boſom, King. 
Fear, and not Love, begets his Penitence ; 
Forget-to pity him, leſt thy Pity prove 
A Serpent, that will ſting thee to the Heart. 
Bulling, O heinous, rong, and bold Confjracy? 
© loyal Father of a treacherous Son : | 
Thou ſheer, immaculate, and Silver Fountain, 
From, whence this Stream, through muddy Paſſages 
Hath had his Current, and defil'd himſelf, | 
Thy overflow of good, conyerts to bad, 13 
© And thine abundant Goodneſs ſhall excuſe 0 
This deadly Blot, in thy digreſſing Son. 0 
Tork. So ſhall my Virtue be his Vice's Bawd, „ 
And he ſhall ſpend mine Honour with his Shamez 
As thrifileſs Sons their ſcraping Father's Gold. 
Mine Honour lives when his Diſhonour dies: 
Or my ſham'd Life in his Diſhonour lies: 
Thou kill'ſt me in his Life, giving him breath, 7 
The Traitor lives, the true Man's put to Death. : 
| [Dutcheſs within. 
Dutch, What ko, my Liege! for Heay'ns fake let me in; 


Bulling 
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Bulling. What ſhrill-yoic'd Suppliant makes this eager 
cry? | 
Dutch, A Woman, and thine Aunt, great King, tis I. 
Speak with me, pity me, open the Poor, 
A Beggar begs, that never begg'd before. — 
Bulling. Our Scene is alter d from a ſerious thing, 
And now chang'd to the Beggar, and the King: 
My dangerous Couſin, let your Mother in, | 
I know ſhe's come to pray for your foul Sin: 
York. If thou do pardon, whoſoever pray» 
More Sins for this forgiveneſs proſper may; 
This feſter'd Joint cut off, the reſt reſts ſound, 
This let alone, will all the reſt confound. 
Enter Dutcheſs. 3 
Dutch. O King, believe not this hard-hearted Man, 
Love, loving not it ſelf, none other can. 
Tork. Thou frantick Woman, what doſt thou do here? 
Shall thy old Dugs once more a Traitor rear? 
Dutch. Sweet York be patient; hear me, gentle Liege. 
[Kneels, 
Bulling. Riſe up, good Aunt. | 
Dich. Not yet, I thee beſeech; 
For ever will I kneel upon my Knees, 
And never ſee Day that the happy ſees, 
Till thou give Joy, until thou bid me Joy, 
By pardoning Rutland, my tranſgreſſing Boy. 
Aum. Unto my Mother's Prayers, 1 Yar' my Knee. 
| | [ Kneels, 
York. Againſt them both, my true Joints bended be. | Kneels, 
Dutch. Pleads he in earneſt? Look upon his Face; 
His Eyes do drop no Tears, his Prayers are in jeſt; 
His Words come from his Mouth, ours from our Breaft: 
He prays but faintly, and would be deny'd; 5 
We pray with Heart and Soul, and all beſide. 
His weary Joints would gladly riſe, I know ; | 
Our Knees ſhall kneel, till to the Ground they grow, 
His Prayers are full of falſe Hypocriſie, 
Ours of true Zeal, and deep Integritʒꝛ: 
Our Prayers do out- pray his, then let them have 
That Mercy, which true Prayers ought to have. 


Bulling. 
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Bulling. Good Aunt ſtand up. 
Dutch. Nay, do not ſay ſtand up, $i 
But pardon firſt, and afterwards ſtand up. j 
And if I were thy Nurſe, thy Tongue to teach, ! 
Pardon ſhould be the firſt Word of thy Speech. | 
I never long'd to hear a Word till now: 
Say Pardon, King, let pity teach thee how. + 
The Word is ſhort, but not ſo ſhort as ſweet, 
No Word like Pardon, for Kings Mouths ſo meet. 
York. Speak it in French, King, ſay Pardonaez, moy. 
Dutch. Doſt thou teach Pardon, Pardon to deſtroy ? 
Ah my ſowre Husband, my hard-hearted Lord, 
That ſet'ſt the Word it ſelf, againſt the Word. 
Speak Pardon as tis currant in our Land, 
The chopping French we do not underſtand. 
Thine Eye begins to ſpeak, ſet thy Tongue there: 
Or in thy piteous Heart, plant thou thine Ear, 
That hearing how our Plaints and Prayers do pierce, 
Pity may move thee, Pardon to rehearſe. 
Bulling. Good Aunt ſtand up. 
Durch. i do not iue to fand 
Pardon is all the Suit I have in hand. 
Bulling. 1 pardon him, as Heay'n ſhall pardon me. 
Dutch. O happy Vantage of a kneeling Knee; 
Yet am I ſick for Fear; ſpeak it again, 
Twice ſaying Pardon, doth not pardon twain, 
But makes one Pardon ſtrong. 
Bulling. I pardon him with all my Heart. 
Dutch. A God on Earth thou art. 0 
Bulling. But for our truſty Brother- in- law, the Abb et, 
With all the reft of that conſorted Crew, | 
DeſtruQtion ſtreight ſhall dog them at the Heels. 


< 


Good Uncle help to order ſeveral Powers 


To Oxford, or here · e er theſe Traitors are: 
They ſhall not lite within this World, I ſwear, 
But I will have them once know where. 
Uncle farewel, and Couſin adieu; | 
Your Mother well hath pray'd, and prove you true. 
Dutch. Come my old Son, I pray Heay'n make thee 
ter 
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Enter Exton and à Servant. 
Exton. Didſt thou not mark the King what Words he ſpake ? 
Have I no Friend will rid me of this living Fear. 
Was it no ſo? 
Serv. Thoſe were his very Words. | 
Exton. Have I no Friend? quoth he; he ſpake it twice, 
And urg'd it twice together; did he not ? 
Serv. He did. 
Exton. And ſpeaking it, he wiſtly look'd on me, 
As who ſhall fay, I would thou wert the Man 
That would divorce this Terror from my Heart; 
Meaning the King at Pomfret. Come, let's go, ; 
I am the King's Friend, and will rid his Foe. [ Exeunt. 


SCENE TW. A Priſon. 


Eater King Richard. 


K. Rich. I have been ſtudying, how to compare 
This Priſon where I live, unto the World; 
And for becauſe the World is populous, 
And here is not a Creature but my ſelf, 
I cannot do it; yet I'll hammer't out. 
My Brain, Fl prove the Female to my Soul, 
My Soul, the Father; and theſe two beget 
A Generation of til] breeding Thoughts; 
And theſe ſame Thoughts people this little World 
In Humours, like the People of this World, 
For no Thought is contented. The better Sort, 
As Thoughts of things divine, are intermixt 
With Scruples, and do ſet the Faith it ſelf - 
: Againſt the Faith; as thus; came little ones; and then again, 

It is as hard to come, as for a Camel 
To thread the Poſtern of a Needle's Eye. 
Thoughts tending to Ambition, they do plot 
Unlikely Wonders; how theſe yain weak Nails 
May tear a Paſſage through the flinty Ribs 
Of this hard World, my ragged Priſon Walls: 
And for they cannot, 4 in their en Pride. 
Thoughts tending to Content, flatter themſelyes, 
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That they are nor the firſt of Fortune's Slaves, 
Nor ſhall not be the laſt. Like filly Beggars, 
Who-ſitting in the Stocks, refuge their Shame 
That many have, and others muſt fit there; 
And in this Thought, they find a kind of Eaſe, 
Bearing their own:Misfortune on the Back, 
Of ſuch as have before endur'd the like. 
Thus play I in one Priſon, many People, 
And none contented, Sometimes am I King, 
Then Treaſon makes me wiſh my ſelf a Beggar, 
And ſo I am. Then cruſhing Penury _ 
Perſuades me, I was better when a King; 

Then am I king'd again; and by and by, 

Think that I am unking'd by Bullingbroke, 


And ſtreight am nothing. But what. e er I am, [Muſck, 


Nor I, nor any Man, that but Man is, 

With nothing ſhall be pleas'd, till he be eas'd 

With being nothing. Muſick do I hear? | 
Ha, ha; keep time: How ſower ſweet Muſick is, 
Wien ties is broke, and no Proportion kept? 

So is it in the Muſick of Mens Lives; [7 

And here have 1 the Daintineſs of Ear, 

To here time broke in a diſorder d String; = 

But for the Concord of my State and Time, 

Had not an Ear to hear my true Time broke: 

I waſted Time, and now doth Time waſte me. 
For now hath Time made me his numbring Clock: 
My Thoughts are Minutes ; and with Sighs they jar, 
Their Watches to mine Eyes, the outward Watch, 
Whereto my Finger, like a Dial's Point, | 
Is pointing ſtill, in cleanſing them from Tears. 
Now, Sir, the Sound that tells what Hour it is, 
Are clamorous Groans, that ſtrike upon my Heart, 
Which is the Bell; ſo Sighs, and Tears, and Groans, 
Shew Minutes, Hours, and Times: O but my Time 
Runs poſting on, in Bullmgbroke's proud Joy, 
While I ſtand fooling here, his Jack oth Clock. 
This Muſick mads me, let it ſound no more; | 
For though it have holp mad Men to their Wits, _ 
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In me it ſeems, it will make wiſe Men mad. 
: Yet _— on his Heart that gives it me, 
For 'tis a Sign of Love; and Love to Richard, 
Is a ſtrange Brooch, in this all-hating World. . 
| Enter Groom. 
Groom. Hail, royal Prince. 
K. Rich. Thanks, noble Peer. 
The cheapeſt of us, is ten Groats too dear. 
What art thou? and how com'ſt thou hither, 
Where no Man ever comes, but that ſad D f 
That brings me Food, to make Misfortune bve? A. X 
Groom. I was a poor Groom of thy Stable, King, 
When thou wert King, who travelling towards York, 
With much ado, at length have gotten. Leave, 
To look upon my, ſometimes Royal, Maſter's Face. 
O how it — my Heart, when I beheld 
In London Streets, that Coronation Day; 
When Bullingbroke rode on roan Barbary; - 
That Horſe, that thou ſo often haſt beſtrid 
That Horſe, that I ſo carefully have dreſs d. | 
K. Rich. Rode he on Barbary? Tell me, gentle Friend, 
How went he under him? F 
Groom. So proudly, as if he had diſdain'd the Ground. 
K. Rich. So proud that Bullmgbroke was on his Back 
That jade hath eat Bread from my royal Hand. 
This Hand hath made him proud with clapping him. 
Would he not ſtumble? Would he not fall down, 
Since Pride muſt have a fall, and break the Neck 
Of that proud Man, that did uſurp his Back ? 
Forgiveneſs, Horſe; why do I rail on thee, - 
Since thou, created to be aw'd by Man, 
Waſt bora to bear? I was not made a Horſe, 
And yet I bear a Burthen like an Aſs, 
Spur-gall'd, and tyr'd by jauncing Bullingbroke. 
| Enter Keeper with a Diſh, . _ 
Keep. Fellow, give Place, here is no longer ſtay. 
| [To the Groom 
K. Rich. If thou love me, tis time thou wert away. 


Groom. 
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Groom. What my Tongue dares not, that my Heart ſhall 


Keep. My Lord, will pleaſe you to fall to? 
K. HO Taſte of it firſt, as thou wert wont to do. 
. My Lord, I dare not; Sir Pierce of Exton, 

Who tely came from th King, commands the contrary. 
. Rich. The Devil take Henry of Lancafter, and thee}; 
Patience is ftale, and I am weary of it. OG the Keeper, 

Keep. Help, help, help. | 
| Enter Exton and Servants. 
K.Rich. How now? What means Death in this rude 


_  Aﬀault? | 
Villain, thine own Hand yields thy Deaths Inſtrument; 


Go thou and fill another Room in Hell. 
[Exton ftrikes him down. 
That Hand ſhall burn in-never-quenching Fire, 
That ſtaggers thus my Perſon. Exton, thy fierce Hand, 
Hath with the King's ” Blood ſtain d the King's own Land. 
Mount, mount my Soul, thy Seat is up on os 
Whilſt my groſs Fleſh ſinks downward here — die. Dies. 
Exton. As full of Valour as of Royal Blood, 
Both have I ſpilt: Oh would the Deed were good; 
For now the Devil that told me I did well, 
Says, that this Deed is chronicled in Hell. 
This dead King to the living King I'll bear, | 
Take hence * reſt, and give them burial here. [Exeunci 


SCENE V. 


 Flouriſh: Enter Bullingbroke, | York, with other Lords and 
Attendants. f 


Bulling. Unele York, the lateſt News we hear, 
Is that the Rebels have conſum'd with Fire 
Our Towyu of Giceſter in Glouceſter ſhire ; | 
But whether they be ta en or ſlain, we hear not. 

Enter Northumberland. 

welcome my Lord: What is the News ? 

North. Firſt to thy ſacred State with I all Happin{s; 
The next News is, I have to London lent 


; * Heads of Salisbury, S encer, Blunt and Kent, 
The 
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The manner of their taking may appear 
At large diſcourſed in this Paper here. [Preſenting # Paper, 
Bulling. We thank thee, gentle Percy, for thy Pains, 
And to thy Worth will add right worthy Gains, 
| Enter Fitz-water. | 
Fitz. My Lord, I have from Oxford ſent to Londoy 


The Heads of Broecas, and Sir Bennet Seely ; 


Two of the dangerous conſorted Traitors, 
That ſought at Oxford thy dire Overthrow. 
Bulling. Thy Pains, Fitz-water, ſhall not be forgot, 
Right noble is thy Merit, well I wot: 
Enter Percy and the Biſhop of Carliſle. 
Percy. The grand Conſpirator Abbot of Weſtminfler, 
With clog of Conſcience, and four Melancholly, 
Hath yielded up his Body to the Grave; 
But here is Carliſle, living to abide 
Thy kingly Doom, and Sentence of his Pride. 
Bulling. Carlifle, this is your Doom: 
Chuſe out ſome ſeeret Place, ſome reverend Room 
More than thou haſt, and with it joy thy ſelf: 
So as thou liv'ſt in Peace, die free from Strife. 
For though mine Enemy thou haſt ever been, 
High Sparks of Honour in thee I have ſeen; 
Enter Exton with a Coffin. 
Exton. Great King, within this Coffin I preſent 


Thy bury'd Fear. Herein all breathleſs lyes 


The mightieſt of thy mes Enemies, 

Richard of Baurdeaux by me hither brought. 

Bulling. Exton 1 thank thee not, for thou haſt wrought 

A Deed of Slaughter with XN fatal Hand, 

Upon my Head, and all this famous Land. | 
Exton. From your own Mouth, my Lord, did I this Deed. 
Bulling. They love not Poiſon, that do Poiſon need; 

Nor do I thee, though I did wiſh him dead; 

I hate the Murtherer, love him murthered, 


The Guilt of Conſcience take thou for thy Labour, 


But neither my good Word, nor princely Fayour, 

With Cain go wander through the Shade of Night, 

And neyer ſhew thy Head by Day, nor Light, 
| | Lords, 
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Lords, I proteſt my Soul is full of Wo, 
That Blood. ſhould ſprinkle me, and make me grow. 
Come mourn with me, for that 1 do lament, 

And put on ſullen Black incontinent: 

I'll make a Voyage to the Holy-Land, 

To waſh this Blood off from my guilty Hand. 

March ſadly after, grace my Mourning here, 

In weeping after this untimely Bier. [Exe ome, 
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HENRY IV. 


With the Life and Death of 


Henry Sirnam'd Hot-Spur. 


ACT I. SCENE I. 


Enter King Henry, Lord John of Lancaſter, Earl 
of Weſtmorland, and others. 
King HENRY, 
7 O ſhaken as we are, ſo wan with cue, 
Find we a time for frighted Peace to pant, 
And breathe ſhort-winded accents of 
new Broils + 
To be commenc'd in Stronds afar te- 
mote: ; | 8 
— No more the thirty Entrance of this Soil 
Shall damp her Lips with her own Childrens Blood: 
No more ſhall trenching War channel her Fields, 
Nor bruiſe her Flowrets with the armed Hoofs 
Of Hoſtile Paces- Thoſe oppoſed Eyes, 
Which like the Meteors of a troubled Heay'n, 
Vol. III. O2 All 
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All of one Nature, of one Subſtance bred, 
Did lately meet in the inteſtine ſhock, 
And furious cloſe of civil Butcher. 
[Shall now in mutual well. beſeeming Ranks 


[March all one Way, and be no more oppos'd 


Againſt Acquaintance, Kindred, and Allies; 
The edge of War, like an ill- ſneathed Knife, Et 
No more ſhall cut his Maſter. Therefore, 2 
As far as to the Sepulchre of Chriſt, 
Whoſe Soldier now, under whoſe bleſſed Croſs 
We are impreſſed, and ingag d to fight, 1 
Fortbwith a Power ef Engliſh ſhall we leyy. 
Whoſe Arms were moulded in their Mother's Womb, 
To chaſe theſe Pagans in thoſe holy Fields, 
Over whoſe Acres walk'd thoſe bleſſed Feet 
Which fourteen hundred Years ago were nail'd 
For our Advantage on the bitter Croſs, 
But this our purpole i is a Twelvemonth old, 
And bootleſs tis to tell you we will go: 
Therefore we meet not now. Then let me e hear 
Of you my gentle Contin Weſtmorland, 
What yeſternight our Council did 3 . 
In forwarding this dear Expedience. 1 
Heſt. My Liege, this haſte was hot in queſtion, | 
Pod many limits of the Charge ſet down 
yeſternight; When all athwart there came 
A Pol from Males, loaden with heavy News; 
Whoſe worſt was, that the noble Morzimer, . 
Leading the Men of Herefordſpire Wit 
Againſt the irregular and wild Glendower, . 
Was by the rude Hands of that Welſhman taken, 0 
And a thouſand of his People butchered; | 
Upon whoſe dead Corps there was ſuch miſuſe, 
Such beaſtly, ſhameleſs Transformation, i: 
* Þy thoſe Welſhwomen dane, as may not be, 1574 
Without much ſhame, be told or ſpoken, of. 


* 
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K. Henry. It ſeems then, that the tidings of this Broil. 


Brake off our Buſineſs for the Holy Land. 


Weſt. This, matcht with other like, my gracious Lord; 


Far more uneven and unwelcome News 


- * o 
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Came from the North, and thus it did report : 
On Holy-rood Day, the gallant Hor. ſpur there, 
Young Harry Percy, and brave drchibald, 
That eyer-valiant and approyed Scox, | 
At Holmedon met, where they did ſpend 
A fad and bloody Hour: 
As by diſcharge of their Artillery | 
And ſhape of likelihood the News was told: 
For he that brought them, in the very Heat 
And pride of their Contention, did take Horſe, 
Uncertain of the Iſſue any way. 
K. Henry. Here is a dear 41 true induſtrious Friend, 
Sir Walter Blunt, new lighted from his Horſe, 
Stain'd with the variation of each Soil, 
Betwixt the Holmedon, and this Seat of ours: 
And he hath brought us ſmooth and welcome News. 
The Earl of Dowglas is diſcomfited, 
Ten thouſand bold Scots, two and twenty Knights 
Balk d in their own Blood did Sir Walter fee 
On Holmedon's Plains. Of Priſoners, Hot. ſpur took 
Mordake Earl of Fife, and eldeſt Son 8 
To beaten Dowglas, and the Farl of Athol, 
Of Marry, Angus, and Menteith. 
And is not this an Honourable Spoil? 
A gallant Prize? Ha, Couſin is it not? In faith it is. 
Weſt. A Conqueſt for a Prince to boaſt of. 
EK. Henry. Yea, there thou mak'ſt me ſad, and mak'ſt me fin, 
In envy, than my Lord Northumberland = | 
Should be the Father of fo bleſt a Son; $ | 
A Son, who is the Theam of Honour's Tongue: 
Amongſt a Grove, the very ſtreighteſt Plant, 
Who is ſweet Fortune's Minion, and her Pride: 
Whilſt T by looking on the Praife of him, 
See Riot and Diſhonour ſtain the Brow 
Of my young Harry. O that it could be proy'd, 
That ſome Night-tripping Fairy had exchang'd, 
-In Cradle Cloaths, our Children where they lay, 
And call'd mine Percy, bis Plantagenet ; 
Then would I have his Harry, and he mine: 
But let him from my Thoughts. What think you Coz, 
Be} O 3 | Of 
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Of this young Percy's Pride? The Priſoners, 
Which he in this Adventure hath ſurpriz d, 

To his own uſe he keeps, and ſends me Word 

I ſhall have none but Mordake Earl of Fife. 

Weſt. This is his Uncle's teaching, this is Porcefler, 
Malevolent to you in all Aſpects; 3141.8 
Which makes him prune himſelf, and briſtle up 
The creſt of Youth againſt your Dignity. aur 

K. Henry. But I have ſent for him to anſwer this; 
And for this Cauſe a while we muſt neglect 
Our holy Purpoſe to Feruſalem. | | 
Coufin, on Wedneſday next, our Council we will hold 
At Windfer, ſo inform the Lords, | 
But come your ſelf with heed to us again; 

For more is to be ſaid, and to be done, 
Than out of Anger can be uttered. 13 

Weſt. I will, my Liege. Exeunt. 


SCENE II. 


Enter Henry Prince of Wales, and Sir John Falſtafl. 

Fal. Now Hal, what time of Day is it, Lad? 

P. Henry. Thou art ſo fat-witted with drinking of old 
Sack and unbuttoning thee after Supper, and ſleeping up- 
on Benches in the Afternoon, that thou haſt forgotten to 
demand that truly, which thou would'ſt truly know. What 
a Devil haſt thou to do with the time of the Day? unleſs 
Hours were Cups of Sack, and Minutes Capons, and 
Clocks the Tongues of Bawds, and Dials the Signs of 
Leaping-Houſes, and the bleſſed Sun himſelf a fair hot 
Wench in Flame-colour'd Taffata, I ſee no Reaſon why thou 
ſnouldſt be ſo ſuperfluous, to demand the time of the Day. 

Fal. Indeed you come near me now, Hal. For we that 
take Purſes go by the Moon and ſeven Stars, and not 
by Pbæbim, he, that wandring Knight ſo fair. And I 
pray thee, ſweet Wag, when thou art King as God 
ſave thy Grace, Majeſty I ſhould ſay, for Grace thou wilt: 
have none, — bal 


P. Heng. What! none? 


| Fat, 
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Fal. No, not ſo much as will ſerve to be Prologue to au 
Egg and Butter. 

P. Henry. Well, how then ? Come roundly, roundly. 

Fal. Marry then, ſweet Wag, when thou art King, let 
not us that are Squires of the Night's Body, be call'd 
Thieves of the Day's Beauty. Let us be Diana's Foreſters, 
Gentlemen of the Shade, Minions of the Moon; and 
let Men ſay, we be Men of good Governfnent, being go- 
verned as the Sea is, by our noble and chaſt Ni the 
Moon, under whoſe Countenance we fteal. 

P. Henry. Thou fay'ſt well, and it holds well too; for the 
Fortune of us that are the Moon's Men, doth ebb and flow 
like the Sea, being govern'd as the Sea is, by the Moon. 
As for Proof, now: A Purſe of Gold mot reſolutely ſnatch'd 
on Monday Night, and moſt diſſolutely ſpent on Tueſday 
Morning ; got with ſwearing, Laid by; and ſpent with cry- 
ing, Bring in: Now in as low an Ebb, as the Foot of the Lad- 
der; and by and by in as high a flow as the Tide of the Gallov-s. 

Fal. Thou ſay'ſt true, Lad: And is not my Hoſteſs of 
the Tavern a moſt ſweet Wench? 

P. Henry, As is the Honey, my old Lad of the Caftle; 
and is not a Buff-Jerkin a moſt ſweer Robe of durance? 

Fal, How, how? How now mad Wag? What, in thy 
Quips and thy Quiddities? What a plague have I to do 
with a Buff. Jerkin? 

P. Henry. Why, what a Pox have I to do with my Ho- 
ſteſs of the Tavern? : 

Fal, Well, thou haſt call'd her to a reckoning many a 
time and oft. | 
P. Henry. Did I ever call thee to pay thy Part? 

Fal. No, Ell give thee thy due, thou haſt paid all there. 

FP. Henry. Yea, and elſewhere, ſo far as my Coin would 
Aretch, and where it would not, I have us d my Credit. 

Fal. Yea, and ſo us d it, that were it here aparent, 
that thou art Heir apparent But I prithee ſweet Wag, 
ſhall there be Gallows ranging in England when thou arc 
King? and Reſolution thus fobb'd as it is, with the ruſty 
curb of old Father Antick the Law? Do not thou when 
thou art a King, hang a Thief. 

P. Henry, Ne; thou ſhalt, 
n Fa. 
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he . Shall 1? O rare! Il be a brave judge · 
enry. Thou « og falſe already; I mean * ſhalt 


** ar hanging tbe Thieves, and ſo become | rare Hang- 
man. 


Fal. Well, Hal, well; and in ſome ſort it . with 
my Humour, as well as waiting in the Court, Leantell you. 

P. Henyy.. For obtaining of Suits? | 

Fal. Yea, for obtaining of Suits, here the Hang - 
man hath no lean Wardrobe. I am as mefatboly as a 
Gyb- Cat, or a lugg d Bear. 

P. Henry. Or an old Lion, or a Lover's Lute... 

Fal. Yea, or the Drone of a Lincolnſhire Bagpipe. 

P. Henry, What ſay ſt thou to a Hare, or the Mlancho: 


| 17 of Moor · Ditch? 
Fial. Thou haſt the moſt unſavoury Similes, and art indead 
the moſt comparative raſcalleſt ſweet young Prince - But. 


Hal, I prithee trouble me no more with Vanity ; I would 
thou and | knew, where a Commodity of good Names were 
to be bought: An old Lord of the Council Ated me the 
other Day in the Street about you, Sir; but I, hark'd him 
not, and yet he talk'd very wiſely, and in th street too. 
P. Remy. Thou didſt well; for no Man reg rds it. 
Fal. O, thou haſt damneble Iteration, and apt indeed a- 
ble to corrupt a Saint. Thou haſt done much harm unto 
me, Hal, God forgive thee for it. Before I knew thee, Hal, 
I knew nothing; and now 1 am, if a Man ſhould ſpeak trul 7. 
little better than one of the Wicked. I muſt give over this 
Life, and Iwill give it over; and I do not, I am a Villain. 
I'll be damned for never a King's Son in Chriſtendom. | 
P. Henry. Where ſhall we take a Purſe to Morrow, Fack ? 
Fal. Where thou wilt, Lad, I'll make one; and I do 
not, call me Villain, and baffle me. 
P. Henry. I ſee a good Amendment of Life ine, from 


* Praying to Purſe- taking. 
Fal. Why, Hal, tis my 8 Hal. 'Tis 0 nn for 
_aManto] ur in his Vocation. 19 
Enter Poins. 


Poins. Now ſhall we know if Gads-hill have ſeta Watch. 
O, if Men were to be ſaved by Merit; what Hole in Hell 
were hot enough fer him? This is the moſt Ra 
Villain, chat eyer cry'd, Stand, to a true 
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P. Henry Good morrow, Ned. | 
Poins. Good Morrow. ſweet Hal. What ſays Monſieur 


Remorſe? What ſays Sir John Sack and Sugar? Jack! 


How agrees the Devil and thee about thy Soul, that thou 


ſoldeſt him on Good Friday laſt, for a Cup of Madera, 


and a cold Capon's Leg? 


P. Henry. Sir John ſtands to his Word, the Devil ſhall _ 


have his Bargain, for he was never yet a breaker of Pro- 
verbs; He will give the Devil his due. 
Poins. Then art thou damn d for keeping thy Word with 
P. rg Elſe he had been damn'd for cozening the Devil. 
Poins. But, my Lads, my Lads, to morrow Morning, by 


four a Clock early at Gads Hill; there are Pilgrims going to 


Canterbury with rich Offerings, and Traders riding to 
London with fat Purſes. I have Vizards for you all; you 
have Horſes for your ſelyes; Gads-Hill lies to Night in Ro- 
cheſter, have beſpoke Supper to morrow in Eaſt cheap; we 
may do it as ſecure as ſleep: If you will go, I will tuff 
your, Purſes full of Crowns; if you will not, tarry at home 
and be hang d. | i 

Fal. Hear he Tedward, if I tarry at home, and go not, 
III hang you for going. | 

Poins. You will, Chops ? | 

Fal. Hal, wilt thou make one? 

F. Henry. Who, I rob? T a Thief? not l. * 
Fal. There's neither Honeſty, Manhood, nor good Fellot y- 
ſhip in thee, nor thou eam A not of the Blood-Royal, if 
thou dar ſt not ſtand for ten Shillings. lo nv ge 
P. Henry, Well then, once in my Days L' be a mad - cap. 
Fal. Why, that's well ſaid. ' 
P. Henry, Well, come what will, I'll tarry at home. 
Fal. Vil be a Traitor then, when thou art King. 
"'Þ, Heny. 1:care for. 0 HH 07 men 
Pom. Sir John 1 prithee leave the Prince and me alone, 
I will lay him down ſuch Reaſons for this Adventure, that 

he ſhall go. | t 
Fal. Well, may'ſt thou have the Spirit of Perſuaſion, and 
he the Ears of profiting ; that what thou ſpeak'ſt may 
move, and what he hears may be beliey'd; that the true 
e ek n Prince 


: 


| 
| 
| 


\ 


322: Dhbe Firſt Part of 1 
Prince may, for Recreation ſake, prove a falſe Thief; for 
the poor Abuſes of the time, 4 Countenance. Farewel, 
you ſhall find me in Eaſt-chea 

P. Henry. Farewel the latter Spring, Farewel allhollawn 
Summer. [Exit Fal, 

Poins. Now, my good ſweet hony Lord, ride with us to 
morrow, I have a ! Teſt to execute, that I cannot manage a- 
lone. Faliaff, Harvey, Rofil, and Fat: ſhall rob 
thoſe Men that we have already way-laid ; your {elf and I 
will not be there; and when they have the , if you 
and I do not rob them, cut this Head from m Shoul rs. 

P. Henry. i, we ui be Ferch beforer af Hen rth? 

. Poins, Why, we will ſet forth before or after theny, and 
appoint — a Place of verein it is at ouſ plea- 

ure to fail; and then will they adventure upon the E ploit 
themselves which they have no ſooner atchiev d, bu * 
ſet upon them. 

P. Hemy. Ay but tis like that they will know us by 
our Horſes, by our Habits, and by every other Appoint- 
ment to be our ſelves. 

Poins. Tut, out Horſes they ſhall not fee, Pl tye tbem 
in the Wood; our Vizards we will change after * leave 


them; and Sirrah, 1 have Caſes of Buckram eee | 


to immask our noted outward Garments. 
P. Henry. But I doubt they will be too hard for ul. 
Poins. Well, for two of them, I know them tobe go pve 
bred Cowards as ever turn d back; and for the third, if 
he fight longer than he ſees Reaſon, III forſwear Arms. 
- The virtue — this Jeſt will be, the incomprehenſible Lies 
that this fat Rogue will tell us, when we meet at Supper; 
how thirty at leaſt he fought with, what Words, what 
Blows, what Extremities he endured ; and in the Reproof 
of this, lies the Jeſt. 
F. Henry, Well, I'll go with thee, provide us all things 
neceſſary, and meet me to morrow Night in Eaſt. cheap, 
there ll ſup. Farewel. | 
Pioins. Farewel, my Lord. [Exit Poins, 
P. Henry, I know you all, and will 2 while c 
The unyok'd Humour of your Idleneſs; 
Lex herein will I imitate the Sun, 


who 
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Who doth permit the baſe contagious Clouds 
To {mother up his Beauty from the World; 
That when he pleaſe again to be himſelf, 
Being wanted, he may be more wondred at, 
By breaking through the foul and ugly Miſts 
Of Vapours, that 0 ſeem to ſtrangle him. 
If all the Vear were playing Holidays, 
To ſport would be as tedious as to work; 
But when they ſeldom come, they wiſht-for come, 
And nothing pleaſeth but rare Accidents. . 
So when this looſe Behaviour I throw off, 
And pay the Debt I never promiſed; 
By how much better than my Word I am, 
By ſo much ſhall I falſiie Mens Hopes; 
And like bright Mettal on a ſullen Ground 
My Reformation glittering o'er my Fault 
Shall ſhew more goodly, and attra& more Eyes, 
Than that which hath no Soil to ſet it off. 
I'll fo offend, to make Offence a Skill, | 
Redecming time, when Men think leaſt I will. [ Exit. 


Enter King Henry, Northumberland, Worceſter, Het-ſpur, 
1 Sir Walter Blunt, and others, * 


K. Henry. My Blood hath been too cold and temperate, 
Unapt to ſtir at theſe Indignities, 
And you have found me; for — | 
You tread upon my Patience: But be ſure, 
I will from henceforth rather be my ſelf, 
Mighty, and to be fear'd, then my Condition, 
Which hath been ſmooth as Oyl, ſoft as young Down, 
And therefore loſt the Title of Reſpe&, 
Which the proud never pays, but to the proud. 

Mor. Our Houſe, my Soveraign Liege, little deſerves 
The Scourge of Greatneſs to be uſed on it, 
And that ſame Greatneſs too, which our own Hands, 
Have holp to make fo portly. 

North. My Lord 


K. Henry, Worceſter get thee gone, for | do fee 
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Danger and Diſobedience in thine Eye. 15 
O Sir, your Preſence is too bold and peremptory, 
And Majeſty might never yet endure 0 
The moody Frontier of a Servant Brow, 5 . 
You have good Leave to leave us. When we need 
Your Uſe and Counſel, we fhall ſend for you. 110 
Exit Worceſter, 
You were about to ſpeak. . [To Northumberland, 
North. Yes, my good Lord. d 7 
Thoſe Priſoners. in your Highneſs Name demanded, 
Which Harry Percy — at Holmedon took, a 
Were, as he ſays, not with ſuch Strength deny'd 1 
As was deliver d to your Majeſty. 1 
Who ever through Envy, or Miſpriſion, 
Was guilty of this Fault, twas not my Son. 
Hot. My Liege, I did deny no Priſoners. 
But, I remember when the Fight was done, 
When 1 was dry with Rage, and extream Toil, 
Breathleſs, and faint, leaning upon my Sword, 
Came there a certain Lord, neat and trimly dreſs'd: 
Freſh as a Bridegroom, and his Chin new reap'd, 
Shew'd like a Stubble Land at Harveſt home. 
He was perfumed like a Milliner, 
And twixt his Finger and his Thumb, he held 
A Pouncet Box, which ever and anon 
He gave his Noſe, and took't away again; 
Who therewith angry, when it next came there, 
Took it in Snuff. And ſtill he ſmil'd and talk d; 
And as the Soldiers bare dead Bodies by, 
He calld them untaught Knaves, unmannerly, 
To bring a ſlovenly, unbandſome Coarſe 
Betwixt the Wind, and his Nobility. 
With many Holiday and Lady Terms 
He queſtion'd me: Among the reſt, demanded 
My Priſoners, in your Majeſty's behalf. 
I then all-ſmarting with my Wounds, being cold, 
To be fo peſtered with a Popingay, | 
Out of my Grief, and my Impatience, 
Anſwer'd, neglectingly, I know not what, 
He ſhould or ſhould not; for he made me mad, 
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To ſee him ſhine ſo brisk, and ſmell Obst, n: 
And talk ſo like a Waiting. Gentle Woman, 
Of Guns, and Drums, and Wounds cel bus dle Mark: J 
And telling me, the 'Soveraigh'ſt thing on — 
Was Parmacity, for an inward Bruiſe; © - 
And that it was great Pity, ſo it was, 
The villainous Salt. peter ſhould'be-digg'd 
Out of the Bowels of the harmleſs Earth, gate: 
Which many à good tall Fellow had detry' 3/7 TH 
So cowardly, And but for theſe vile Guns, tog 
He would himſelf have been à Soldier: i C 
This bald, unjointed Chat of his, my Lord, | 7 
Made me to anſwer indirectly, as 1 ſaid, | bid 
And I beſeech you, let not this Report 
Come currant for an Accuſation, | i bib 197914 
Berwixt my Love/and your high Majeſty. en, 3% 19010.) 
Blunt. The Circumſtance conſider d, gonad my Lord; ö 
What ever Harry Percy then had ſaid. 
To ſuch a Perſon, and in ſuch a Place, L 298. OPAL > 
At ſuch à Time. with all the reſt retold, cn .-/ 
May reaſonably die, and -neverriſe 10500 4 0 
To do him wrong, or any way impeach 
What then he faid, ſo he unſay it no. 
K. Henry. Why yet doth he deny his Priſoners, 
But with Proviſo and Exception, 
That we at our on Charge, ſhall ranſom wg, 1 7 | 2019” 
His Brother-in- Law, the fooliſh Mortimer, 
Who, in my Soul, hath wilfully betray'd 
The Lives of thoſe, that he did lead to fight, | 
Againſt the great Magician, damn'd Glendowsr, {/ 
Whoſe Daughter, as we hear, the Earl of March 
Hath lately marry'd. Shall our Coffers then 
Be empty'd, to redeem a Traitor home? 
Shall we buy Treaſon ? and indent with Fears, 
When they have loſt and forfeited themſelves? 
No; on the barren Mountains, let him ſtarve; 
For I ſhall never hold that Man my Friend, 
Whoſe Tongue ſhall ask me for one Penny co 
To ranſom home revolted Mortimer. 
Hot. Reyolted Mortimer ? ; 


He 


| . 
| 
| 
[| 
| 
| 
| 


In changing — — Glendower: 
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He never did fall off. my n 
A Ge IT —5 prove that 


Needs no more but one Tongue, Ve al 5 4 


Thoſe mouthed Wounds, which A 
22 on the gentle Severs's Sedgie Bank, 

eres Hand to Hand | 
— confound the beſt part of an Hour 


Three times they breath d, and three times did they & 
Upon Agreement of fwift Sete Floods. 
Who then affrighted with their bloody Looks, 

Ran fearfully among the trembling Reeds, 
And hid his criſped Head in a hollow Bank, 
Blood · ſtained with theſe valiant Combatants. 
Neyer did baſe, and rotten —— 

Colour her working with ſuch y Wounds; | 
Not ever could: the noble Morremer , = 

Receive ſo many, and all willingly ; 


Then let kim not he-iender's aviab Revolt... ſhim; | 


K. Henry. Thou doſt belie him, Percy, thou doſt belie 
He never did encounter with Glendower; 12 


I tell thee, de durſt as well have met the Devil alone, 
As Owen Glendower for an Enemy. 


Art thou not aſham d? But, Surah, henceforth 

Let me not hear you ſpeak of Mortimer. 

Send me your Priſoners with the ſpeedieſt Means, 
Or you ſhall hear in-fach u kind from me b 
As will diſpleaſe ye. My Lord Northumberland 
We licenſe your Departure with your Son. 
Send us your Priſoners, or you'l bear of f 


[Exit K. Henry. 


Her, And if the Devil come and roar for them, 
I will not ſend them. I will after ſtreight 
And tell him ſo; for I will eaſe my Heart, 
a— it be with hazard of my Head, 


What, drunk with Choler ? ſtay and pauſe NE 


Here comes your Uncle. 
Enter Worceſter. 


Hot. Speak of Mortimer? 
A | will ſpeak of him, and let my Soul 
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Want Mercy, if I do not join with him. 
In ray pa empty all thoſe Veins, Fe 
And my dear Dro Drop i' th' Duſt, 
But I will life the e 
As high !th' Air as this unthankful King, 
As this ingrate and cankred Bullingbroke. 
North. Brother, the King bath made your Nephew mad] 


[To Worcelter, 
Wor. Who ſtrook this Heat up after I was gone? 
Hot, He will, forſooth, have all my Priſoners: 
And when I urg d the Ranſom once again 
Of my Wite's Brother, then his Cheek Iook d 
And on my Face he turn'd an Eye of Death, 
Trembling even at the Name of Mortimer. 
Wor, 1 cannot blame him; was 138 
By Richard that dead is, the next of 2 
North. He was: I heard the Proclamation; 
And then it was, when the unhappy King 
(Whoſe Wrongs in us, God pardon) did ſet forth 
Upon his Iriſo Expedition; > 
From whence, he interc did return 
To be depos'd, and ſhortly murthered. | 
Wor. And for whoſe Dh os in the World's wide Mouth 
Live fo ſcandaliz'd, and foully ſpoken of. L 
Hot. But ſoft, I pray you; did King Richard then 
Proclaim my Brother Mortimer | 
Heir to the Crown? 
North. He did; my ſelf did hear it. 
Hot. Nay, then I cannot blame bis Couſin King, 
That wiſh'd him on the barren Mountains ftary'd, 
But ſhall it be, that you that ſet the Crown 
Upon the Head of this forgetful Man, 
And for his ſake wore the deteſted Blot 
Of murderous Subordinations? Shall it be, 
That you a World of Curſes undergo, 
Being the Agents, or baſe ſecond _ TE 
The Cords, the Ladder, or the Hangman rather? 
O pardon, if that I deſcend ſo low, : 


To ſhew the Line, and the Predicament 


Wherein you range under this ſubtle King, 1 


| 
| 


3 4 _ * a 2 
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Shall it for Shame, be ſpoken in theſe Days, 
Or fill up Chronicles in time to come, 


Your banifh'd Honours, and reftore your ſelyes | 


| But out upon this balf-fac'd Fellowſhip, 


That Men of your Nobility and Power, ny 
Did gage them both in an unjuſt behalf. 
As both of you, God pardon it, have done, 

To put down Richard thit ſweet lovely Roſe, 

Arid: pg Ut Thorn, this Canker Bullingoroke ? 

And fall it in moxe Shame be further ſpoken, _ 


| That you're fog}, e and fhook of 


By him, for whom theſe Shames ye underwent? © 
o; yet Time ſerves, wherem'you"may redeem 2 
Into the good Thoughts'of the World again. 
Revenge the jeering and diſdain d Contempt 
Of tis proud King, who ſtudies Day and Night 
To anſwer all the Hebt he owes unto ou. 
Even with the bloody Payments of your Death: 
22» , ano) Doc 4 
ien Peace, Coufiti, ay fle irre. 
And now I will unclaſp a ſecret W490 if no 
And to your quiektonveying Diſcontents, s 
III read you Matter, deep and dangerous . 
As fall of Peril and ad venturoas Spirit, 
As to O er-walk a Curreat, roaring loud. 
On the unſteadfaſt footing of a Spear. 
Hor. If he fall in, good Night, or fink or Wim 
Send danger from the Eaſt unto the Weſt,” © © 
So Honour craſs it from the North td South. © 
And letthem'grapple: The Blood more ſtitrs 
To rouze à Lion, than to ſtart a Hare. © © 
North, Imagination of ſome great Exploit, © © 
Drives him beyond the Bounds of Patience. | 
Hot. By Heav'n, methigks it were an eaſie Leap, 
To pluck bright Honour from the pale facd Moon, 
Or drive into the Bottom of the Derr 
Where Fadom-line could never touch the Ground, 
And pluck up drowned Honour by the Lock: 
So he that doth redeem her thence, might weer 
Without Co- rival, all her Dignities; © 


Wor, 


Moy. He apprehends a world of Figures here, 
But not the Form of what he ſhonld attend. 


Good Couſin. give me Audience for a while. 10 


And liſt to me. An wh 2A nol 
Hor. I ery you lerer. 


Wor. Thoſe ſame noble Scots 
That are your Friſonera— bn — KO zun I 218 5 
Hor. I'll keep them al. 1 
By Heav'n, he ſhall not © 200 of them: 
No, if a Scot would fave his Soul, he ſhall not, 
I'll keep them, by this Hand.” +) 
Wor. You ſtart away, | yr Hel 
And lend no Ear unto m r 
Thoſe Priſoners you ſhall keep 
Hot. Nay, I will; that's ths: 
He ſaid he would not ranſam Mortimer: 
Forbad my Tongue to ſpeak of Mortimer: 
But I will find him when he lyes afleep, 
And in his Ear I'll holla, Mortimer. 
Nay, I'll have a Starling ſhall be taught to ſpe 
Nothing but Mortimer.” and give it him, 
To keep his Anger ſtill in Motion. 
Wor. Hear you, Couſin: A Word. 
Hor. All Studies here I ſolemnly defie, 
Save how to gall and pinch this Bullmgbroke: 
And that ſame Sword and Buckler, Prince of — 
But that L think his Father loves him not, i 2415 
And would be glad he met with ſome Miſchance, 
I would have poiſon'd him with a Pot of Ale. 
Hor. —.— Kinſman; I'll talk to you 
When you are better temper d to atte 
North. Why what a waſp- tongu d and impatient Fool 
Art thou, to break into this Woman's Mood. 
Tying thine Ear to no Tongue but thine own ? 


r 


Hot. Why look you, I am whipt and n 


Nettled, and ſtung with Piſmires, w 

Of this vile Politician Bullingoroke : 

In Richard's time —— what d'ye call the Place?—— 
A Plague upon t it is in Gloferſhing—— : 1. 


— where the Madcap Duke his Unde kept 


n His 


King HEN NKYIV. 329 


——— — _ 


330 Tie Firſt: Part ef 
His Uncle York —— where I firſt bow'd my Nee 
Unto _ of Smiles, this Bullingbroke : 
Whey: he came back from Ravenſpurg. 
| _ Barkley Caſtle. 
yy You ſay true: 
Why what a 3 deal of Counteie | MF 
2 re "hound then did-proffer a 
S Infant Fortune 2 to Age, — _ 
gentle Harry d kind Couſin 
O, WF Devil take nf ro forgive me 
Good Uncle tell your Tale, for I have done. 
Mor. Nay, if you have not, to? gain, 
We'll ſtay your Leiſure. 
Hor. 1 have done, inſootun. 

Wor. Then onee more to your gam Primers, 
Deliver them up without their Ranſom ſtreight, 
And make the :Dowgla/s Son your only Mean 
For Powers in Scotland; which for divers Reaſons. 
Which I ſhall ſend you written, be aſſurd 
Will eaſily be granted you, my Lord. 

Your Son in Scopland being thus employ d, 
Shall ſecretly into the Boſom creep 

Of that ſame noble Prelate, oy carving 

The Arch-Biſhop, | / | 

Hot. Of York, is't not? in ev. 

Mor True, who bears hard ] 
His Brother's Death at Briffow, the Lord Seo. 

I ſpeak not this in Eflimation, 

As what I. think be, but what I know- 

Is 2 pit and\ſet down, 

282 e to behold the Face e 
"wx han, why that ſhall ring i _ 

dau kerle 21 p36! 03 

pon my Life, it will Wen wel.” 

1 Before the Game's a- foot. thou ſtill leet Mp. 

Hot. Why, it cannot chuſe but be a noble Plot, 
And then the Power of Scotland, and of . 

To jein-with Mortimer; ba! | 
Wor. And fo they ſhall. 
Hove faith it — weld. 
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Mr. And 'tis no little Reaſon bids us ſpeed, - 
To ſave our Heads, by raiſing of a Head: | 
For, bear our ſelves as even as we can, 
The King will always think him in our Debt, 
And think we think our ſelves unſatisfy d, 
Till he hath found a Time to pay us home: 
And fee already, how he doth beg 
To make us Strangers to his of Love. 
Har. He does, he does; we'll be reveng d on him. 
| Mor. Couſin, farewel. No further go in this, 
| Than I by Letters ſhall direct your Courſe; 
When time is, ripe, which will be ſuddenly, 
VII fieal to Gi , and Lord Mortimer, Tres 
Where you, and Dowglaſs, and our Powers at once, | 
As I will faſhion it, ſhall happily meet, | 
To bear our Fortunes in our own ſtrong Arms, 
Which now hold at much uncertainty. | i 
North. Farewel, good Brother, we ſhall thrive, I truſt. 
Hot. Uncle, adieu: O let the Hours be ſhort, 
Till Fielde, and Blows, and Groans applaud our _ 


. — 
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ACT H. SCENE Il. 
Enter a Carrier with a Lanthors in his Hand. | 
1 Car, igh ho, an't be not four by the Day IIA be 
He gd. Charles wain is — the new Chim- 
ney, and yet our Horſe not packt. What, Oſtler? 
0ſt. Anon, anon, 2 f 
I Car, I prithee Tam, beat Cuts Saddle, put a few 
Flocks'in the Point: The poor Jade is wrung in the Wis 
thers, out of all ceſs. n 
Enter another Currier. 
2 Car. Peaſe and Beans are as dank here as a Dog, and 
this is the next way to give Jades the Bots: This 
Houſe is turn d upſide down, ſince Robin the Oſtler dy d. 
1 Car. Poor Fellow never joy d fince the Price of Oats v 
roſe, it was the Death of him, Wor 3 4 
,U | 2 - 


* - LIFT r 
332 The Firſt Part of 
2 Car. I think this is the moſt villainous Houſe in all 
London Road for Fleas: I am ftung like a Tench. 
1 Car. Like aTench ? There's ne er a King in Chriſten- 
82 be better bit, than J have been ſince the firſt 
. "2% Saw: 4 7 * * eee 
2 Cay. Why, you will allow us ne'er a Jourden, and 
then we leak in your Chimney :* And your Chamberlye 
JCCCCCEꝗEAiñß]ñß? hs 
. 1 Chr, What Oſtler, come away, and be hang d, come 
away. $4524 a4 4 f XY 1 $443 * ” what | 
2 Car. 1 have a Gammon of Bacon, and two Razes of 
Ginger, to be deliver d as far as Charing Croſ rz. 
1 Car. The Turkies in my Panniers are quite ſtarv'd, 
What Oſtler? A Plague on thee, haſt thou never an Eye 
in thy Head? Canft not hear? And 'twere not as good a 
Deed as drink, to break the Pate of thee, 1 am a very Vil- 
lain. Come and be hang'd, haſt no Faith in thee? 
| | Enter Gads-Hill.. | 
Gads. Good Morrow, Carriers. What's a Clock? 
Car. I think-it be two a Clock. e ae eRs 
Sad. I prithee lend me thy Lanthorn, to ſee my Geld- 
ing in the Stable. 1 
I K Nay, ſoft T pray ye, 1 know a Trick worth two 
ot that. 5 Us „ * — 
Gadd. I prithee lend me tine 
2 Car, Ay,, when? canſt tell? Lend me thy Lanthorn, 
quoth a! marry" Ill fee thee hang'd firſt, 
"fads. Sirrah, Carrier, what time do you mean to come 
to London? ; 1: 804 en N | 
2 Car. Time enough to go to Bed with a Candle, I 
warrant thee. Come Neighbour Mugges, we'll call up the 
Gentlemen, they will along with Company, for they have 
Enter Chamberlain; | 


Sad. What ho; Chamberlain? 

Chamb. At hand, quoth Pick-Purſe. . | 
'Gads. That's even as fair, as at hand, quoth the Cham- 
berlain ; for thou varieſt no more from picking of Purſes: - 
thati giving Direction doth from labouring. Thou lay'it 
the Plot how. £ © © Tis 5 7 ) XI £4 26 1 | 4 3 | 
<D £ Chamb. 14 


- 
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Chamb. Good-morrow Maſter Gads- Hill, it holds cur- 
rant that I told you Veſternight. There's a Franklin in the 
wild of. Kent, bath brought three hundred Marks with 
bim in Gold; I heard him tell it to one of his Compa 
laſt Night at Supper; a kind of Auditor, 'one that hath 
abundance of Charge too, God knows what ; they are up 
already, and call tor Eggs and Butter. They will away 
preſently. _ d on an fu T noo FD ae il 
ads. Sirrah, if they meet not with 8. Nicholas Clarks, 
III give thee this Neck. | e 3 
Chamb. No, I'll none of it: I prithee keep that for the 
Hangman, for I know thou worſhipp'ſt S. Nicholas as 
truly as a Man of Falſhood may, _ _ = 
Gads, What talk'ſt thou to me of the Hangman? If I 
hang Il make a fat Pair of Gallows. ©. For if I bang. 
old Sir Jahn hangs with me, and thou know'ſt he's no 


Straveling. Tut, there are other Trojans that thou 


dream'ſt not of, the which, for Sport-ſake, are content to 
do the Profeſſion. ſome Grace; that -would, if Matters 
ſhould be look'd into, for their own Credit ſake, make 
all whole. I am join'd with no Foot-Land-Rakers, no 
Long-Staff ſix Penny Strikers, none of thoſe mad Muſta- 
chio-purple-hu'd-Malt-warms, but with Nobility and Tran- 
quility ; Burgomaſters, and great Oneyers, ſuch as can hold 
in, ſuch as will ſtrike ſooner than ſpeak; and ſpeak ſooner 
than drink; and drink ſooner than pray; and yet I lye, 
for they pray continually unto their Saint the Common- 
wealth; or rather, not pray to her, but prey on her; 
for they ride up and down on her, and make her their 
Boots, | 

Chamb. What, the Common-wealth their Boots? Will 
ſhe hold out Water in foul Way? 

" Gads. She will, ſhe will; Juſtice hath liquor'd her. 
We ſteal, as in a Caſtle, Cock. ſure; we have the Receipt 
of Fern-ſeed, we walk inviſible, | 

Chamb. Nay, I think rather, you are more be holding 
to the Night, than the Fern- ſeed, for your walking inviſible, 
Gad. Give me thy Hand. 
Thou ſhalt have a Share in our Purpoſe, 
As I am a true Man. 


Chamb, 


— 
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| Cham. Nay, rather let me have it, as you are a falſe Thief: 
Sad. Go to, Homo is a common Name to all Men. 

Bid the Oſtler bring the Gelding out of the Stable. Fare- 
wel, ye muddy K Klare. * 


s GENE I. 


Enter Prince Henry, Poins and Peto, | 


+ Poins, Come, Shelter, Shelter, I have removed Puts 
Horſe, and he frets like a gumm d Veitet⸗ eb 

T. Hang. Stand cloſe. 

Enter Falſtaff. er: 4 
Fal. Poins, Poins, and be hang d Pens. 13 

F. Henry. Peace ye fat· kidney d Raſcal, what a * 
doſt thou keep? | 
Fal. What, Pons? Hal. 

P. Henry. He is walk dup to the Top of the Hill, rug 
ſeek him. 

Fal. I am accurſt to rob in that Thief's Company: That 
Raſcal hath remov d my Horſe, and ty'd him AY not 
where, If I travel but feur Foot by the Square further 
afoot, I ſhall break my Wind. Well, I doubt not but to 

die a fair Death for all this, if I *ſcape hangin Weihe 
that Rogue. I have forſworn his Company 
time this twoand twenty Year, and yet Iam Dick's wt 
the Rogue's Company. If the Raſcal have not given me 
Medicines to make me love him, I'll be hang d, it could 
not be elſe; I have drunk Medicines. Poms!” Hal! a 
Plague upon you both. Bardolph ! Peto! III ſtarve ere 1 
rob a Foot further. And 'twere not as good a Deed as to 
drink, to turn True- man, and to leave theſe Rogues, Iam 
the verieſt Varlet that ever chew'd with a Tooth. Eight 
Yards of uneyen Ground, is threeſcore and ten Miles afoot 
with me; and the toy hearted, Villains know it well 
enough, A plague upon't, when Thieves cannot be true 
one to another. [They whiſtle. 
Whew, a Plague light upon ycu all, Give me my Horle ; 
you Rogues, give me my Horſe, and be hang d. 4 

P. Henry. Peace ye fat Guts, lye down, lay thine Ear 
cloſe to the Ground, and lift if you can hear the Tread 
of Travellers. bk 
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Fal. Have you any Leavers to lift me up up again being 
down? Pll not bear mine own Fleſh fo far t again 
for all the Coin in thy Father's Exchequer, What a — 

mean ye, to colt me thus? 
pinch Thou lieſt, thou art not colted, thou art un- 
colted. 

Fal. I prithee, good Prince Hal, help me to my Horſe, 
good King's © Son. 

P. Henry ou Rogue, ſhall I be your Ofller? 

Fal. 62 hang 8 ſelf in thy own Heir-· apparent Garters; 
if I be ta'en, I'll — for this; and I have not Ballads 
made on you all, and ſung to filthy Tunes, leta Cup of Sack 
be my Poiſon ; when a Jeſt is ſo forward, and afoot too! 


I hate i it. 
Enter Gads-hill and Bardolph. 

-Gads, Stand. 

Fal. So I do againſt my Will. Fg 

Poms. O tis our Setter, 1 know his Voice: 
Bardolph, what News ? 

Bard. Caſe ye, caſe ye; on with your Vizards, there's 
Mony of the King's coming down the Hill, tis going to 
the King's Exchequer. 


Fal. You lie, you Rogue, tis going to the King's Tayern, | 


Sad. There's enough to make us all. 

bo To be hang'd. 

Henry. You four ſhall front demie the narrow Lane: 
Net and I will walk lower; if they fcape from your En- 
counter, then they light on us. 

Peso. But how many be of them? 

Gad. Some eight or ten, | 

Fal. Will they not rob us? : 

P Henry Whit, a Coward, Sir Fohn Paunth? 

Tal. Indeed lam not Fohn of Gu, N 5 
but yet no Coward, Hal, 

P. Hemy. We'll leave that to the Proof. 

Point. irrah, Zack, thy Horſe ſtands behind the Hedge, 
when thou neea'ſt him, there ſhalt thou find him; fare- 
wel, and ſtand faft. 

Mr Now cannot I ſtrike him if I ſhould be hang d. 

2 Ned, where are our Diſpuifes? 


Poins. 


f 
| 
| 
| 
| 
L 


nk The Ff, Pure ef 


«Poinz. Here hard by: Stand cloſe; , 


Fal. Now my Maſters, bappy- Man be bis ae l; 


6ꝗ——. His. an [2 ef U. n 


ter Travellers, 

-Trav..Come, Neighbour ; the Boy ſhall lead-our Horſes 
down the Hill: We'll _ a foot a while, and eaſe our. 
Legs. ein a Sond bog 1 

Thieves Stay. un 2 125 10 

Trav.” Jeſu'bleſs uus. 

Fal. Strike; down * * ent the Villains Throats; 
ah! whorſon Caterpillars; Bacon-fed Knaves, they * us 
Youth; down with them, fleece them. 

Trav. O, we are undone, both we and ours for erer. 

Fal. Hang ye gorbellied Knaves, are you undone ? No 
ye Far Chuffs, I would your Store were here. On Bacons 
on! what ye Knaves? Young Men muſt live; you axe 
Grand his Well) Jare ya} faith, * 

¶ Here they rob them and bind them. 
Enter Prince Henry and Poins, $i + 
2 * The Thieves have bound, the True men: 
thou and 1 rob the Thieves and go r3#;zjly 
to Lade, it would be Argument for a Week, La 15 
for a Month, and a good Jeſt for, ever. 
Poins. Stand cloſe, I hear them coming. +] 1 1 5 
Enter Thieves again. | 
Fal. Come my Maſters, let wy ſhare, and then ph > Horte 


before Day; and He e Prince and Pojns be not two arrant - 


Cowards, there's ho Equity ſtirring. There's no more 
Valour in that Poins, than in a wild Duck. F 
P. Henry. Your Mony. ut 
Poins. er! * 2 F ; 
[4s they are ſharing. Prince oins ſet upon them. 
4 They al run away, leaving the Booty behind Fai I 
P. Henry. Got with much eaſe. Now merrily to Horſe: 
The Thieves are ſcattered, and poſſeſt with fear ſo N. 
ly, that · they dare not meet each other; each takes his Fe 


low for an Officer. Away good Ned, Falſtaff ſweats to 


Death, and Lards the lean Earth as he walks el were t 
not for laughing, I ſhould pity him. 


_ How the Rogue roard. . Favor"; [Exeumt. 
8 -ENE 
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12 
Enter Hot-ſpur ſolus, reading a Letter. 

But for mine own Part, my Lord, I could be well content- 
ed to be there, in reſpac of the love I bear your Houſe, He 
could be contented: Why is he not then? In reſpect of the 
love he bears our Houſe — He ſhews in this, he loves his 
own Barn better than he loves our Houſe. Let nie ſee ſome 
more. The purpoſe you undertake is dangerous. Why that's 
certain: *Tis dangerous to takea cold, to {leep, to drink; 
but Itell you, my Lord Fool, out of this Nettle, Danger; 
wepluck this Flower, Safety. The purpoſe you undertake is 
dangerous, the Friends you have named uncertain, the Time it 
ſelf unſorted, and your whole Plot too light, for the counter- 
poixe of ſo great an Oppoſition. Say you ſo, ſay you ſo? I 
ſay unto you again, you are « ſhallow cowardly Hind, and 

ou lie. What a lack-brain is this? I proteſt, our Plot is 
as good a Plot as ever was laid; our Friends true and con- 
ſtant: A good Plot, good Friends, and full of Expectatien; 
An lient Plot, very good Friends. What a Froſty - ſpi- 
rited x ogue is this? Why, my Lord of York commends 
the Plot, and the general Courſe of the Action. By this 
Hand, if I were now by this Raſcal, I could brain him 
with his Lady's Fan. Is there not my Father, my Uncle, 
and my felt, Lord Edmond Mortimer, my Lord of York, 
and Owen Glendower? Is there not belides, the Dowglaſ/ ? 
Have I not all their Letters, to meet me in Arms by the 
ninth of the next Month? And are there not ſome of 
them ſet forward already? What a Pagan Raſcal is this? 
And Infidel, Ha! you ſhall ſee now in very ſincerity of Fear 
and cold Heart, will he to the King, and lay open all our 
Proceedings. O, I could divide my ſelf, and go to buffets, 
for moving ſuch a Diſh'of Skim'd-Milk with to honourable 
an Action. Jang him, let him tell the King we are prepa- 
ted, ] will ſet forwards to Night, | 
35 Enter Lady Percy. : 

How now, Kate! J mult leave you within theſe tyzo Hours, 


Vol, III. 1 Lady, 
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Lady. © my good Lord, why are you thus alone? 
For what Offence haye [this Fortnigii been 

A baniſh'd Woman from my Harry's Bed? 

Tell me, ſweet Lord, what ist that takes from thee 
Thy Stomach, Pleaſure, and thy golden Sleep? 

Why doſt thou bend thy Eyes upon the Earth? 
Kr fart fo often when thou fittſt alone? 

haſt thou loft the freſh Blood in thy Cheeks ? 
þ 6/6 given my Treaſures and my Rights of thee, 


2 eke by Muſing, and:curff Me vm 


n Slumbers, I by thee have watc 
5 thee murmur Tales 1.4 — mo. 
8 terms of manage to t Ste 
Cdurage! to A ets!” Ant thou haſt talk d 
ons Sallies, and Retires; Trenches, Tents, Th 
Of Palifadoes, Frontiers, Parapets; | 13 
Of Baſilisks, of Cannon, Culverin, 


Of Priſoners Ranſom, and of Soldiers dn, | 


And all the current of a heady fight. 
Thy. Spirit within thee hath been fo at War, 
And thus bath fo beſtirr'd thee in thy Sleep. 

'That Beads of Sweat have ftood-upon thy Brow, 


Like Bubbles in a late diſturbed Stream: 


And in thy Face ſtrange Motions Eave appear d, 
Such as we ſee when Men reſtrain their Breath, 
On ſome great ſudden haſte. O what Portents N 
Some heavy Buſineſs hath my Lord in Hand, 
And I muſt know it; elſe he loves me nor. 

Het. What ho, is Gilliams with the Packer' moe 

| Euter Servant. | 

Serv, He i is, my Lord, an Hour agone. 


Hot, Hath Burley brought thoſe Horſes-from the Sheriff? 


Serv. One Horſe, my Lord, he brought eben now. 
Hot, What Horſe? A Roan, a Crop ear, is it not? 
Serv, It is, my Lord. 

Hot, That Roan ſhall be my Throne. Well, I will back 
him ſtreight. Eſperance, bid Buuler lad him forth! into the 
Fark. 

Lady. But hear you, my Tord. 

251 What ſay ſt thou, _ Lady: ? 


Lady 
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Lady. What is it that carries you away ? 
Hor. Why, my Horſe, my Love, my Horſe. 
Lady. Out you mad-headed Ape, a Weazel hath not ſuch 
a deal of Spleen, as you are coſt with. In ſooth I'll knows 
your Buſineſs, Harry, that I will. 1 fear my Brother Mor- 
timer doth ſtir, about his Title, and hath ſent for you to 
line his Enterprize. But if you go 
Hpr. So fat afoot, I ſhall be weary, Love. 
. Come, come, you Paraquito, anſwer me directly 
unto this Queſtion, that I ſhall ask. Indeed Pl break thy 
little Finger, Harry, if thou wilt not tell thee true. 
Hot. Away, away, you Trifler: Love! I love thee not, 

I care not for thee, Kate; this is no World | 

To play with Mammets, and to tilt with Lips. 

We muſt have bloedy Noſes, and crack d Crowns, 

And paſs them currant too — Gods me, my Horſe. 

Wbat ſay ſt thou, Kate? What wouldſt thou have with me? 
Lady. Do ye not love me? Do you not indeed? 

Well, do not then. For ſince you love me not, 

I will not love my ſelf; Do you not love me? 

Nay, tell me if thou ſpeakeſt in Jeſt or no? 

Fot. Come, wilt thou ſee me ride? 

And when Lam a Horſe-back, I will ſwear 

1 loye thee infinitely. But hark you, Kate, 

I muſt not have you henceforth queſtion me, 

Whither I go; nor reaſon where about. 

Whither I muſt, I muſt; and to conclude, 

This Evening muſt I leave thee, gentle Kate. 

I know you wiſe, but yet no further wiſe 

Than Harry Percy's Wife. Conſtant you are, 

But yet a Woman; and for Secreſie, 

No Lady cloſer. For I will believe, 

Thou wilt not utter what thou doſt not know, 

And fo far will 1 truſt thee, gentle Kate. 
Lady. How fo far? | 
Hot. Not an Inch further. But hark you Kate; 

Whither I go, thither ſhall you go too: 

To Day will I ſet forth, to Morrow you. 

Will this content” you, Kate? 


Lady. It mult of force. Ereunt. 
P 2 SCENE 
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ee 1 
Enter Prince Henry and Poins. | _ 
P. Henry. Ned, prethee come out of that fon, and 


tend me thy Hand to laugh a little, 
| Poins. Where haſt been, Hal. ? 
P. Henry. With three or four baba ol three 


or fourſcore 'Hogſheads. I have ſounded the very baſe 


firing of Humility. Sirrah, I am ſworn Brother to a Leaſh 
of Drawers, and can call them by their Names, as Tom, 
Dick, and Francis. They take it already upon their Con- 
fidence, that though I be but Prince of Wales, yet Iam the 
King of Courteſie; _ me flatly, I am not proud like 
Fack Falſtaff, but a Corinthian, a Lad of mettle, a good 
Boy, and when I.am King of England, I ſhall command 
all the good Lads in Eaſt-cheap. They call drinking deep, 
dying Scarlet; and when you break in your watring, then 
they cry Pem, and bid you play it off. To conclude, I 1 
am ſo good: a Proficient in one quarter of an Hour, that l 
can drink with any Tinker in his own Language during my 


Life. I tell thee Ned, thou haſt loſt much Honour, that 


thou wert not with me in this Action; but ſweet Ned to 


ſweeten which Name of Ned, | give thee this Pennyworth 
of Sugar, clapt even now into my Hand by an under Skinker, 


one that never ſpake other Engliſh in his Life, then Eight 
Shillings and Six Penee, and You are welcome Sir; With this 
ſhcill Addition, Anon Sir, Anon Sir, Score a Int of Ba- 


Hard in the Half Moon, or ſo. But Ned, to Rive away 
time till Falſtaff come, I pritbee do thou ſtanc in ſome by 


Room, while I queſtion my puny Drawer, to | that end he 
gave me the Sugar, and do-never leave calli g Francis, 
that his Tale to me may be nothing but, Auon: Step aſide 
and I'll ſhew thee a Preſident, od 

Poms. Francis. 

P. Henry. Thou art' perfect. 

Poins. Francis. 

Enter Francis the Drawer. * 

2 Anom anon Sir; look down into the Pomgranet, 

l | 


9 8 ov 
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P. Henry. Come hither, Francis 
Fran. My Lord. : 

P. Henry, How long haſt thou to ſerve, Francis? 

Fran. Forſooth five Years, and as much as to 

Poms, Francis. 

Fran. Anon, anon, Sir. 

P. Henry. Five Years; Berlady, a long Leaſe for the clinka 
ing of Pewter. But Francis, dareſt thou be ſo valiant, as 
to play the Coward with thy Indenture, and ſhew it a fair 
pair of Heels, and run from it? 5 

Fran. O Lord, Sir, I'll be ſworn upon all the Books in 
England, I could find in my Heart 

- Poms, Francis. 

Fran. Anon, anon, Sir. 

P, Henry. How old art thou, Francis? | 

Francis. Let me ſee, about Michaelmas next I ſhall be 

Poms. Francis. 

Fran. Anon Sir; pray you ſtay a little, my Lord. 

P. Henry. Nay, but hark you Francis, for the Sugar thou 
gaveſt me, *twas a Penny worth, was't not? 

Fran. O Lord, Sir, I would it had been two. 

P. Henry. Iwill give thee for it a thouſand Pound: ask me 
When thou wilt, and thou ſhalt have it. 

Poins. Francis. 

Fran. Anon, anon. 

P. Henry. Anon, Francis? No, Francis, but to morrow 
Francis; or Francis, on Thurfday; or indeed Francis, when 
thou wilt. But Francis. 

Fran. My Lord. 

P. Henry. Wilt thou rob this leathern Jerkin, Chriftal 
Button, Ive piles. Agat ring. Puke-ſtocking, Caddice- 
Garter, Smoeth Tongue, Spaniſh Pouch. 

Fran. O Lord, Sir, who do you mean ? 

P. Henry. Why then your brown Baſtard is your only 
Drink; for look you, Francis, your white Canyas Doublet 


will fully. In Barbary, Sir, it cannot come to ſo much, 


Fran. What, Sir? 


Poins. Francis? 


P. Henry. Away you Rogue, doſt thou hear them call? 

[Here they both call, the Drawer ſiands amazed, not 
knowing which way to go. 

#3 Enter 


F / rr 
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Enter Vintner. F 

Vint, What ftand'& thou till, and hear'ſt ſuch a call ? 
Look to the Gueſts within: My Lord, old Sir 

with half a Dozen more are at the Door; ſhall I let 


them in? 
T. Henry. Let them alone a while, and then og the 


| Door. Foins. 


Euter Paige. 

- Poms. Anon, anon, Sir. 

P. Henry. Sirrah, Falſtaff and the reſt of 1 Thieves are 
# the Door; ſhall we be merry ? 

Poins. As merry as. Crickets, my Lad. But bark ye, 
what cunning Match have you made with this Jeft, of of the 
Drawer? Come, what's the Iſſue ? 

P. Henry. lam now of all Humours, that have ſhew'dthem- 
ſelves Humours, ſince the old Days of Goodman Adam, to 
the Pupil Age of this preſent fab a Clock at A 
What's a Clock, Francis? 

Fran. Anon, anon, Sir. Ks ; 
PF. Henry. That ever this Fellow ſhould have fewer Words 
than a Parrot, and yet the Son of a Woman. His Indu- 
ſtry is up Stairs and down Stairs; his Eloquence the par- 
cell of a Reckoning, I am not yet of Poey's s Mind, the 
Hot ſpur of the North; he that kills me ſome fix or de- 
ven Dozen of Scors at a Breakfaſt, waſhes his Hands and 
ſays to his Wife, Fie upon this quiet Life, I want Work. 
O my ſweet Harry, fays ſhe, how many haſt thou Kill d 
to Day? Give my roan Horſe a Drench, ſays he, and an- 
ſwers, ſome fourteen, an Hour after; a Trifle, a Trifle. 
is prithee call in Falfaff, I'll play Percy, and that dame'd 

wh ſhall play Dame Mortimer his Wife. Rivoy, lays 

che Br Cal in Ribs, call in Tallow. 5 

Eater Falſtaff. 

Poins. Welcome Fack, where haſt thou been? 
Fal. A plague of all Cowards, I ſay, and a Veng ance 
too, marry and Amen. Give me a Cup of Sack, Boy. Ere 
] lead this "Life long, Ill ſow nether Socks, an nend 

them too. A plague of all Cowards. Give me a Cup of 

Sack, Rogue. Is there no Virtue extant ? 


F. Henry. Didſtthou never {ce Titan kiſs a Diſh of Bale 
* 


King HENRY IV. 343 


pitiful hearted Ti-av, that melted at the ſweet Tale of the 
Sun? If thou didſt, then behold that Compound. 

Fal. You Rogue, here's Lime in this Sack too; there 
3s N ry to be found in villainous Man; yet 
a Cowarq is warie than a Cup of Sack with Lime. A 
villainous Coward---go thy ways old Fack, die when thou 

wilt, if Manhood, good Manhood be not forgot upon the 
Face of the Earth, then am I a ſhotten Herring: there lives 
not three good Men unhang d in England. and one of them 
is fat, and grows old, God help the while, a bad World I 
ſay. 1 would I were a Weaver, I could ſing all manner of 
Songs. A plague of all Cowards, I ſay ſtill. 

P. Henry. How now Woolſack, what mutter you? 

Fal. A — Son? If 1 do not beat thee out of thy 
Kingdom with a Dagger of Lath, and drive all thy Sub- 
jects afore thee like a Flock of wild Geeſe, I'll never wear 
Hair on my Face more. You Prince of ales? 

P. Hepry. Why you Whorſon round Man! What's the 
Materd” | 

Fal. Are you not a Coward? Anſwer me to that, and 
Poms there : 8 
P. Henry. Ye fat Faunch, and ye call me Coward, I'll 

Fal. I call thee Coward! I'll ſee thee damn d ere I call 
thee Coward; but I Would give a thouſand Pound I could 
run as faft as thou canſt. You are fireight enough in the 
Shoulders, you care not who ſees your Back: Call you 
that backing of your Friends? a plague upon ſuch backi 
ive me them that will face me. Give me a Cup of 
am a Rogue if 1 drunk to Day. | 
P. Henry. O Villain, thy Lips are ſcarce wip d ſince thou 

drunkiſt laſt. ) 

Fal. AlPs one for that. [He drinks. 
A plague of all Cowards, ſtill, ſay I. | 
P. Henry. What's the Matter? 

Fal. What's the Matter! here be four of us, have ta'en 
a thouſand Pound this Morning. 
F. Henry. Where is it Fark? Where is it?: 

Fal. Where is it ? taken from us, it is; a hundred upon 
poor four of us. Ic” A © xv 
. Henry. What, a hundred, Man? 

P + Fal. 
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Ful. „ if I were not at half Sword with 
a Dozen of them two Hours together. I have eſcap'd by 
Miracle. I am eight times thruſt through the Doublet, 
four through the Hoſe, m ys Buckler cut through and 
through, my Sword hack d like a Hand-ſaw, ecce ſignum. 
I never dealt better ſince I was a Man; all would not 5 
A Plague of all Cowards let them ſpeak; if 1 
more or leſs than Truth, they are Villains and the Sons 
Darkneſs. 4 
P. Henry. Speak Sirs, how was it? jo 
Gad. We four ſet upon ſome Dozen. |, 
Fal. Sixteen, at leaſt, my Lord, e 
Sad. And bound them. N 
Pero, No no, they were dotbound; | 
al Von Rogue they were bound, every Manof them 
or Tam a Few elſe, an Ebrew Few. | 
Gads. As we were ſharing, tome fix or ſeven freſh Men 


ſet upon us. 
Fall, And unbound the reſt, and then came in the other, 


P. Henry. What, fought ye with them all? 
Fal. All? I know not what ye call All; but if 1 fonghe 
rot with fifty of them, I am a Bunch of Radiſh; if there 
were not two or three and fifty upon poor old Fack, then 1 
am 1 no two-legg'd Creature. ; 
©: Poins. Pray Heav n, you have not murthered ſome of them, 
Fal. Nay, that's paſt praying for. 1 have pepper'd two 
of them; two am ſure I have pay d, two Rogues in Buck- 
ram Suits, I tell thee what, Hal, if I tell thee a Lie, 
{pit in my Face, call me Horſe; thou know'ſt my old* 
Ward; here I lay, and thus I bore my Point; four Rogue 
in Buckram let drive at me. 
R. Henry. What, four? thou ſaidſt but we, even now; 
* Hal, I told thee four, i 
Fans. A , ay, he aid four. | 
Fal. Theſe Gas came all a-front, and — thruſt at 
me; I made no more ado, but took all their ſeyen Points. 
in my Target, thus. f 
P. Henry. Seven? why there were but four, eren now. $i: 1 
Fal. In Buckram. 1 
Poins, Ay, four, in Buckrara Suits, | 4 | 
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| Fal. Seven, by theſe Hilts, or I am a Villain elſe, 
| P. Hemy. Prithee let him alone, we ſhall have more anon; 
Fal. Doſt thou hear me, Hal? | 
- P. Henry. Ay, and mark thee too, Fack, 
Frlal. Do ſo, for it is worth the liſtning too: Theſe nine 
. in Buckram, that I told thee of — 
P. Henry. So, two more already, 
Fal. Their Points being broken 
_ Poins, Down fell his Hoſe. | 
Fal. Began {0 giye me Ground; but I follow'd me cloſe, 


came in Foot and Hand; and with a Thought ſeven of the 
eleven I pay d. 
R * Henry. O monſtrous! Eleven Buckram Men grown out 
ö ot two! | | 


Fal. But as the Devil would have it, three miſs-begot- 
ten Knayes, in Kendal Green, came at my Back, and let 
| drive at me; for it was ſo dark, Hal, that thou couldſt not 
| ſee thy Hand. B. | 
P. Henry. Theſe Lies are like the Father that begets them, 
pol as a Mountain, open, palpable, Why thou Clay- 
rain d Guts, thou Knotty-pated Fool, thou whorſon ob- 
Iſcene greaſie Tallow-Catch. | 
- Fal. What, art thou mad? Art thou mad? Is not the 
Truth, the Truth? 
P. Henry. Why, how could'ſt thou know theſe Men in 
Kendal Green, when it was ſo dark, thou could'ſt not fee 
thy Hand? Come tell us your Reaſon: What fay'ft thou 
to this:? 22 | 
. - Poins, Come, your Reaſon, Fack, your Reaſon. | 
Fal. What, upon compulſion ? No; were I at the Strap- 
pado, or all the Racks in the World, I would not tell yoa 
en Compulſion. Give you a Reaſon on compulſion! If 
Reaſons were as plenty as Black- Berries, I would give no 
Man a Reaſon upon Compulſion, I. 
P. Henry. I'll be no longer guilty of this Sin. This 
ſanguine Coward, this Bed - preſſer, this Horſeback- breaker, 
this huge Hill of Pleſh. | | 
Fal. Away you Starveling, you Elf. skin, you dry'd 
Neats-Tengue, Bull's- piſſel, you Scock-fifh: O for Breath 
to utter what is like thee? You Tailor's Yard, you Sheath, 
you Bow-Caſe, you vile ſtanding Tuck. 


Ps P. Henry. 


1 A r — b. 
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PF. Henry. Well, breath a while, and then to't again; and 
when thou haſt tyr d thy ſelf in baſe Compariſons, hear me | 
ſpeak but thus, | 
P oins. Mark Fack. 
Ro We two {aw you four ſet on four and bound 
them, and were Maſters of heir Wealth: Mark now, how 
a plain Tale ſhall put you down, Then did we two ſet 
on you four, and with a Word, outfac'd you from your 
—_— and have it, oy can ſhew it you in — ok. tl, 
Falfiaff, you carry d your Guts away as nimbly, with 
as quick nn nn ot roar d for Mercy, and ſtill rag 
and roar'd, as ever I heard Bull-Calf. What a Slave art 
thou, to back thy Sword as thou haſt done, and then 
lay it was in fight. What Trick ? What Device? What 
ſtarting Hole canſt thou now find out, to hide thee from 
this open and apparent Shame? 
Poins. Come, let's hear Fack: What Trick haſt thou now? 
Fal. I knew ye, as well as he that made ye. Why hear 
ye my Maſters, was it for me to kill the Heir apparent? 
Should I turn upon the true Prince? Why, thou knoweſt 
I am as valiant as Hercules; but beware Ladinct, the Lion 
will not touch the true Prince: Inſtinct is a great Matter. 
I was a Coward on Inſtinct: I ſhall think the better of my 
ſelf, and thee, during my Life; I, for a valiant Lion, and 
thou fora true Prince, But Lads, I am glad you have the 
Mony. Hoſteſs, clap to the Doors; watch to Night, pray 
to Morrow. Gallants, Lads, Boys, Hearts of Gold, 
_ the pod Titles of Fellowſhip come to you. What, ſhall 
we be merry? Shall we have a Play extempore? 
P. Henry. Content, and the Argument ſhall be, thy 
running away, | | 
Fal. Ah, no more of that, Hal, if thou loyeſt me. 
Enter Hoſteſs. 
Hoſt, My Lord the Prince 3 | 
P. Henry. How now, my Lady the Hoſteſs, what ſay'ſt 
thou to me? 
Hoſes. Marry, my Lord, there is a Nobleman of the 
Court at Door would ſpeak with you; he ſays he comes 
rom your Father, 


— 


T. Hewy, 


— is. MO. ———— 


"I 
8 
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P. Henry. Give hirn as much as will make him a royal 
——ůů +17 rp Pre | 

Fal. What manner of Man is he? | | 

0 An old Man. 
Fal. What doth Gravity out of bis Bed at Midnight : 
I give him his anfiver? 
% Henry. Prithee do, Fuck. - | 
28 Faith and I'll ſend him packing. TE. 
Henry. Now Sirs, you fonght fair; ſo did you Pero, 
10 Gi ou 2 you are Lions too, you ran away up- 
on Iaſtinct; you will not touch the true Prince, no, he. 

"— Faith, I ran when I ſaw others run. 
| enry. Tell me now ia earneſt ; bow came FH 
— yy hackt ? 

Peto. Why, he hackt it with his Dagger, and faid, he 
would ſwear Truth out of England. but he would make 
oat it was done in fight, and perſuaded us to do 
the like 

Bard. Yea, and to tickle our Noſes with Spexrigralh, to 
make them bleed, and then beſlubber our Garments ith 
it, and ſwear it was the Blood of true Men. 1 did that. 
1 did not theſe ſeyen Years before, I bluſh'd to hear his 
monſtrous Devices. 

F. Henry. O Villain, thou ftolleſt a Cup of Sack eighteen 
Years ago, and wert taken with the Manner, and ever 
fince thou baft bluſh'd Extempore; thou hadſt Fire and 


Sword on thy Side, and yet thou ranneſt away: What In- 


Nin hadſt thou for it? 


Bard. My Lord, do you ſee theſe Metcors? do you be-- 
hold theſe Exbalations? 

P. Henry. I do. 

Bard. What think you they portend ? 

P. Henry. Hot Livers, and cold Purſes. 

Bard. Choler, my Lord, if rightly taken. 

P. Henry. No, if rightly taken, Halter. 
| Enter Falſtaff. 


here comes lean Fack, here comes Rare:bone. -How © 
now my ſweet Creature of Bombaſt, how long ist ago, 
Frack, ſince thou ſaw'ſt thy-own Knee ? 


Tal. Hy own Knee? When 1 was about thy Years, 


Hal. 
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Hal, I was not an Eagle's Talon in the Waſte, I could 
have crept into any; Alderman's Thumb-Ring: A plague 
of Sighing and Grief, it blows à Man up like a Bladder. 


There's villainous News abroad: Here was Sir Fohn Braby 


from your Father; you muſt go to the Court in the 
Morning. That ſame mad Fellow of the North, Percy; 
and he of Wales, that gave Amamon the Baſtinado, and 
made Lucifer Cuckold, and ſwore the Devil his true Liege- 
Man upon the Croſs of a n anne 


'P ons, O, Glaidewer, . | 
Fal. Owen, Owen; the ne. and his Son-in-law Morti- 
mer; and old Northumberland, and the ſprightly Scot of 


Scots, Dowglaſs, that runs a Horſeback up a Hill perpendi- 


cu ar 
P. Henry. He heres high ſeed, and with a Piſtol 
kills a Sparrow flying. | 

Fal. You have hit it. 

P. Henry. So did he never the 1 127 

Ea. Well, that Raſcal hath good Metal in bim, he will 
not run. 
P. Henry. why, what a Raſcal art thou then, to praiſe 
him fo for running? 

Fal. A Horſeback, ye Cuckow, but afoot he will not 
budge a foot. 
PF. Henn. Yes, Fack, upon Inſtinct. 


Fal. I grant ye, upon Iaſtine: Well, he is ow: too, 
and one Mordake, and a thouſand blew-Caps more. Mor- 


ceſter is ſtoln away by Night: Thy Father's Beard is 


turn'd white with the News: You may buy Land now as 


cheap as ſtinking Mackerel. 

P. Henry. Then tis like, if there come a hot Sun, and this 
civil buffeting hold, we ſhall buy Maidenheads as they. buy 
Hob-nails, by the Hundred: 

Fal. By the Maſs, Lad, thou ſay'ſt true, it is like we 


all have good trading that Way. But tell me, Hal, art 
not thou horribly afeard? thou being Heir apparent, could 
the World pick thee out three ſuch Enemies again as that 
\ Fiend Dowglaſs, that Spirit Percy,and that Devil Glendow- 


er Art thou not horribly __ Doth not thy Blocd 


chrill at it? : P. Henry, 


e a>. 
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P. Heury. Not a whit: I lack ſome of thy Inſtinc. 
Fal. Well, thou wilt be horribly chid to morrow, when 
thou com'ſt to thy Father: If Tos do love me, praQtiſe 
an Anſwer. | 03 Ar een ur 
P. Henry. Do thou ſtand for 4 Father, and examine 
me upon the Particulars of my Li | | 71 
Fal. Shall I? content: This Chair ſhall be my State; 
this Dagger my Scepter, and this Cuſhion my Crown, 
P. Henry. Thy State is taken for a joint-Stool, thy gol. 
den Scepter for a leaden Dagger, and thy precious rich 
Crown for a pitiful bald Crown. = 
Fal. Well, and the Fire of Grace be not quite out of 


thee, now ſhalt thou be moved. Give me a Cup of Sack 


to make mine Eyes look red, that it may be thought 1 
have wept: for I muſt ſpeak in Paſſion, and I will do it 
P. Henry. Well, here is my Leg. 
Fal. And here is my 2 aſide Nobility. 
Hoſt. This is excellent Sport, i' faith. ey 
Fal. Weep not, ſweet Queen, for trickling Tears are 
yain. f 
Hoſt, O the Father, how he holds his Countenance? 
Fal. For God's ſake, Lords, convey my triſtful Queen; 
For Tears do ſtop the Flood-gates of her Eyes. 
- Hoſt, O rare, he doth it as like one of thoſe harlotry 
Players, as ever I ſee. | 199A 
Fal. Peace, good Pint-pot, good Tickle-brain----- 
Harry, I do not only marvel, where thou ſpendeſt thy 


time; but alſo, how thou art accompany'd: For thoug 


the Camomil, the. more, it is trodden, the faſter it grows: 
yet Youth, the more it is waſted, the ſooner it wears. 


Thou art my Son; 1 have partly thy Mother's Word, 


partly my Opinion; but chiefly, a villainous Trick of 
thine Eye, and a fooliſh hanging of thy nether Lip, that 
doth warrant me. If then thou be Son to me, here lyetk 


the Point; why, being Sen to me, art thou ſo pointed 
at? Shall the bleſſed Sun of Heav'n prove a Micher, and 


eat Black- berries? a Queſtion not to be ask d. Shall the 
Son of England prove a Theif, and take Purſes? a Queſtion 
to be ask d. There is a thing, Harry, which thou — 

<< often 
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_ - often heard of, and it is known to many in our Land, 
by the Name of Pitch: This Pitch, as ancient Writers do 
doth defile ; ſo doth. the Company thou keep'ſt; 
for Harry, now do I not ſpeak to thee in Drink, but in 
Tears; not in Pleaſure, but in Paſſion; not in Words only, 
but in Woes alſo; and yet there is a virtuous Man, whom 
Live often noted in thy Company, but I'know not his 
Name. y tre 0 


NB. What manner of dan, and it like your Na- 
* ? 8 ” . 5 


Fal. A goodly portly Man F faith, and a corpulent; of a 
chearful Look, a pleafing Eye, and a moſt noble Carri- ; 
, and as I think, his Age ſome fifty, or, by'rlady, in- 
ing to threeſcore; and now I remember me, his Name 
F is Falſtaff; If that Man ſhould be lewdly given, he de- 
| ceives me; for Harry, I ſee Virtue in his Looks. If then 1 
the Tree may be known by the Fruit, as the Fruit by t 
the Tree, then peremptorily I ſpeak it, there is Virtue in h 
te 
v 


that Falſtaff; him keep with, the reſt baniſh. And tell me 


how, thou Varlet, tell me, where haft thou been 
"iy: ese ae Uo Dos thou land | © 
P. Henry. Doſt ike a King ? 
for me, and Ill play my Father, ig 1 
Fal. Depoſe mel if thou doKt it half fo gravely, fo ma- A 
jeftically, both in Word and Matter, hang me up by the | 
Heels for a Rabbet-ſucker, or a Poulterers Hare. as 
P. Henry, Well, here 1 am ſet. 2 
Fal. And here I ſtand; judge, my Maſters. pl 
P. Henry. Now Harry, whence come you? ; 


Ful. My noble Lord, from Eaſt cheap. 

P. Henry, The Complaints I hear of thee are grievous. | 

Fal. V'faith, my Lord, they are falſe.----- Nay, Ill tickle me 

ye for a young Prince, 59 0 
P. Henry. Sweareſt thou, ungracious Boy? Henceforth te 

ne er look on me; thou art violently carry'd away from 

Grace; there's a Devil haunts thee, in the likeneſs of a 147 

fat old Man: a Tun of Man is thy Companion Why | 

doſt thou converſe with that Trunk of Humours, that Wh: 


Boulting-Hutch of Beaftlineſs, that ſwoln Parcel of Drop- | ' ; 
Hes, that huge Bombard of Sack, that ſtuft Cloak-bag of they 
T * — — — - — — * Guts, » 


7 5 


, 
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Guts, that rofled Manning-Tree Ox with the Puddings 


in his Belly, that reverend Vice, that grey Iniquity, that 


Father Ruffian, that Vanity in Years; wherein is he 


| bur to taſte Sack and drink.it? Whercin neat and cleanly, 


but to carve a Capon and cat it? Wherein cunning, 
but in Craft? Wherein crafty but in Villany? wherein 
villainous, but in all things? wherein worthy, but in no- 


Fal. I would your Grace would take me with you: 
Whom means your Grace? 4 l 
P. Henry, That villainous abominable Miſ-leader of Youth, 
Falſtaff, that old white-bearded Sathan. | 
F. My Lord, the Man 1 know. 
P. Henry. I know thou doſt. | 
Fal. But to ſay, I know more harm in him than in 
my ſelf, were to oy more than I know. That he is old 
the more's the pity, his white Hairs do witneſs it; But that 
he is, ſaving your Reverence, a Whore - maſter, that I ut- 
terly deny. If Sack and Sugar be a Fault, Heay'n help the 
Wicked: If to be old and merry, be a Sin, then many an 
old Hoſt that 1 know is damn'd : If to be fat, be to be ha- 
ted, then Pharaoh's lean Kine are to be loy'd. No, my 
ood Lord, baniſh Peto, baniſh Bardolph, baniſh Poins; but 
2 ſweet Fack Falſtaff, kind Tae Falſtaff, true Fack Fal- 
ſtaff, valiant Fack Falſtaff. and therefore more valiant, be- 
ing as he is old Fack Falſtaff, baniſh not him thy Harrys 
Company, baniſh not him thy Harry's Company ; baniſh 
plump Fack, and baniſh all the World, 
F. Henry, 1 do, I will. 
Bnter Bardolph ruming. 
Bard. O, my Lord, my Lord, the Sheriff with a mo 
monſtrous Watch, is at the Door. | 
Fal. Oat you Rogue, play out the Play: I haye much 
to ſay in the behalf of that Falſtaff. 
hs Enter the Hoſteſs. 
- Heſft.,©, my Lord, my Lord. | 
Fal. Heigh, heigh, the Devil rides upon a Fiddle-ſtick; 
What's the Matter 


Heſt. The Sheriff and all the Wich are at the Dor: 


they are come to ſearch the Houſe, ſhall I let them my 
2 . | Fa, 


5 follow' certain Men unto 
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Fal. Doſt thou hear, Hal? never call a true Piece of 
Thou art eſſentialy mad, without 


Gold 2 Counterfeit : 


forming ſo. 
-P.”Henry, And thou à natural Coward, without Inſtinct. 
your .Major; if ® to will deny the Sheriff, 


Fal. 1 deny 
ſo; if not, 2 Jim Me I become pot a Cart as 
g up; 1 hope 


well as another Man, a _ on my brin 
with a Halter, as another. 


1 ſhall as ſoon be ſtrgngle 
P. Henry. Go hide thee behind the Arras, the reſt walk 


4 Nov my Maſters, for a true Face and * Con- 


ſcience. 
Fal. Both which I have had; but their Date is out, and 


therefore I'll hide me. [Exennt Falftaff, Bardolph, *. 
F. Henry. Call in the Sheriff, 


_ Enter Sheriff and the Carrier. 1 


- P. Henry. Now Maſter Sheriff, whatis your Will with me? 
Sher. Firft, pardon me, m Lord. A Hue and we 1 
is Houſe. 
T. Henry. What Men? e 
Sher. Gne of them i is well Owl, m y rico Log 
«pk RM _ * 
Car. As fat as Butter.. 4 
P. Henry. The Man, I do afſure you is not "el 


For T'my ſelf at this time have implo Pl d him; 1 


And, Sheriff, I will engage my Word to thee, 
"That 1 will, by to Morrow Dinner time, 
Send him to anſwer thee, or any Man. 
For any thing he ſhall be charg'd withal: 
And ſo let me intreat you leave the Houſe. 
 _ Sher. I will, my Lord; there are two Gentlemen 
_ — this Robbery loft three hundred Marks. 
It may be ſo; if he have robb'd theſe Men; 
ne al. be anſwerable ; and fo farewel. 
Sher. Good Night, my noble Lord. 
P. Henry. I think it is good Morrow, is it not? ; 
Sher, Indeed, my Lord, I think it be twoa Clock. [ Exit. 
P.Henry. This oily Raſcal is known as well as Pauls 
go call him forth, 
Tete. Falſtaff? Faſt aſleep behind the Arras, and ſnorting 
like a Horſe, 
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P. Henry. Hark, how hard he fetches his Breath: ſearch 
his Pockets. 
[He ſearches his Pockets, and finds certain Papers. 
P. Henry. What haſt thou found? 
Peto. Nothing but Papers, my Lord. 
1 P. Henry. Let's ſee, what be they ? read them, 


: Peto, Item, a Capon, 29,2 d. 

lem, Sawce, 4 d. | 
em, Sack, two Gallons, 5 s. 8 4 

K Item, Anchoves and Sack after Supper, 2 5. 6 d. 


Item, Bread, a Halfpenny. 
P. Henry. O monſtrous, but one half Penny-worth of 
J Bread to this intolerable deal of Sack? What there is elſe, 
keep cloſe, we'll read it at more advantage; there let him 
Neep till Day. Vil to the Court in the Morning: We muſt 
4 all to the Wars, and thy Place ſhall be honourable, 1'l! 
7 procure this fat Rogue a Charge of Foot, and I know his 
b Death will be a March of Twelyeſcore. The Mony ſhall 
f be paid back again with Advantage. Be with me betimes 
f in the Morning; and ſo good Morrow, Pero, 
Peto. Good- e good my Lord, LExeunt. 


* 
POR 4 £# 4.7 þ — 


ACT III 8 C 951 NE I. 


Enter Hot - Spur, Worceſter, Lord Mortimer, and Owen 
Glendower. 


7 Mort. T HE SE Promiſes are fair, the Parties ſure, 
| And our Induction full of proſperous nope. 
Hot. Lord Mortimer, and Couſin Glendower, 
Will you fit down? 
„I And Uncle Worcefler —A plague upon it, 
I have forgot the Map. 
Glend. No, here it is; | 
Sit Couſin Percy, fit good Couſin Hor. Spur: 
xit, | For by that Name, as oft as Lancaſter doth ſpeak of you, 
uls; His Cheeks look ale, and with a 8 Mn. 
He 128 you in Heay n. An 
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Eis, And you in Hell, as oft as he hears Owen Gl 
dower ſpoke of. : 

Glad. I.cannot blame him; at my Nativity, 
be front of Heav n us full of fiery Shapes, i 
Of burning Creſſets; and at my Birth, $7, 
The Frame and the Foundation of the Earth 
Shak'd like a Coward.” 

Hot. Why ſo it would have done at the fame Seaſon, if 
your Mother's Cat had but kittenid, though your {elf had 
never been born. 

Glend. 1 ſay the Earth did ſhake when I was born. 

Hot. And J fay the Earth was not of my Mind; 

If you ſuppoſe, as fearing you, it ſhook. 

| Gln The Heavens were al on re, the Earth did 
- .-., tremble: 

Hot. Oh, then tf Earth hook wie the Heav'ns 0 on fie, 
And not in fear of your Nativity. 4 
Diſeaſed Nature oftentimes breaks forth 
In ſtrange Eruptions; and the teeming Earti 
Is with a kind of Cholick pinch'd — vext, th 
By the impriſoning of unruly Wind 
Within her Womb; which for enlargement friving; 
Shakes the old Beldam-Earth, and tumbtes down. 
Steeples, and moſt-grown Towers. At your Birth, 
Our Grandam Farth, haying this — F 
In paſſion ſhook. 

- Glend. Confin; of many Men q 
I do not bear theſe Croſpngs: Give me "Roy of 

To tell you. once again, that at my Birth _. 
The front of Heavn was full of fiery Shapes, 
The Goats ran from the Mountains, and the Hergg 
Were ſtrangely clamorous to the frighted Fields: ” 
Theſe Signs — mark d me extraordinary, ; 
And all the Courſes of my Life do ſhew, 
I am not in the Roll of common Men. 8 
Where is the Living, 21 in with the Sea 15 
That chides the Banks of England, Scorland and Hale; 


: > 


Which calls me Pupil, or hath read to me? | 
And bring him out, that is but Woman's Son, . 
W | 


— 
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And hold me in deep Experiments. x 

1 think there's no Man ſpeaks better Welſb, 

II to Dinner. | 
Mort. Peace, Couſin Percy, you will make him mad. - 
Gleng. I can call Spirits from the vaſty Deep. 
Hot. Why, ſo can I, or ſo can an Man: 


But will they come, when you do call for them? 


1 Why, I can teach thee, Couſin, to command the 
I. 

Hot. And I can teach thee, Couſin, to ſhame the Devil, 
By _ Truth: Tell Truth, and 2 the Devil. 
If thou have Power to raiſe him, bring him hither, 
And 1']] be ſworn, I have Power to ſhame him hence. 


Oh, while you live, tell Truth, and ſhame the Devil. 


Mort, Come, come, no more of this unprofitable Chat, 
Glend. Three times hath Hey Bullingbratłe made head 
Againſt my Power; thrice from the Banks of Nye, 
And Sandy-bottom'd Severn, have I ſent him, 
Bootleſs home, and Weather-beaten back. 
Hot. Home, without Boots, and in foul Weather too! 
How *ſcapes he Agues in the Devil's Name? 
Glend. Come, here's the Map: Shall wedivide our Right, 
According te our threefold Order ta en? 
Mort. The Arch-Deacon hath divided it 
Into three Limits, very equally : 
England, from Trent, and Severn hitherto, 
By South and Eaſt, is to my part aſſign d: 
Al Weſtward, Wales, beyond the Severn ſhore, 
And all the fertile Land within that bound, 
To Owen Glendower; and dear Couſin to you 
The remnant Nerthward, lying off from Luut. 
And our Indeatures Tripartite are drawn: 
Which being ſealed enter , 
A Bufineſs Roe this Night may execute, 
To Morrow, Couſin Percy, you and I, 
And my good Lord of Worceſter, will ſet forth, 
To meet your Father, and the Scortyſb Power, 
As is appointed us at Shrewsbury. 
My F Glendower is not ready yet, | 
Ner ſhall we necd mis help thele fourtorn Days: 


Within 


- — 
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Within that ſpace,” you may have drawn AA” 
Your Tenants, Friends, and neighbouring Gentlemen. 
.  Glend. A ſhorter time ſhall ſend me to you, Lanes: 
Andin'my Conduct ſhall your Ladies come, 
From whom you now muſt ſteal, and E no dene, 
For there will be a World of Water ne, * 
Upon the parting of your Wives and you. | 
vi e a Aber, North from pi ere, 
In quantity equals not one of yours: 2 Wd 
See; how this River comes me cranking in, 
And cuts me from the beſt of all my Land, 
A huge half Moon, a monſtrous Cantle out. + 
I''F have the Current in, this place damm d op: 
And here the ſmug and Silver Tren ſhall run 
In anew Channel, fair and evenly: . * Wan 
It ſhall not wind with ſuch a deep Tndent, | 7 
To rob me of fo rich a Bottom hermmGGG. 
Glend. Not wind? It ſhall, it maſt, you ſee it oh; 
Mort. Yea, but mark how he bears his Courſe, 
And runs me up, with like advantage on the other ſide, 
Gelding the o ppoſing Continent as much, ; 
As on hs other lide it takes from | 
Wor. Yes, but a little Charge Mr trench bim * 
And on this North. ſide win this Cape of Land, 
And then he runs ſtraight and even. 
Hot. I'Il have it fo, à little * will do it, 
Glend. I'll not have it alter d. 
Hot. Will not you? 
Glend. No, nor you ſhall not. A 
Hot. Who 'ſhall ay me nay? | e 
Glend. Why, that will I. 
Hot. Let me. not underſtand” you Ae ſpeak it in Walſh 
* Glend. I can Tpi Evgliſh, Lord, as well as you, 
For I was train in the Engliſh Court: 7 — 


Where, being . young, I framed to the Harp 
Many an Engliſh Ditty, lovely well, 3 
And gave the Tongue a help Ornament; 0 
A Virtue that was never ſeen in you. 
Hot. — Lam glad of it with all wear 
a Kitten, and cry mew, © 


— — — — 
Til Than 
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Than one of theſe ſame nn "FARE 
I had rather hear a Brazen Candleſtick tun | 
Or a dry Wheel grate on the Axel-tree, 
And that would ſet my Teeth on Edge, 
Nothing ſo much as mincing Poetry 
*Tis like the forc'd Gate of a ating N 
Glend. Come, you ſhall have Zr ent turn'd, | 
Hot. I do not care; I'll give __ ſo much Land” 
To any well-deſerving Friend; PEEL 
But in the way of Bargain, mark ye me, 
I'll cavil on the ninth Part af a Hair. 
Are the Indentures drawn? Shall we be gone? 
Glend. The Moon ſnines fair, 
You may away by Night: 
III haſte the Writer, and withal, - 
Break with your Wives, of your departure hence: 
I am afraid my Daughter will run mad, RP 
So much ſhe doteth @n- her Mortimer. 1 Exit. 
Mort. Fie, Couſin Perey, how you croſs my Father. | 
Hot. I cannot chuſe; ſometime he angers me, 
With telling me of the Moldwarp and the Ant, 
Of che Dreamer Merlin, and his Prophecies; 
And of a Dragon, and a finleſs Fiſh, 
A clip-wing'd Griffin, and a moulten Raven, 
A couching Lion, and a ramping Cat, 
And ſuch,a deal of skimble-skamble Stuff, 
As puts me from my Faith. I tell you what, 
He held me laſt Night, at leaſt nine Hours, 
In reck ning up the ſeveral Devils Names, 
That were his Lackeys: 
I cry'd hum, and well, go too, 
But mark d him not a word. O, he is as tedious 
As a tired Horle, a railing Wife. 
Worſe than a ſmoaky Houſe, I had rather live 
With Cheeſe and Garlick in a Windmil far, 
Than feed on Cates, and have him talk to me, 
In any Summer-houſe in Chriſtendom. 
Mort. In faith he was a worthy Gentleman; 
Excceding well read, and profited, 
In ſtrange Concealments: | 
Vali- 
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Valiant as a Lion, and wondrous affable, 
And as bountiful'as Mines of Iulia. 
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35 : * you, Coutin, 5 
He holds your Temper in a speck 
And curbs himſelf, x nfl -of ——— Scope, 
When you do croſs his Humour; *faith he does 
I warrant. you, that Man is not alive, „ 8. 
Might fo have tempted him, as . L 
Without the 5 7 of Danger, an 1. 
But do not uſe it oft; let me intreat — 
Morz. In faith, my Lord, you are too wilful th 
And fince your comin hither, have done enough, 
To put him quite beſides his Patience: 
You muſt needs learn, Lord, to amend this fault; 
Though ſometimes it ſhews Greatneſs, Courage, Bloog, 
And that's the deareff grace it renders youz 
Yet oftentimes it doth preſent harſh' Rage, 
Defect of Manners, want of Government, 
Pride, Ha hrineſs; Opinion, and' Diſdain: 
The leaſt of which, haunting a Nobleman, 
Loſeth Mens Hearts, and leaves behind a Stain 
Upon the Beauty of all parts beſides, 1 
iling them of —— f 4 
Hot. Well, Jam ſchool'd* | 
Good-manners be your-ſpeed; E 
Here come-our , and ler a6/take our EY 
Enter” Glendower, with the Ladies. © 
Mort. This is the deadly ſpight that angers me, 
My Wife can ſpeak no Engliiſp, I no Welſh, © 
Glend. My Daughter weeps, ſhe'll not part with you, 
Shell be a Goldier too, ſhe'll to the Wars. | 
Mort. Good Father tell her, that ſhe and' my Auat Percy 
Shall follow in your Conduct ſpeedily, 
[Glendower ſpeaks to her m Welſh, and ſhe anſwers him 
in the ſame: 
Glend. She is deſperate here: | 
A peeviſh ſelt-will'& Harlotry, 5 
One that no Perſwaſion can do good upon. 
n La eu in Welſh! 


Mort. 


K. 
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Mort. L underſtand thy Looks; that pretty Welſh, - 
Which thou powr'ſt down from theſe ſwelling Heay'ns, 
I am too perfect in: And but for ſhame, | 


In ſuch a Parly ſhould I anſwer thee. * 
[The Lady again is Well; 


Mort. I underſtand thy Kiſſes, and thou mine, 

And that's a feeble Diſputation: I 1; ob. 

— * eee. Love. VE | 

Till I x Language: For thy Tangue 

Makes Welfh as ſweet as Ditties highly penn d. 

Sung by a fair Queen in a Summer's Bower, 

With raviſhing Diviſion to her Lute. , 
Glend. Nay, if thou melt, then will ſhe run mad. 

[The Lady ſnake again in Welſſu 

Mort. O, I am ignorance it ſelf in thi 
Glend. She bids you, 2 

On the wanton Ruſnes lay you damn, 

And reſt your gentle Head upon her Lap, 

And ſhe will ſing the Song that pleaſeth you, 

And on your Eye: lids Crown the God 287g 

Charming your Blood with pleaſing heavineſs; 

Making ſuch difference betwixt Wake and Sleep, 

As is the difference betwixt Day and Night, 

The Hour before the Heav'nly barneſs'd Team 

Begins his golden Proꝑreſs in the Eaſt, ' 
Mort. With all my Heart I'll fit, and hear ker ſing; 

By that time will our Book, I think, be drawn. 
Glen. Do ſo; a, | 

And thoſe Muſicians that ſhall play to you, 

Hang in the Air a thouſand Leagues from hence; 
Yet ſtraight they ſhall be here: Sit, and attend. 
Hot. Come, Kate, thou art perfect in lying down: 
Come, quick, quick, that I may lay my Head in thy Lap. 
Lady. Go, ye giddy Gooſe. [The Mufick plays. 
Hot. Now I perceive the Devil underitands Welſh, 

And 'tis no marvel he is fo humourous: 

By'rlady he's a good Muſician. 
Lady. Then would you be nothing but Muſical, 

For you are altogether govern'd by Humours: 


Lie (till ye Thief, and hear the Lady ſing in / U. 


Y 


Hot, 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
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Hot. 1 bad rather hear; Lady, my WN in 1riſh, 
1 have ks Head RIG: . 
Hot. No 


Lady. Then be fell. 

Hot. Neither, tis a e 8 Fault. 
| Lady. Now God help thee. 

Hot. To the Welſh Lady's Bed. 

Lady. What's that? 2 0 | 

Hor. Peace, ſhe ſings. [Here the Lady foes a Welſh mg: 
Come, III have your Song too. 

Lady. Not mine, in good ſooth. 

Hor. Not yours, in good ſooth! 
You ſwear like a Comfit-maker's Wife, 
Not you, in good footh ; and, as true as f live; 
And, as God ſhall mend me; and, as ſure as Day: 
And giveſt ſuch Sarcenet ſurety for thy Oaths, 

As if thou never walk 'ſt further than „ | 
Swear me, Kate, like a Lady, as thou art, 
A good mouth; filling Oath, and leave Inſvoth, 


And ſuch proteſt of Pepper-Ginger-Bread, 
To Velyet-Guards, as n Citizens, 15 


Come, ing. $ 
27 


Lady. I will not ſing. 
Hot. Tis the next way to turn Tailor, or be Red- 


breaſt Teacher: And the Indentures be drawn, Fil away 


within theſe two Hours: And ſo come in, when ye will, 
1 7 Exit. 


Glend. Come, come, Lord Anime, you are 45 Dow, 


As hot Lord Perey is on fire to go, 
By this our Book is drawn: We will but ſea, 


And then to Horſe immediately. 15 | 
Mort. With all my Heart. | : b  [Exermy 


| SCENE II. 
Enter King Henry, Prince of Wales, unde and others, 


K. Henry. Lords, give us leave: 
The Prince of Wales, and I, 
Muſt have ſome private Conference. 


NR v 
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But be near at Hand, oy 
For we ſhall preſently have need of you. [Exeunt Lords, 
I know not whether Heay'n will have it fo, 
For ſome diſpleaſing Service I have done; 
That in his ſecret Doom, out of my Blood, 
He'il breed Revengement, and a Scourge for me: 
But thou doſt in thy Paſſages of Life, 
Make me believe, that thou art only mark'd 
For the hot Vengeance, and the Rod of Heav'n 
To puniſh my Miſs-treadings. Tell me elſe, 
Could ſuch inordinate and low Deſires, 2 
Such poor, ſuch baſe, ſuch lewd, ſuch mean Attempts, 
Such barren Pleaſures, rude Society, | | 
As thou art match'd withal, and grafted to, 
Accompany the Greatneſs of thy Blood, 
And hold their level with thy Princely Heart? 

P. Henry. So pleaſe your Majeſty, {would I could 
Quit all Offences with as clear excuſe, | 
As well as I am doubtleſs I can purge 
My ſelf of many 1 am charg d withal : 
Yet ſuch extenuation ler me beg, 
As in reproof of many Tales devis'd, 
Which oft the Ear of Greatneſs needs muſt hear, 
By ſmiling Pick-thanks, and baſe News-mongers; 
I may for ſome things true, wherein my Youth 
Hath faulty wandred, and irregular, 
Find Pardon on my true Submiſſion. 

K. Henry. Heav'n pardon thee: Vet let me wonder, Harry, 
At thy Affections, which do hold a Wing 
Quite from the flight of all thy Anceſtors. 
Thy place in Council thou haſt rudely loſt, 
Which by thy younger Brother is ſupplyd; 
And art almoſt an Alien to the Hearts 
Of all the Court and Princes of my BlcoJ1. 
The Hope and Expectation of thy time 
Is ruin'd, and the Soul of every Man 
Prophetically does fore-think thy Fal!, 
Had I fo laviſh of my Preſence been, 
So common hackney'd in the Eyes of Men, 
So ſtale and cheap to yulgar Company; 

Vol IL Q 
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Opinion, that did help me.to the Crown, þ 
Had ſtill kept loyal to Poſſeſſion, 
And left me in reputeleſs Baniſhment, 
A Fellow of no mark nor likelihood. | 
By being ſeldom ſeen, I could not ſtir, 1 
Bur like a Comet, I was wondred at; 
That Men would tell their Children, This is he: 
Others would ſay, Where? Which is Bullingbrote? 
And then I ſtole all Courteſie from Heavn, 
And dreſt my ſelf in ſuch Humility, 75 
That I did pluck Allegiance from Mens Hearts, 
Loud Shouts and Salutation from their Mouths, 
Even in the Preſence of the crowned King. 
Thus I did keep my Perſon freſh and new, 
My Preſence like a Robe Pontifical, 14 
Ne er ſeen, but wondred at; and ſo my State, 
Seldom but ſumptuous, ſhewed like a Feaſt, 
And won by rareneſs ſuch Solemnity. 4 
The skipping King, he ambled up and down 
With ſhallow Jeſters, and raſh Bavin Wits, 
Soon kindled, and ſoon burnt, carded his State, 
Mingled his Royalty with carping Fools, 
Had his great Name prophaned with their ns, 
And gave his Countenance, againſt his Nam 
To laugh at gybing Boys, and ſtand the pull; 
Of every beardleſs vain comparative: 
Grew a Companion to the common Streets, | 45 
Enfeoff d himſelf to Popularity: a” 
That being daily ſwallowed by Mens Eyes, 1 1 
They ſurfeited with Honey, and began to loa{ 1 
The taſte of ſweetneſs, whereof a little ; 8. 
More than a little, is by much too much; 
So when he had occafion to be ſeen, BY 
He was but as the Cuckow is in Tune, 23 
Heard, not regarded; ſeen, but with ſuch Eyes} 
As ſick and blunted with community, |! 
Afford no extraordinary gaze, 
Such as is bent on Sun-like Majeſty, 
When it ſhines ſeldom in admiring E N: 
But rather drowa d, and hung their Eye-lids down, 


Slep: 
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Slept in his Face, and rendred ſuch aſpect 
As cloudy Men uſe to their Adverſaries, 
Being with his Preſence glutted, gorg'd, and full, 
And in that very Line, Harry, ſtand'ſt thou; 
For thou haſt loſt thy Princely Privilege, 
With vile Participation. Not an Eye 
But is a-weary of thy common fight, ] 
Save mine, which hath deſir'd to ſce thee more: 
Which now doth, that I would not have it do, 
Make blind it ſelf with fooliſh Tenderneſs. 
P. Henry. I ſhall hereafter, my thrice gracious Lord, 

Be more my ſelf. 

K. Henry. For all the World. 
As thou art to this hour, was Richard then, 
When J from France (et forth to Ravenſpurg; 
And even as I was then, is Percy now : 
Now by my Scepter, and my Soul to boot, 
He hath more worthy Intereſt to the State 
Than thou the Shadow of Succeſſion; 
For of no Right, nor Colour like to Right, 
He doth fill Fields with Harneſs in the Realm, 
Turns Head againft the Lion's armed Jaws; 
And being no more in Debt to Years than thou, 
Leads ancient Lords, and reverend Biſhops on 
To bloody Battels, and to bruifing Arms. 
What never-dying Honour hath he got, 
Againſt renowned Dowglaſs, whoſe high Deeds, 
Whoſe hot Incurſions, and great Name in Arms, 
Holds from all Soldiers chief Majority, 
And Military Title Capita, | 
Throngh all the Kingdoms that acknowledge Chrift. 
Thrice hath the Hor-/pur Mars in ſwathing Cloaths, 
This Infant Warrior, in his Enterpriſes, 
Diſcomfited great Dowglaſs, ta en him once, 
Enlarged him, and made a Friend of him, 
To fill the Mouth of deep Defiance up, 
And ſhake the Peace and Safety of our Throne. 
And what ſay you to this? Percy, Northumberlard, 
The Arch-Biſhop's Grace of York, Dowglaſs and Mortimer, 
Capitulate againſt us, and 8 up. | 

5 2 
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But wherefore do I tell this News to thee? | - 
hy, Harry, do I tell thee of my Foes, {ly 
Which art my near'ſt and deareft Enemy? 7 
Thou art xe enough, through Vaſſal Fear, Lis 
-- Baſe Inclination, and the ſtart of Spleen, 15 
To fight againſt me under Percy s Pay, ji 


Jo dog his. Heels, and curtſie at his Frowns, 1 


To ſhew how much thou art degenerate. 1 
P. Henry. Do not think ſo, you ſhall not find it ſo: 


And Heav'n forgive them, that ſo much have ſwayd 


Tour 'Majeſty's good Thoughts away: from me: 
will redeem all this on Percy's Head, | 
And in the cloſing of ſome glorious Day, 

Be bold to tell you, that Lam your Son, 
When I will wear a Garment all of Blood, 
And ſtain my Favours in a Bloody Mask: - 
Which waſht away, ſhall ſcowre my Shame with it. 
And that ſhall be the Day, when cer it lights, 
That this ſame Child of Honour and Renown, 
This gallant Hor. ſpur, this all-praiſed Knight, 
And your unthought-of Harry, chance to meet: 
For every Honour ſitting on his Helm, . 
Would they were multitudes, and on my Head 
My Shames redoubled. For the time will come, 
That I ſhall make this Northern Vouth exchange 
His glorious Deeds for my Indignities : 
Percy is but my Factor, good my Lord, 
To engroſs up glorious Deeds on my 
And 1 will call him to fo ſtrict account, 
That he ſhall render every Glory up. 
Vea, even the ſlighteſt Worſhip of his Time, 
Or I will tear the} Reckoning from bis Heart. 


-- 


This, in the Name of Heav'n, I promiſe here: $i | 


The which, if 1 perform, and do ſurvive, 
I do beſeech your Majeſty, may ſalve 
The long-grown Wounds of my-Intemperature ; 


Ik᷑łð not, the end of Life cancels-all Bonds, 


And I will die a hundred thouſand Deaths, | 
Ere break the ſmalleſt Parcel of this Vow. | 


F. Henry. A hundred thouſand Rebels die in this: FP 
9 en 


' 

„ 

* 
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Thou ſhalt have Charge, and Soveraign Truſt herein. 
| Enter Blunt, 
How now, good Blunt? Thy Looks are full of ſpeed. 
Blunt. So 1s the Buſineſs that I come to ſpeak of. 
IL. ord Mortimer of Scotland hath ſent word, 
That Dowglas and the Engliſh Rebels met 
The Eleventh of this Month, at Shrewsbury: 
A mighty and a fearful Head they are; 
If Promiſes be kept on eyery Hand, 
As ever offered foul Play in a State. 
K. Henry. The Earl of Weſtmorland ſet forth to Day 
With him my Son, Lord John of Lancaſter, 
For this Advertiſement is five Days old. A $248 
On Wedneſday next, Harry, thou ſhalt ſet forward: 
On Thurſday, we our ſelves will march. 
Our meeting is Bridgenorth: And Harry, you ſhall march 
Through Glocefterſhire : By which account, 
Our Buſineſs valued, ſome twelve Days hence, 
Our general Forces at Bridgenorth ſhall, meet. 
Our Hands are full of Buſineſs: Let's away, | 
Advantage feeds them fat, while We delay, =[Exennt.- 


SCENE III. 


Enter Falſtaff and Bardolph, ol 

Fal. Bardol h, am I not fal'a away vilely, ſince this / 
laft Action? Do I not bate? Do I not dwindle? Why 
my Skin hangs about me like an old Lady's looſe Gown: 
I am-withered like an old Apple ohn. Well Lal repent, - 
and ſuddenly, while I am in ſome liking: 1 ſhall be 
out of Heart ſhortly, and then I ſhall have no Strength to 
repent. And I have not forgotten what the inſide of a 
Church is made of, I am a Pepper Corn, a, Brewers Horſe; 
the inſide ef a Church! Company, villainous Company 
hath been the ſpoil of me. | | 
; Bard, Sir John, you are ſo fretful, you cannot live- 
ong. 
Fal. Why there is it; come ſing me a bawdy Song, to make 
me merry: I was as virtuouſſy given, as a Gentleman nced 
to be; virtuous enough; ſwore little, dic d not above ſeven - 

| Q3 times 
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times a Week, went to a Bawdy-houſe not above once in 


a Quarter of an Hour, paid Mony that I borrow'd three or 


four times; liv'd well, and in good Compaſs; and now I | 


live out of all order, out of Compafs. 


Bard. Why, you are ſo fat, Sir John, that you muſt 1 
needs be out of all Compaſs, out of all reaſonable Com- 


paſs, Sir John. 


Fal. Do thou amend thy Face, and I'll amend my Life. 
Thou art our Admiral, thou beareſt the Lanthorn in the 
Poop, but tis in the Noſe of thee; thou art the Knight 


of the burning Lamp. 
Bard. Why, Sir John, my Face does you no harm. 


Fal. No, I'll be ſworn; I make as good uſe. of it, as 


many a Man doth of a Death's Head. or a Meniento Mori. 


I never fee thy Face, but I think upon Hell Fire, and Dives 
that liv'd in Purple; for there he is in his Robes burning, 


if thou wert any way given to Virtue, I would ſwear by 


thy Face; my Oath ſhould be, By this Fire: But thou art 
altogether given over; and wert indeed, but for the Light 


Face, the Son of utter Darkneſs. When thou 


in t 

—_ up Gads-hiff in the Night to catch my Houſe, if 
did not think thou hadſt been an ignis fatuus, or a Ball 
of Wild- fire there's no Purchaſe. in Mony. O, thou art 
a perpetual Triumph, an everlaſting Bonfire Light; thou 
haſt ſaved me a thouſand Marks in Links and Torches, }. 


walking with thee in the Night betwixt Tavern and Ta- 
vern; but the Sack that thou haſt drunk me, would have 
bought me light as good cheap, at the deareſt Chand- 


lers in Europe. I have maintain'd that Salamander of yours 
with Fire, any time this two and thirty Years, Heavy n re- 


ward me for it. 
Bard. 1 would my Face were in your Belly. 
Fal. So ſhould I be ſure to be heart - burn d. | 
| Enter Hoſteſs. . 
How now, Dame Partlet the Hen, have you enquir'd yet 
who pick'd my Pocket ? | ( 
Hoff. Why, Sir John, what do you think, Sir Fohn? 


Do you think I keep Thieves in my Houſe? I have ſearch d. 
1 have enquir'd, fo has my Husbznd, Man by Man, Boy. 


by —2 Servant by Servant: The tight of a Hair was ne- 
ver N 
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in my Houſe before. Fal. 
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Fal. Ve lie, Hoſteſs; Bardolph was ſhav'd, and loſt ma- 
ny a Hair; and l' be ſworn my Pocket was pick d; go to, 
you are a Woman, go. 

Hoſt. Who I? I defie thee; I was never call'd ſo in mine 


dww Houle before. 


Fal. Go to, I know you well enough. 

Hoſt. No, Sir John: You do not know me, Sir John; 
I know you, Sir John; You owe me Mony, Sir John, and 
now you pick a Quarrel cobeguile me of it; I bought you 
a Dozen of Shirts to your Back. 

Fal. Dowlas, filthy Dowlas: I have given them away to 
Bakers Wives, and they have made Boulters of them. 
Hoſt, Now as I am a true Woman, Holland of eight 
Shillings an Ell: You owe Mony here beſides, Sir John, tor 
your Diet, and by Drinkings, and Mony lent you, four 
and twenty Pounds. | 
Fal. He had his part of it, let him pay. 

Hoſt, He? alas! he is poor, he hath nothing. 

Fai, How? poor? Look upon his Face: What call you 
rich? Let him coin his Noſe, let him coin his Cheeks, III 
not pay a Denier, What, will you make a Yonker of 
me? Shall I not take mine Eaſe in mine Inn, but I ſhall 
have my Pocket pick d? I have loſt a Seal- Ring of my 


 Grand-father's, worth forty Mark. | 


Hoſt. 1 have heard the Prince tell him, I know not how 
oft, that that Ring was Copper. 

Fal. How? the Prince is a Fack, a ſneak-Cupz and if he 
were here, I would cudgel him like a Dog. if he would fay ſo. 
Enter Prince Henry marching, and Falſtaff meets him, play- 

ing on his Trunchion like a Fife. | 
Fai. How now, Lad? is the Wind in that Door? Muſt 
we all march? | 

Bard, Yea, two and two, Newgate Faſhion. 

Hoſs. My Lord, I pray you hear me. 

P. Henry. What ſay ſt thou, Miſtreſs Quickly? How does 
thy Husband? I love him well, he is an honeſt Man. 

Hoſt. Good, my Lord, hear me. 

Fial. Prithee let her alone, and liſt to me. 

P. Henry. What ſay'ſt thou, Jack? 

Fal. The other. Night I fell aſleep here behind the Ar- 


24 ras, 
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ras, and had my Pocket pickt: This Houſe is turn'd Baws 
dy- houſe, they pick Pockets. | | 
P. Henry. What didſt thou loſe, Fack? 


Fal. Wilt thou believe me, Hal? Three or four Bonds 
of forty Pound a- piece, and a Seal- Ring of my Grand- 


faher's. 
P. Henry. A Trifle, ſome eight-penny Matter. 


Hef. So I told him, my Lord; and I faid, I heard 
your Grace ſay ſo: And, my Lord, he ſpeaks moſt vilely 
of you, like a foul-mouth'd Man as he is, and faid he would 


eudgel you, | 
P. Henry. What! he did not? 


Hoſt. There's neither Faith, Truth, nor Woman-Hood | 


in me elſe, 


Fal. There's no more Faith in thee than in a ſtewd 
Pruen; nor no more Truth in thee than in a drawn Fox; 


and for Woman-hood, Maid-Marian may be the Depu- 


ty's Wife of the Ward to thee, Go you nothing, go. 
Hoſt. Say, what _ What thing? 
Fal. What thing? Why a thing to thank Heav'n on, 


Heft. I am nothing to thank Heay'n on, I would thou | 


ſnouldſt know it: I am an honeſt Man's Wife; and ſetting 
thy Knighthood afide, thou art a Knave to call me ſo. 


Fal. Setting thy Womanhood aſide, thou art a Beaſt to 


ſay otherwile. 
Hoſt. Say, what Beaſt, thou Knaye thou? 
Fal. What Beaſt, Why an Otter. 
P. Henry. An Otter, Sir Fehn, why an Otter? 


Fal. Why? ſhe's neither Fiſh nor Fleſh; a Man knows 


not where to have her. | f 
Hoſt, Thou art an unjuſt Man in ſaying ſo; thou, or 
any Man, knows where to have me, thou Knave thou. 
P. Henry, Thou ſay'ſt true, Hoſteſs, and he ſlanders thee 
moſt rofl 7 1 A 
Hoſt. So he doth you, my Lord, and ſaid this other 
Day, you ow'd him a thouſand Pound. f 
P. Henry, Sirrah do I owe you a thouſand Pound ? 


Fal. A thouſand Pound, Hal? A Million; thy Love is | 


worth a Million: Thou ow'ſt me thy Love. 
Hat. Nay, my Lord, he call'd you Fact, and {aid he 
would cudgel you. . Fal, 


* 
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Fal. Did I, Bardolph? 
Bard. Indeed, Sir 3 you ſaid ſo. 
Fal. Vea, if he ſaid my Ring was Copper. 
F. Henry. I ay tis Copper. Dar'ſt thou be as good 2s 
thy Word now? _ | | 
Fal. Why, Hal, thou know'ſt, as thou art but a Man 1 
dare, but as thou art a Prince, I fear thee, as I fear the 
roaring of the Lion's Whelp. 
P. Henry, And why not as the Lion? 
Fal. The King himſelf is to be fear das the Lion; do'ſt 


| thou think III fear thee, as | fear thy Father? Nay if I do, 


let my Girdle break. 

P. Henry. O, if it ſhould, how would thy Guts fall about 
thy Knees, But, Sirrah, there's noroom for Faith, Truth, 
nor Honeſty, in this Boſom of thine; it is all fill d up with 
Guts and Midriff. Charge an honeſt Woman with picking 
thy Pocket! Why thou whorſon impudent imboſt Raſ- 
cal, if there were any thing in thy Pocket but Tavern 
Reckonings, Memorandums of Baws y-Houſes, and one poor 
peany-:worth of Sugar- Candy to make thee long-wind- 
ed; if thy Pocket were enrich'd with any other Injuries 
but theſe, I am a Villain; and yet you will. ſtand to it, 
you will not Pocket up Wrongs. Art thou not aſham'd? 

Fal. Doſt thou hear, Hal? Thou know'ſt in the State 
of Innocency, Adam fell; and what would poor Fack 
Falſiaff do, in the Days of Villainy? Thou ſeeſt, I haze 
more Fleſh than another Man, and therefore more Frail: y. 
You confeſs then you pickt my Pocket! 

P. Henry. It appears ſo by the Story. 
Fal. Hoſtels, I forgive thee: 


Go make ready Breakfaſt; love thy Husband, 


Look to thy Seryants, and cheriſh thy Gueſts? . 


Thou ſhalt find me tractable to any honeſt Reaſon : 


Thou ſeeſt, 1 am pacify d ſtill. 


Nay, I prithee be gone. [Exit Hoſte/+. 


Now, Hal, to the News at Court for the Robbery, Lad ? 
How is that anſwer d? 
P. Henry. O my ſweet Beef, 
I mult ſtill be good Angel to thee, 
The Mony is paid back again. 
QF Fa,. 


ov 


Od, I could wiſh this Tavern were my Drum. 
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Fal. O, 1 do not like that paying back; tis a double 
Labour. 1 


P. Henry, 1 am good Friends with my Father, and may 


do any thing. | pr 
Fal. Rob me the Exchequer the firſt thing thou do'ſt, 


and do it with un-waſh'd Hands too. 


Bard. Do, my Lord. | g 
P. Henry. I have procured thee, Fack, a Charge of Foot 
Fal. I would it been of Horſe. Where ſhall I find 


one that can ſteal well? O, for a fine Thief, of two and 


twenty, or thereabout; I am heinouſly unprovided. Well, 
God be thanked for theſe Rebels, they offend none but the 
virtuous. I laud them, I praiſe them. 

P. Henry. Bardolph. 

Bard. My Lord. 


F. Henry. Go bear this Letter to Lord John of Lancaſter, 


Fo my Brother ho This to my Lord of Weſtmorland, 
Go Peto, to Horſe; for thou, and I, 

Have thirty Miles to ride yet ere Dinner time. 

Jack, meet me to Morrow in the Temple-Hall 

At two a Clock in the Afternoon, 

There ſhalt thou know thy Charge, and there receiye 
Mony, and Order for their Furniture. : | 


The Land is burning, Percy ſtands on high, 


And either they, or we, muſt lower lie. 
Fal. Rare Words; brave World, 
Hoſteſs, my Breakfaſt, come: 


— * COT S OS 


ACT W. SCENE I. 


Enter Hot-ſpur, Worceſter, and Dowglaſs. 
Hot. V FELL faid, my noble Scar, if ſpeaking Truth 
In this fine Age, were not thought Fuer 
Such attribvtion ſhould the Dowglaſs have, | 
As not a Soldier of this Seaſons ſtamp, 
Should go fo general currant through the World. 
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By Heay'n I cannot flatter: I defie 
The Tongues of Soothers. But a braver place 
In my Heart's love, hath no Man than your ſelf. 
Nay, task me to my Word; approve me, Lord. 

Dow. Thou art the King of Honour: | 
No Man fo potent breaths upon the Ground, 
But I will beard him. 

| Enter a Meſſenger. 
Hot. Do ſo, and tis 


well . What Letters haſt thou there? 
I can but thank you. 


Meſſ.. Theſe Letters come from your Father. 
Hot. Letters from him? | 


Why comes he not himſelf? 


Meſſ. He cannot come, my Lord, 
He is grievous iick. - 

Hot. How ! Has he the leiſure to be ſick now, 
In ſuch a juſtling time? Who leads his Power; 
Under whoſe Government come they along? 

Meſſ. His Letters bear his Mind, not I his Mind. 

Wor. I prithee tell me, doth he keep his Bed ? 

Meſſ. Ee did, my Lord, four Days ere I ſet forth: 
And at the time of my Departure theiice, 

He was much fear'd by his Phyfician. 

Mor. I would the ſtate of time had firſt been whole, 
Ere he by Sickneſs had been viſited ; | 
His Health was never better worth than novy. | 

Hot. Sick now ? Droop now ? This Sickneſs doth infect 
The very Life-bleod of our Enterpriſe, : 
"Tis catching hither, even to our Camp, 

He writes me here, that inward Sickneſs —— 

And that his Friends by deputation 

Could not ſo ſoon be drawn: Nor did he think it meet 
To lay ſo dangerous and dear a truſt 7 | 
On any Soul remov'd, but on bis own. | 
Yet doth he give us bold Advertiſement, f 
That with our ſmall Con junction we ſhould on, 

To ſee how Fortune is diſpos'd to us, 


For, as he writes, there is no quailing now, 


Becauſe the King is certainly potſett 
Of all our Purpoſes, What ſay you to it? 


For. 


\ 
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* Wor. Your Father's Sickneſs is a maim to us. 
Hot. A perillous Gaſh, a very Limb lopt off: 
And yet, in faith, tis not; his preſent want 
Seems more than we ſhall find it. Were it good, 
To ſet the exact Wealth of all our States . 
All at one Caſt? To ſet ſo rich a Mine 
On the nice hazard of one doubtful Hour, 
It were not good; for therein ſhould we read 
The very Bottom, and the Soul of hope, 
The very Lift, the very utmoſt bound 
Of all our Fortunes, | | 
Dow. Faith, and ſo we ſhould, 
Where now remains a ſweet Reverſion. J 
We may boldly ſpend, upon the hope | | 
Of what is to come in: 8 , 15 
A comfort of Retirement lives in this. N 
Hot. A Rendezvous, a Home to flie unto, | (7 
If that the Devil and Miſchance look big 190811 
Upon the Maidenhead of our Affairs. 
Wor. But yet I would your Father had been here : 
The Quality and Heir of our Attempt NAA 
Brooks no Diviſion: It will be thought 'F 
By ſome, that know not why he is away, — 
That Wiſdom, Loyalty, and meer Diſike | 
Of our 33 kept the Earl from hence. 7 
And think, how ſuch an Apprehenſion ep IF 
May turn the Tide of fearful Faction, 1 en 
And breed a kind of Queſtion in our Cauſe: 70 
For well you know, we of the offering ſide, AN 
Muſt keep aloof from ſtrict arbitrement, k | 
And ſtop all fight-holes, every loop, from whence 1 
The Eye of Reaſon may pry in upon us: an 


This abſence of your Father draws a Curtain, 
That ſhews the Ignorant a kind of fear ; 43. 
Betore not dreamt of. OP 1 
Hot. You ſtrain too far. F 
I rather of his Abſence make this uſe: 1 - 
It lends a Luſtre, and more great Opinion, 4 2 
A larger Dare to your great Enterpriſe, f 
Than if the Earl were here: For Men mult 
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All plum'd like Eſtridges, that wing the Wind, 1 
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If we without his help can make a Head, 
To puſh againſt the Kingdom with his help, | | 
We ſhall o'erturn it topſie-turvy don. | 
Yet all goes well, yet all our Joints are whole: 

Dow. As Heart can think: | 
There is not ſuch a word ſpoke of in Scotland, 
As this Dream of Fear. 7 

. Enter Sir Richard Vernon. 
Hot, My Couſin Vernon, welcome by my Soul. 
Ver. Pray God my News be worth a welcome, Lord, 


The Earl of Weſtmorland, ſeyen thouſand ſtrong, 
Is marching hither-wards with Prince ohn. 


Hot, No harm; what more? _. 

Ver. And further, I have learn d, 
The King himſelf in Perſon hath ſet forth, 
Or hitherwards intended ſpeedily, 
With ſtrong and mighty Preparation. 
Hot. He ſhall be welcome too, 
Where is his Son ? 4 | ; LS 
The nimble-footed Mad- cap, Prince of Wales, 7-3 
And his Comrades, that daft the World aſide, 
And bid it paſs? | 

Ver. All furniſht, all in Arms, 


Baited like Eagles, having lately bath'd, 
Glittering in Golden Coats, like Images, 

As full of Spirit as the Month of May, 

And gorgeous as the Sun at Midſummer, - 
Wanton as youthful Goats, wild as young Bulk. 


I ſaw young Harry, with his Beaver on, 


His Cuſhes on his Thighs, gallantly arm'd, 

Riſe from the Ground like feather'd Mercury, 

And vaulted with ſuch Eaſe into his Seat, 

As if an Angel dropt down from the Clouds, 

To turn and wind a fiery Pegaſus, . | 

And witch the World with noble Horſemanſhip, 
Hot. No more, no more; | | 

Worſe than the Sun in March, 


This Praiſe doth nouriſh Agues; let them come, 


They come like Sacritices in their trim, 
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All to the fire-ey'd Maid of ſmoaky War, 


All hot, and bleeding, will we offer them; | 1 | 


The mailed Mars fhall on his Altar fit 

Up to the Ears in Blood. I am-on fire, 

To hear this rich Repriſal is ſo nigh, 

And yet not ours: Come, let me take my Horſe; 
Who is to bear me like a Thunder-bolt, , 
Againſt the Boſom of the Prince of Wales. 

Harry to Harry ſhall, and Horſe to Horſe 


| Meet, and ner part, till one drop down a Courſe] | 6-3 | 


Oh, that Glendower were come. 
Ver. There is more News: 

I learn'd in Worceſter, as I rode along, 

He cannot draw his Power this fourteen Days. | 
Dow. That's the worſt Tidings that I hear of, het! 
Wor. Ay, by my Faith, that bears a froſty Sound. 
Hot. What may the Ring whale Battle reach unto? 
Ver. To thirty thouſand. 

Hot. Forty let it be, 


My Father and Glendewer being both away, 22 80 11 fo 


The Power of us may ſerye ſo great a Day. 15 | 
Come, let us take a Muſter ſpeedily : T7 | 
Dooms-day is near; die all, de merrily. 

Dow. Talk not of dying, I am out of feaer 
9 Hand, Tor this*00c half Your. 4 


a SCENE. 11; | 
Enter Falſtaff and Bardolph, | abe 


Fal. Bardolph, get thee before to Coventry; fill me 4 


Bottle of Sack, our Soldiers ſhall march A We 
to Sutton cop- -hill to Night. | 1 
Bard. Will you give me Mon ; Captain? | e 
Fal. Lay out, lay out. d 26 298.0 
Bard. This Bottel makes an Ae Id: s 
Fal. And if it do, take it fer thy Labour; and Afi i, 
make twenty, take them all, Fl — the Coy 
Bid my Lieutenant Petro meet me at the Tons e 
1 I wil}, Captain; fare well. | le. 
Fal. 


er 


r Kr Ws ] . ˙cw r.. ̃ ͤiu. ˙¹mmm . ̃ͤͤl11 LSE 


King HRNRY IV. 375 


Fal If I be not aſham'd of my Soldiers, I am a 
. ſowc'd Gurnet: I have miſ. usd the King's Preſs dam- 

nably. I have got, in exchange of an hundred and | 
Soldiers, three Hundred and odd Pounds. I preſs me 
none but good Houſholders, Yeomens Sons; enquire me 
out contracted Batchelors, ſuch as had been ask d twice 
on the Banes : Such a Commodity of warm Slaves, 
as had as lieve hear the Devil, as a Drum; ſuch as fear 
the Report of a Caliver, worſe than a ſtruck-FowI, or a 
hurt wild Duck. I preſs me none but ſuch Toaſts and 
Butter, with Hearts in their Bellies no bigger than Pins 
Heads, and they have bought out their Services: And 
now my whole Charge conſiſts of Ancients, Corporals, 
Lieutenants, Gentlemen of Companies, Slaves as rag- 
ged as Lazarus in the painted Cloth, where the Glut. 
ton's Dogs licked his Sores; and ſuch as indeed were 
never Soldiers, but diſ-carded unjuſt Servingmen, youn- 
ger Sons to younger Brothers: Revolted Tapſters and 
Oſtlers, Trade- fall'n, the Cankers of a calm World, and 
long Peace; ten times more diſhonourable, ragged, than 
an old-fac'd Ancient; and ſuch have I to fill up the 
Rooms of them that have bought out their Services ; that 

ou won think that TEE a ee and fifty tatter d 

rodigals, lately come from Swine-keeping, ſrom eatin 
Draff and Husks. A mad Fellow _ the Way: 
and told me, I had unloaded all the Gibbets, 4aW#reft the 
dead Bodies. No Eye hath ſeen ſuch skar-Crows : III 
not march through Coventry with them, that's flat. Nay, 
and the Villains march wide betwixt the Legs, as it 
they had Gyves on; for indeed, I had the moſt of them 
out of Priſon. There's but a Shirt and a half in all my 
Company ; and the half Shirt is two Napkins tack'd to- 
gether, and thrown over the Shoulders like a Herald's 
Coat without Sleeves; and the Shirt, to ſay the Truth, 
ſtoll'n from my Hoſt of St. Albans; or the Red-Noſe Inn- 
keeper of Daintry. But that's all one, they'll find Linnen 
enough on every Hedge. 

Enter Prince Henry, and Weſtmorland. 
P. Hemy. How-now, blown Fack? how now, Quilt? 


Fal, 
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Fal. What, Hal? How now, mad Wag, what a Devil 
do'ſt thou in Warwickſpire? My good Lord of Weſtmor. 
land, I cry you mercy, L thought your Honour bad al- 
ready been at Shrewsbury. 

" We. Faith, Sir John, tis more than time chat were 
there, and you too; but my Powers are there already. 


The King, I can tell you, looks for us all; we mylt; away 


all to Night. 
Fal. Tut, never fear oe; I am as vigilant as a Cat, to 


_ Cream. 


hath — el made thee Butter; but tell Bk Jack, Whoſe 
Fellows are theſe that come after? 

. Fal. Mine Hal,. mine. | 

P. Henry. 1 did never ſee ſuch pitiful Raſcals, 

Fal. Tut, tut, good enou ugh to toſs : Food for Powder, 
food for Powder; they'll fil 
Map, mortal Men, mortal Men. 

Weft. Ay, but Sir John, methinks they are excreding 
'pook and bare, too beggarly. 


Fal. Faith, for their Poverty, I know not whey they. 
had that; and for their Bareneſs, I am ſure they, neyer 


learn'd that of me. 
P. Henry, No, I'll be ſworn, unleſs you call this Fin- 


gers on 2 Ribs, bare. Zut, Sirrah, mn n 1th is 
already in the Field. ; 
Fal. What, is the King encamp'd? 


Mes. He is, Sir John, I fear we ſhall Ray too ng 4. 
in- 


Fal. Well, to the latter end of a Fray, and the 
ning of a read, fits a dull Fighter, and a keen Gueſt. 
1 


SCENE It, 


© Enter Hot-Spur, Worcelter, Doweglaſs, and Vernon, 
Hot. We'll fight with him to Night. # - ar 
Wor. It may not be. 4; 
Dow. You give him then Advantage. 
Ver. Not a whit. 


-1 rhink-to teal Cream, indeed, for thy theft 


a Pit, as well as beten tuſh 
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Hot. Why ſay you ſo? Looks he not for Supply? 
Ver. So 9 we. 
Hot. His is certain, ours is doubt ful. 
Mor. Good Coufin be advis'd, ſtir not to Night, 
Ver. Do not, my Lord. 
Dow. You do not counſel well; 
You ſpeak it out of Fear, and cold Heart. 
Ver. Do me no ſlander, Dowglas: By my Life, 
And I dare well maintaih it with my Life, 
If well-reſpe&ed Honour bid me on, 
I hold as little Counſel with weak Fear, 
As you, my Lord, or any Scot that this Day lives. 
Let it be ſeen to Morrow in the Battel; 


Which of us fears. 
Dow. Yea, or to Night. 
Ver. Content. 


Hot. To Night, ſay 1, 

Ver. Come, come, it may not be. ; 
I wonder much, being Men of ſuch great Leading as you 
That you foreſee not what Impediments [are, 
Drag back our Expedition; certain Horſe 
Of my Couſin Voernon's are not yet come up, 
Your Uncle Worceſter's Horſe came but to Day, 
And now their Pride and Mettle is aſleep, 
Their Courage with hard Labour tame and dull, 
That not a Horſe is half the half of himſelf, 

Hot. So are the Horſes of the Enemy 
In general, journey-bated, and brought low: 
The better part of ours are full of reſt. 

Wor. The number of the King's'exceedeth ours : 
For God's ſake, Couſin, ftay till all come in. 

The Trumpet ſounds a Parley. Enter Sir Walter Blunt, 

Blunt. I come with gracious Offers from the King, 
If you vouchfafe me hearing, and reſpect. 

Hot. Welcome, Sir Walter Blunt: And would to God 
You were of our Determination, 
Some of us love you well; and even thoſe ſome 
Envy your great Deſervings, and good Name, 
Becaule you are not of our Quality, 


— 
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But ſtand againſt us like an Enemy. 

Blunt. And Heav'n defend, but ſtill I ſhould Rand ſo, 
So long as out of Limit, and true Rule, i 
You ſtand-againſt anointed Majeſty. 

But to my Charge. The King hath ſent to ©. 
The Nature of your Griefs, and whereupon 
You conjure from the Breaſt of civil Peace, 
Such bold Hoſtility, teaching his dutious Land | 
Audacious Cruelty, If that the King 17 
Have any way your good Deſerts forgot, F 
Which he confeſſeth to be manifold, | 

He bids you name your-Griefs; and with all ed 
You ſhall have your Defires, with Intereſt: 

And Pardon abſolute for your ſelf, and theſe, - 

Herein mi{-led by your Suggeſtion, E 

Hor. The King is kind: - + 2/1 
And well we know, the King 21 
Knows at what time to Promiſe, when to Tay. ö 
My Father, my Uacle, and my ſelf, '% 
Did give him that fame Royalty he wears: 

And when he was not fix and twenty ſtrong. 
Sick in the World's regard, wretched and * lt 

A poor unminded Out-law, ſneaking home. 
My Father gave him welcome to the Shore: | | 
And when we heard him ſwear, and vow to nk 
He came to be but Duke of Lancaſter, | 

To ſue his Livery, and beg his Peace, 

With Tears of Innocency, and terms of Zeal; | 

My Father, in kind Heart and Pity mov d, 
Swore him aſſiſtance, and perform'd it to. 
Now, when the Lords and Barons of the Realm 5 


o 
_ we 
* . 
b 
, 5 0 
„„ 2 


Perceiv'd Northumberland did lean to him, 


They more and leſs came in with Cap and r 

Met him in Boroughs, Cities, Vill ages, 

Attended him on Bridges, ſtood in Lanes, | 

Laid Gifts before him, proffer'd him their Oaths, , 
Gave him their Heirs, as Pages followed _ 25 
Even at the Heels, in golden Multitudes. th 
He ns Ie as Greatnels knows it elf, 139 
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Steps me a little higher than his Vow — 
Made to my Father, while his Blood was poor, 
Upon the naked Shore at Ravenſpurg : 

And now, forſooth, takes on him to reform 
Some certain Edicts, and ſome ſtraight Decrees, 
That lay too heavy on the Commonwealth; 
Cries out upon Abuſes, ſeems to weep | 
Over his Country's Wrongs; and by his Face, 
This ſeeming Brow of Juſtice, did he win 

The Hearts of all that he did angle for. 
Proceeded further, cut me off the Heads 

Of all the Favourites, that the abſent King 

In Deputation left behind here, — 
When he was perſonal in the Iriſh War, 

Blunt. Tut, I came not to hear this. 

Hot. Then to the Point. | 
In ſhort time after, he depos'd the King, ? 
Soon aſter that, depriv'd him of his Life: 

And in the Neck of that, task'd the whole State. 
To make that worſe, ſuffer'd his Kinſman March, 
Who is, if every Owner were right plac'd, 
Indeed his King, to be engag'd in Wales, 

There, without Ranſom, to lie forfeited: 
_ Diſgrac'd me in my happy Victories, 
Sought to intrap me by Intelligence, * 
Rated my Uncle from the Council Board, "1. 
In Rage diſmiſs'd my Father from the Court, 
Broke Oath on Oath, committing Wrong on Wrong, 
And in concluſion, drove us to ſeek out 
This Head of Safety; and withal, to pry 
Into his Title; the which we find 
Too indirect, for long continuance, 

Blunt. Shall I return this Anſwer te the King? 

Hot. Not fo, Sir Walter. 
We'll withdraw a while: 
Go to the King, and let there be impawn'd 
Some ſurety for a ſafe Return again: 
And in the Morning early ſhall my Uncle 
Bring him our Purpoſe; and fo farewel. 
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Blunt. I would you would accept of Grace ad ore: 
Hot. And't may be, ſo we ſhall. | 
Blunt. Pray Heay'n you do. 1 [Exennts 


SCENE IV. my 


Enter the Arebbiſhop of York, and Sir Michell. 

York. Hie, good Sir Michel, bear this ſealed Brief ; 
With winged haſte to the Lord Marſhal, FRY: 
This to my Couſin Scroop, and all the reſt [13 | 
To whom they are directed. | 


If you knew how much they do import, {4 p 
You would make hafte. . 4 
Sir Michell, My good Lord, I gueſs their readir 


Tork. Like enough you do. 
To Morrow, good Sir Michell, is a Day, 1 6 
Wherein the Fortune of ten thouſand Men 71 * 
Muſt bide the touch. For, Sir, at Shremabury, 


As I am truly given to underſtand, x 
The King. with mighty and quick raiſed Power, | ta 
Meets with Lord Harry; and 1 fear, Sir Micbell, 
What with the Sickneſs of Northumberland, 
Whoſe Power was in the firſt Proportion ; ; 
And what with Owen Glendower's Abſence thence. { 
Who with them was rated firmly too, | 
And*&6mes not in, over-rul'd by Prophecies, | 
I fear the Power of Percy is too weak, . 
To wage an inſtant Trial with the King. a 
Sir Michell. Why, my good Lord, you need not * 
There is Donglaſi, and Lord Mortimer. 
Tork. No, Mortimer is not there. 3 
Sir Michel. But there is Mordate, Vernon, Lord 
And there is my Lord of Worceſter, 
_ And a Head of gallant Warriors, 
Noble Gentlemen. 1 
Tork. And ſo there is, but yet the King hath drawn 
The ſpecial Head of all the Land together: 1 
The Prince of Vales, Lord Fohn of Lancaſter, 1 
The noble Weſtmorland, and warlike Blunt; SE 
And many more Corrivals, and dear Men 


* 
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Of Eſtimation, and command in Arms. | 

Sir Michell. Doubt not, my Lord, he ſhallbewelloppos'd. 
Tork. J hope no leſs: Yet needful tis to fear, 

And to prevent the worſt, Sir Michell ſpeed; 

And if Lord Percy thrive not,, ere the King 

Diſmiſs his Power, he means to viſit us; 

For he hath heard of our Confederacy, _ 

And, tis but Wiſdom to make ſtrong againſt him: 

Therefore make haſte, I muſt go write again | 

To other Friends; and.ſo fare wel, Sir Michell. ¶ Exeumt, 


ACT v. SCENE I. 


Enter King Henry,; Prince of Wales, Lord John Lancaſter] 
Earl of Weſtmorland, Sir Walter Blunt, on Falſtaff, 


K. Henry. OW bloodily the Sun begins to peer 
poi; H Above yon busky Hill: The Day looks pale 
At his diſtemperature. 
P. Henry. The Southern Wind 
Doth play the Trumpet to his Purpoſes, 
And by his hollow whiflling in the Leaves, 
Foretels a Tempeſt, and a Halt rin Day, 
K. Henry. Then with the Loſers Fet it ſympathize, 
For nothing can ſeem ſower to them that win. ; 
7 [The Trumpet ſounds. 
: Enter Worceſter. | 
K. Henry. How now, my Lord of Wor ſter? *Tis not well, 
That you and I ſhould meet upon ſuch Terms, 
As now we meet. You have deceiy'd our Truſts, 
And made us doff our eaſie Robes of Peace, 
To cruſh our old Limbs in ungentle Steel: 
This is not well, my Lord, this is not well. 
What ſay you to it? Will you again unknit 
This churliſh K not of l-abborred War; 
And move in that obedient Orb again, 
Where you did give a fair and natural Light, 
And be no more an exhal d Meteor, 
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A Prodigy of Fear, and a Portent 
Of broached Miſchief, to the unborn Times? %. 
Wor. Hear me, my Liege: 1 
For mine own Part, I could be well content 
To entertain the Lag-end of my Life i 
With quiet Hours: For I do proteſt, 
I have not ſought the Day of this diſlike. . 
K Henry. You have not ſought it; how comes it then? 
Fal. Rebellion lay in his way, and he found it. 
P. Henry. Peace, Chewet, peace. ——_ 
Mor. It pleas'd your Majeſty, to turn your Looks 
Of Favour, from my Self, and all our Houſe; 1 4 
And yet I muſt remember you, my Lorxd 
We were the firſt, and deareſt of your Friends: 
For you, my Staff of Office did I break ' 1 
In Richard's Time, and poſted Day and Night 
To meet you on the way, and kiſs your Hand, | 
When yet you were in place, and in account 
Nothing fo ſtrong and fortunate, as I: 
\ It was my ſelf, my Brother, and his Son, 1 
That brought you home, and boldly did out- dare 
The danger of the time. You ſwore to us, 4 
And you did ſwear that Oath at Doncaſter, 
That you did nothing purpoſe gainſt the State, | 
Nor claim no further, than your new fal'n Right, 
The Seat of Gaunt, Dukedom of Lancaſter. " 
To this, we ſware our Aid : But in ſhort Space, ol 
It rain'd down Fortune, ſhowring on your Head, 
And ſuch a Flood of Greatneſs fell on you, 
What with our help, what with the ablent King, 
What with the Injuries of wanton Time, | 
The ſeeming Sufferances that you had born, 30 
And the contrarious Winds that held the Kirg * 
So long in the unlucky 1riſþ Wars, 3 
That all in England did repute him dead; 8 
And from this ſwarm of tair Ad vantages, 
You took occaſion to be quickly wood, 
To gripe the general Sway into your Hand: 
Forgot your Oath to us at Doncaſter, 
And being fed by us, you us d us fo, 
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As that ungentle Gull, the Cuckow's Bird, 
Uſeth the Sparrow, did oppreſs our Neſt, 
Grew by our Feeding, to ſo great a Bulk, | 
That even our Love durſt not come near your Sight 
For fear of ſwallowing; but with nimble Wing 
We were inforc'd for ſafety's ſake, to fly 
Out of your Sight, and raiſe this preſent Head, 
Whereby we ſtand oppoſed by ſuch means 
As you your ſelf have forg'd againſt your ſelf, 
By unkind Uſage, dangerous Countenance, 
And violation of all Faith and Troth 
Sworn to us in your younger Enterprize. 
EK. Henry. Theſe things indeed you have articulated, 
Proclaim'd at Market Croſſes, read in Churches, 
To face the Garment of Rebellion 
With ſome fine Colour, that may pleaſe the Eye 
Of fickle Changelings, and poor Diſcontents, 
Which gape, and rub the Elbow at the News 
Of hurly x innovation : | 
And never yet did Inſurrection want 
Such Water. colours, to impaint his Cauſe ; 
Nor moody Beggars, ſtarving for a Time 
Of pell mell Havock, and Confuſion. 
P Henry. In both our Armies, there is many a Soul 
Shall pay full dearly for this Encounter, 
If once they join in trial. Tell your Nephew, 
The Prince of Wales doth join with all the World 
In praiſe of Henry Percy: By my Hopes, 
This preſent Enterprize ſet off his Head, 
I do not think a braver Gentleman, 
More Active, Valiant, or more valiant Young, 
More daring, or more bold, is now alive, 
To grace this latter Age with noble Deeds. 
For my Part, I may ſpeak it to my Shame, 
1 have a Truant been to Chivalry, 
And ſo, I hear, he doth account me too: 
Yet this before my Father's Majeſty, 
I am content that he ſhall take the odds 
Of his great Name and Edimation, [2s 
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And will, to ſave the Blood on either fide, 
Try Fortune with him, in a ſingle Fight. 


K. Henry. And, Prince of Wales, ſo dare os yenttureth0e; | 


Albeit, Confiderations infinite 

Do make againſt it: No, good Worſeer, no, 
We loye.our People well; even thoſe we love 
That are 'mi{-led upon your Couſin's Part: 


And will they take the Offer of our Grace; 


Both he, and they, and you, yea, every Man 
Shall be my Friend again, and I'll be his. 

So tell your Couſin, and bring me word 
What he will do. But if he will not yield, 
Rebuke and dread Correction wait on us, 
And they ſhall do their Office. So be gone, 
We will not nowy be troubled with Reply, 


We offer fair, take it adviſedly. Leni, Worceſter; 


P. Henry. It will not be accepted; on my Life. 
The Dowglaſs and the Hot ſpur both together, 
Are 2 againſt the World in Arms. 
Henry. Hence therefore, every Leader to his charge 
For: on their Anſwer will we ſet on them: 


And God befriend us, as our Cauſe is juſt. Eau. 


Manent Prince Henry and Falſtaff, 
Ful. Hal, if thou ſee me down in the Battel, 


And -beftride me, ſo; tis a point of Friendſhip. = 
P. Heu. Nothing but a Coloſſus cando thee that Friend- 


Say thy Prayers, and farewel. + * 


Fal. I would it were Bed time, Ha, and all well. 
1 Henry. Why, thou oweſt Heav'n a Death. 
al. II not due yet: I would be loth to pay him be- 
2 his Day. What need I be ſo forward with him that 


calls not on me? Well, tis no Matter, Honour pricks me 


on. But how if Honour prick me off when I come on? 
How then ? Can Honour ſet to a Leg? No. Or an Arm? 
No: Or take away the Grief-of Wound? No. Honour 


Hath no Skill in Surgery then? No. What is Honour? A 


word. What is that word Honour? Ayre; a trim reck- 
oning. Who hath it? He that dy d a Wedneſday. Doth 


he feel it? No. Doth he hear it? No. ls it inſenſible | 
then? Yea, to the dead, But will it not live with the 


living? 
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living? No. Wh. Detraction will not ſuffer it, therefore | 
I'll none of it. Honour is a meer — and io ends 


my Catechiſm, bp Exit. 
8 0 E N E I. 


Enter Worceſter, and Sir Richard Vernon. 
Tor. O no, my Nephew mult not know, Sir en 
The liberal kind Offer of the King, 1 
Per. Twere beſt he did. Fx 
Hor. Then we are all undone. 
It is not poſlible, it cannot be, 
The King would keep his Word in loving us, 
He will ſuſpect us till, and find a time 
To puniſh this Offence in other Faults: 
Suſpicion, all our Lives, ſhall be ſtuck full of * 
For Treaſon is but truſted like the Fox, 
Who ne er ſo tame, ſo cheriſh'd, and lock d up, 
Will have a wild trick of his Anceſtors; 
Look how we can, or ſad, or merrily, 
Interpretation will miſquote our Looks, 
And we ſhall feed like Oxen at a Stall, 
The better cherifh'd, ftill the nearer 2 
My Nephew's Treſpaſs may be well fo 
It hath the excuſe of 3 and heat o Blood, 
And an adopted Name of Privilege, 
A — 'd Hot. pur, govern'd by a Spleen: 
All his Offences live-upon my Head, 
And on his Father'ss We did train him on, 


And his Corruption being ta'en from us, 


Ss 8 


We as the Spring of all, ſhall pay for all: 
Therefore, goo Couſin, let not Harry know, 
In any caſe, the Offer of the Kin 

Ver. Deliver what you will, wie lay tis ſo, 


| Here comes your Couſin. 


Enter Hot- ſpur and Dowglaſa 
Hot. My Uncle is return d: 

Deliver up my Lord of Weſtmorland. 

Uncle, what News? 


Mor. The King will bid you Battel preſently; 


Dow. Defie him b the Lord of Nerd 
Vor. III. N R 
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Hot. Lord Dowglaſs; go you and tell him ſo. 
Dow. Marry and ſhall, and very willingly. 
| "Fexi Doweglaſs. 
Wor. There is no ſeeming Mercy in the King. 
Hor. Did you beg any? God forbid. 
Wor. I told him gently of our Grievances, 
Of his Oath-breaking; which he mended thus, 
now forſwearing that be is forſworn, a 
calls us Rebels, Traitors, and will ſc 
With baughty Arms, this hateful Name in us. 
| Enter Dowglaſls: | 
Dow. Arm, Gentlemen, to Arms, for I have thrown 
A brave Defiance in King Henry's Teeth: 
And Weſimorland that was ingag d did bear it, 
Which cannot chuſe but bring him quickly on. 
Wor, The Prince of Wales ſept forth before the King, 
And, Nephew, challeng'd you. to ſingle Fight 
Hot. ©, would the Quarrel lay upon our Heads, 


And that no Man might draw ſhort Breath to Day, 


But I and Harry Monzouth. Tell me, tell me, 

How ſhew'd his Talking? Seem'd it in Contempt? 
Ver. No by my Soul: I never in my Life 

Did hear a Challenge urg'd more modeſtly, 

Unleſs a Brother ſhould a Brother dare, 

To gentle Exerciſe and proof of Arms. 

He gave you all the Duties'of a Man, 

Trim'd up your Praiſes with a princely Tongue, 

Spoke your Deſervings like a Foidfcks 

Making you ever better than his Praiſe, 

By ſtill diſpraiſing Praiſe, valu'd with you: 

And which became him like a Prince indeed, 

He made a bluſhing Cital of himſelf, _ 

And chid his tre want Vouth ſo with a Grace, 

As if he maſter'd there a double Spirit 

Of teaching and of learning inſtantly oc 

There did he pauſe. But let me tell the World, 

If he out-live the Euvy ef this Da, 

England did never owe ſo ſweet a Hope, * \ 

So much miſconſtrued in his Wantonneſs. | * 
Hot. Coutin, I think thou art enamoured | 


* 
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Still ending at the Arrival of an Hour. — 1 
And if we live, we live to tread on Kings: | a. 
If die; brave Death, wten Princes die with us. | 
Nou for our Conſciences, the Arms are fair, 1 
When the latent for bearing them is juſt. 4 


| For I profeſs not talking: Only this, 
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On his Follies; never did I hear 

Of any Prince ſo wild at Liberty. 

But be he as he will, yet once ere Night 

I will embrace him with a Soldier's Arm, 

That he ſhall ſhrink under my Courteſie. Phe 
Arm, arm with ſpeed. And Fellows, Soldiers, Friends, 
Better conſider what you have to do, 


Than I, that have not well the gift of Tongue, 


Can lift your Blood up with Perſuaſion. 
Enter a Meſſenger. 
Meſ. My Lord, here are Letters for you. 
Hot. | cannot read them now. a 


O Geatlemen, the time of Life is ſhort : 


To ſpend that Shortneſs baſely were too long, 
Life did ride upon a Dial's Point, 


Enter another Meſſenger. - | 
Meſ. My Lord, prepare, the King comes on apace. F 
Het, I thank him, that he cuts me from my Tale, 


Let each Man do his beſt. And here I draw my Sword, | 
Whoſe worthy Temper I intend to ſtain 1 
With the beſt Blood that I can meet withal, ; 
Ia the Adventure of this perilous Day. | 

Now Eſperance, Percy, and ſet on: 9 
Sound all the lofty Inſtruments of War. 
And by that Muſick, let us all embrace: | 
For Heay'n to Earth. ſome of us never ſhall 4 


A ſecond time do ſuch a courteſie. i} 
[ They embrace, then Exeunt. The Trumpets ſound, the i 
King entreth with his Power, Alarm to the Battel. Then | 
enter Dowglaſs and Sir Walter Blunr. 
Blunt. What is thy Name, that in Battel thus thou croſſeſt 
What Honour doſt thou ſeek upon my Head? me? 
Dow. Know then, my name is Dowg/a/s, y 
And I do haunt thee in the Bartel thus, 
1 : R 2 Be- 
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Becauſe ſome tell me that thou art a King. 

Blunt. They tell thee true. 1 

Dow. The Lord of Stafford dear to Day hath bought 
Thy Likeneſs; for inſtead of thee, King Harry, 

This Sword hath ended him, ſo ſhall it thee, 
Unleſs thou yield thee as a Priſoner. _ 

Blunt. I was not born to yield, thou haughty Scot, 
And thou ſhalt find a King that will revenge | 
Lord Stafford's Death. e 

| Fight, Blunt is ſſain, then exter Hot-ſpur. 

Het, © Dowglaſs, hadſt thou fought at Holmedon thus, 
I never had triumphed o'er a Scot. 

Dow. All's done, all's won, here breathleſs lies the King. 

Hot Where? |; | | 

Dow. Here. | * 

Hot. This Dowglaſs? No, I know this Face full well: 
A gallant Knight be was, his Name was Blunt, 
Sembl:bly furniſh'd like the King himſelf. | 

Dow Ah! Fool go with thy Soul whither it goes, 

A borrow'd Title haſt thou bought too dear. 
Why did thou tell me, that thou wert a King? 

Hot. The King hath many marching. in his Coats. 
Dew. Now. by my Sword, I will kill all his Coats, 
I' murther all his Wardrobe Piece by Piece, | 

Uatill I meet. the King. "I 

Hot Up and away, | 
Our Soldiers ſtand full fairly for the Day. [ Exermte/ 
: Alarm, enter Falſtaff ſolus, | 


Fal. Though J could ſcape ſhot- tree at London;. 1 fear 
the Shot here: Here's no ſcoring, but upon the Pate. Soft, 


who art thou? Sir Walter Blunt? there's Honour for you; 
here's no Vanity; | am as hot as moulten Lead, and as 
heavy too: Heav'n keep Lead out of me, I need no more 
Weight than mine own Bowels. 1 have led my Rag- o- 
Mukhans where they are pepper d; there's not three of my 


hundred and fifty left alive, and: they for the Towns en 


to beg during Life. But who comes here? | 
Euter Prince Henry, | 


P. Henry, What, ſtand it thou idle here?lend me thy Sword, 


Many a noble Man lies ſtark and ſtiſf Th 
8 Under 
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Under the Hoofs of vaunting Enemies, 

Whoſe Deaths are unreveng d. Prithee lend me thy Sword. 
Fal. O Hal, I prithee give me leave to breath a while. 

Turk Gregory never did fach Deeds in Arms, as I have 


done this Day. I have paid Percy, I have made him ſure. 


P. Henry. He is indeed, and living to kill thee: 


1 prithee lend me thy Sword. 


Fal. Nay, Hal, if Percy be alive, thou get'ſt not my 


| Sword: but take my Piſtol if thou wilt. 


P. Henry. Give it me: What, is it in the Caſe? 
Fal. Ay Hal, tis hot. There's that will ſack a City. 
| [The Prince draws out a Bottle of Sack. 
P. Henry. What, is it a time to jeſt and dally now ? 
[Throws it at him, and exit. 
Fal. If Percy be alive, I'll pierce him; if he do come 
in my way, ſo; if he do not, if I come in his, willingly, 
let him make a Carbonado of me. I like not ſuch grinning 
Honour as Sir Walter hath: Give me Life, which if I can 
fave, ſo; if not, Honour comes unlook'd for, and there's 


an end. Exit. 


Alarm, Excurſions, Enter the King, the Prince, Lord John 
F Lancaſter, and the Earl of Weſtmorland. 


K. Henry. I prithee, Harry, withdraw thy ſelf, thou bleed- 


- eſt too much: Lord John of Lancaſter, go you with him. 


Lan. Not I, my Lord, unleſs I did bleed too. 

P. Henry. I beſeech your Majeſty make up, 
Leaſt your Retirement do amaze your Friends. 

K. Henry. I will do ſo: | 
My Lord of Weſtmorland, lead him to his Tent. 

Weſt. Come my Lord, I'll lead you to your Tent, 

P. Henry. me, my Lord! 1 do not need your Help, 
And Heay'n forbid a ſhallow Scratch ſhould drive 
The Prince of Wales from ſuch a Field as this, 


Where ſtain'd Nobility lies trodden on, 


And Rebels Arms triumph in Maſlicres. 
Lan. We breath too long; come Couſin Weſtmorland, 


Our Duty this Way lies, for H:'ay'ns fake come. 
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P. Henry. By He vn thou haſt deceiy'd me, Lanoufer 


I did not think-thee Lord of ſuch a Spirit: 0 
Before, I lovd thee as a Brother, John; SSH £ 
But now, I do reſpect thee as my Soul: 

X. Henry. 2 him hold. Bord Percy at the Point, 
With luſtier Maintenance than 1 did look for 
Of ſuch an ungrown Warrior. | 

. Henry,” O this Boy; lends Mettle to ub all. K [Exp 

Enter Dowglaſs. 


Dow. Another King? They grow like Hydea's Heads: | 


I am. thEDowglaſs fatal to all thoſe 

That wear thoſe Colours on them. What art thou | 

That counterfeit'ſt the Perſon of a King? 
K. Har. The King bimſelf, who, Dowglafs, grieves a 
Heart: 

So many of his Shadows chou haſt met, 

And not the very King. I have two Boys 

Seek Percy and thy ſelf about the Field; 

But ſeeing thou Faſt on me ſo luckily 

I.will aſſay thee: So defend thy elf. 
Dow. 1 fear thou art another Counterfeit ; 

And yet in faith thou bear ſt the like a King: 

But mine | am ſure thou at, who e er thou be, 


Ard thus I win thee. [They febt: The King bing in Danger, 


Enter Prince Henry. 
P. Henry. Hold up thy Head, vile Scot, or thou art ike 
Never to hold it up again: The Spirits 
Of valiant Sherly, Stafford, Blunt, are in my Arms; 
It is the Princè of Wales that threats thee, 
Who never promiſeth, but means to piy. 
[They fight, Dovvglaſs Herba. 
Chearly. my Lord; how fares your Grace? 
Sir Nicholas 54 "hath for Succour ſenr, 
And ſo-hth cen PI! to Cifzn freight, 
K. Henry. Stay, and breath'a while. 
Thou haſt redeem'd my loſt Opinion, 
And ſhew'd thou mak*ſtſome tender of my Life 
In this fair Reſcue thou haſt brought to $f 


__ 


T. Hen. O Heay'n, they did me tooo much wjury: 
That 
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That ever ſaid I hearkned to your Death. | * 

If it were ſo; I might have let alone | 

The inſulting Hand of *Dowglaſs over you, 

Which would have been as ſpeedy in your end, 

As all the poiſonous Potions in the World, 

And ſav d the treacherous Labour of your Son. | 
K. Hemy. Make up to Clifton, Vil to Sir Nicholas 


Gawſey. 2 | [Erit. 
| Enter Hot. Spur. tori? 
Hot. If I miſtake nor; thou art Harry Monmouth. 


P. Henry. Thou ſpeakeſt as if I deny my Names | 


Hot. My Name is Harry Percy. 
P. Henry. Why then I ſce 
A very valiant Rebel of that Name. | 
Jam the Prinee of Wales; and think not, Percy, 
To ſhare with me in Glory any more: a. 
Two Stars keep not their Motion in one Sphere, 
Nor can one Exglaud brook a double Reign, 
Of Harry Percy and the Prince of Wales. - 
Hot. Nor ſhall it, Harm, for the Hour is come 
To end the one of us; and would toHeav'n 
Thy Name in Arms were now as great as mine. 
P. Henry. I'll make it greater, ere I part from thee; 
And all the budding-Honours on thy Creſt 
II crop, to make a Garland for my Head. "7 
Hof. I can no longer brook' thy Vanities. [ Fight. 
Enter 'Valſtaff. N 
Fal. Well ſaid, Hal, to it Hal. Nay, you ſhall find no 
Boys play here, I can tell you; 8 e0 8 
Enter Dowglas, he fights with Falftaff, who falls down 
as if he were dead: The Prince kills Percy. 
Hot. Oh Harry thou haft robb'd me of my Youth: 
J better brook the Loſs of brittle Life, 
Than thoſe proud Titles thou haſt won of me, 
They wound myThovghts worle,than thy Sword my Fleſn: 
But Thought's the Slave of Life, and Life Time's Fool; 
And Time, that takes ſurvey of all the World, 
Muſt have a ſtop. O, I could propheſie, 
But that the Earth, and the cold Hand of Death, 
Lyes on my Tongue: No, Perty, thou art Duſt, | 
Aud Food — ae 8 Dies. 
: F. Henry, 


— 
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r. Henry, For Worms, brave Percy. Farewel, great Heart: 4 


Fll-weav'd Ambition, how much art thou ſhrunk! 
When that this Body did contain a Spirit. 

A Kingdom for it was too ſmall a Bound: 

But now two Paces of the vileſt Earth 

Is room enough. This Earth that bears thee dead, 
Bears not alive ſo ſtout a Gentleman. : 
If thou wert ſenſible of Courteſie, 

I ſhould not make ſo great a ſhow of Zeal. 

But let my Favours hide thy mangled Face, 

And even in thy behalf, I'll thank my ſelt 

For doing theſe fair Rites of Tenderneſs. 

Adieu, and take thy Praiſe with thee to Heay'n, 
Thy Ignominy ſleep with thee in the Grave, 


But not remembred in thy Epitaph. [ Ei ſees Falſtaff, | 


What! Old Acquaintance! Could not all this Fleſh 
Keep in a little Life? Poor Fact, farewel. 


I could haye better ſpar'd a better Man. — 


O, I ſhould have a heavy miſs of thee, 

If I were much in loye with Vanity. 

Death hath not ſtruck ſo fat a Deer to Day, 

Though many a dearer in this bloody Fray: 

Imbowell'd will 1 ſee thee by and by, 6+ och 

Till then, in Blood by noble Percy lye. [Exit 
Falſtaff r1/es. | 4 


Fal. Imbowell'd! If thou imbowel me to Day, In give 


you leave to Powder me, and eat me too to Morrow: 
as time to counterfeit, or that hot Termagant Scor had 
paid me ſcot and lot too. Counterfeit ?----I am no coun- 
terfeit; to die, is to be a Counterfeit, for he is but the 
Counterfeit of a Man, who hath not the Life of a Man: 


But to counterfeit dying, when a Man thereby liveth, is 


to be no Counterfeit, but the true and perfect Image of 
Life indeed. The better part of Valour, is Diſcretion ; in 
the which better part, I have ſaved my Life. I am afraid 
of this Gun-Powder Percy, though he be dead. How if 
he ſhould Counterfeit too, and riſe? I am afraid he would 
prove the better Counterfeit ; therefore I'll make him 

iure; yea, and I'll ſwear 1 kill'd him. Why miy not he 


File as well as 1? Nothing confutes me but Eyes, and no 


Body 
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Body ſees me. Therefore, Sirrah with a new Wound in 

your Thigh come you along with me. f 

| [Takes Hot-Spur on his Back, 
Enter Prince Henry aid John of Lancaſter. 

P. Henry, Come Brother Fohn, full bravely haſt thou 
Thy Maiden Sword | = __ [fcfht 

Lan: But ſoft, who have we here? | 
Did you not tell me this fat Man was dead ? 

P. Henry. I did, I ſa him dead, A 
Breathleſs, and bleeding on the Ground: Art thou alive, 
Or is it Fantaſie that plays upon our Eye-light?. 

I prithee ſpeak, we vill not truſt our Eyes 
Without our Ears. Thou art not what thou ſeem'ſt. 

Fal. No, that's certain; J am not a double Man; but if 
I am not Fack Falſtaff, then am I a Jack: There is Percy, 
if your Father will do me any Honour, fo; if not let him 
kill the next Percy himſelf. I look either to be Earl or 
Duke, I can aſſure ou. | 

P. Henry. Why, Percy I kill'd; my ſelf, and ſaw thee dead. 

Fal. Did'ſt thou? Lord, Lord, how the World is given 
to Lying! I grant you I was down, and out of Breath, 
and ſo was he, but we roſe both at an inſtant, and fought 
a long Hour by Shrew:bury Clock: If I may be believed, ſo; 
if not, let them that ſnould reward Valour bear the Sin up- 
on their own Heads. I'll take't on my Death I gave him 
this Wound in the Thigh: if the Man were alive. and 
would deny it, I would make him eat a piece of my 
Sword. 

Lan. This is the. ſtrangeſt Tale that e er I heard. 

P. Henry. This is the ſtrangeſt Fellow, Brother John. 
Come bring your Luggage nobly no your Back : 

For my part, if a Lie may do thee grace, 

I'll gild it with the happieſt Terms I have. 
Ii Retreat is ſounded, 

The Trumpets ſound Retreat, the Day is ours: 

Come Brother, let's to the higheſt of the Field, 

To ſee what Friends are living, who are dead. ¶ Exeum. 

Fal. I'll follow as they ſay, for Reward. He that re- 
wards me, Heay'n reward him, If I do grow great 12 

? 11 


— 
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Il grow leſs; for VIl purge, and leave Sack, and ive 
b 0 as a 5 ble Man ſhould do [Exit 


SCENE IV. 


The Trump s ſound; Enter King Henry, ET? 
n of Lanca 


Lord Jo ſter; Earl of Weſtmorland, 1 * 
ceſter and Vernon Priſoners. 


Thus ever did Rebellion find Rebuke. + < 
IM. Late lor did we not ſend Grace, AY 
Pardon, and Terms of Love to all of you? 
And would'ſt thou turn our Offers contrary ? 
__ the 33 of thy Kinſmau's Truſt? 
our Party ſlain to Day, 
A not noble BE Earl 77 — a Creature elſe 
Had been alive this Hour, 


Ikf likea Chriſtian thou bad truly born, 


Betwixt our Armies, true Intclligence. 
© Wor. What 1 have done, my Saſety urg d me to, 9 
And I embrace this Fortune patiently, | 
m—_ _—_ to be avoided, ir falls on me. ; 

Bear Worceſter to death, and Vernon too. 

aders we will pauſe upon. 
(Ex. Worceſter and Vernon. 

How goes the Field? 


P. Henry. The noble Scot, Lord Dowglaſs, when he law 
The Fortune of the Day quite turn'd trom him, 
The noble Percy ſlain, and all his Men 
Upon the foot of Fear, "fed with the reſt; 
And falling from a Hill, he was ſo bruiz d 
That the Purſuers took him. At my Tent 
The Dowglaſs is, and | beſeech your Grace 
I may dilpoſe of him. 
K. Henry. With all my Heart. 


F. Henry. Then Brother John of Lancaſter, 14 a - 


To you this Honourable Bounty ſhall belong: 

Go to the Dowglaſs, and deliver him 

Up to his Pleaſure, ranſomleſs and free: 

His Valour ſhewn upon our Creſts to Day, 

Hath ate us how to cheriſh fuchbigh Deals, 0 | 
Even 


4 
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Even in the Boſom of our Adverſaries. 

K. Henry. Then this remains; that we divide our Power, 
You Son Fohn, and my Couſin Weſtmorland, 
Towards York ſhall bend you, with your deareſt ſpeed 
To meet Northumberland, and the Prelate Scroop, 
Who, as we hear, are bufily in Arms. 

My ſelf and my Son Harry will towards Wales, 
To fight with Glendower, and the Earl of March. 
Rebellion in this Land ſhall loſe his way, 
Meeting the Check of ſuch another Day; 

And fince this Buſineſs ſo far is done, 


Let us not leave till all our own be won. xu. 


'z ue End of ne Third Volume. 
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